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Question as I can&#039;t get to your FAQ&#039;s just yet so I&#039;m sorry if this has been asked before! The 5 dollars? Is that a monthly or lifetime key access payment? of course with the option of upgrading to the premium subscriptions if one so wanted!
<p>It is a one-time payment for the ability to create an account. We will introduce premium features in the future, but you will not have to subscribe to it if you don’t care for the additional features it will offer. <br/></p>
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Have you joined pillowfort? Why or why not?
<p>I personally don’t have a Pillowfort account yet, but my partner does and she has let me look at her account fully to see what it is like. I’ve also viewed <b><a href="https://www.pillowfort.io/demo_login">Pillowfort’s demo account</a></b> which is linked to on <b>t<a href="https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/562544287/pillowfortio-a-better-social-media-platform">heir Kickstarter</a>. </b>I am waiting with anticipation when I can make my own account, but right now Pillowfort is in a closed beta which means the only people who have access to the site are ones who have been given special registration links. They were doing waves of free beta accounts a bit ago (which is how my partner got her account), but right now for every $5 you pledge to their Kickstarter you will receive a registration key if the Kickstarter gets fully funded (they are as of today 40% of the way to their $39,900 goal).<br/></p><h2><b>Here is why I’m excited for Pillowfort:</b></h2><ul><li>If you <b>delete your original posts, every reblogged version will be deleted too</b>. <b>Edit your original post and the changes will appear on every reblog,</b><br/></li><li>The ability to <b>make posts visible to everyone, just followers, just mutuals, or just yourself.</b></li><li>A <b>functional blacklist</b> where you can blacklist a post body &amp; tags <i>or</i> just tags.</li><li>A terms of service that explicitly states <b>you hold all rights to your own intellectual property</b>. It also states clearly that it f<b>orbids callout posts, doxxing, degradation, harassing, hate groups, spamming of tags with unrelated or offensive material, and slurs against minorities.</b> If there is a user that is doing anything offensive or hateful, it is encouraged and mandated you don’t make posts about it and instead flag it and let the site moderators take care of it. This sort of system cuts down on “dashboard drama” and harassment that sites like Tumblr are known for. </li><li>They have <b>threaded comments</b> which means discussions or praise no longer clog up your posts and your blog, keeping things much more organized and clean. We can also use tags for their ACTUAL purpose, tagging of posts for ease of search and organization instead of talking.</li><li>They have <b>communities</b> and a more connected <b>user-based </b>and<b> user-led environment</b>.</li><li><b>Posts in chronological order</b> like they should be!</li><li>A <b>staff that actually cares about the input of their members</b> and is driven to listen and collaborate with their members to create a site that the users actually want instead of being led by a corporation that has their own agendas in mind.</li><li><b>A staff that wants to avoid corporate involvement, unwanted ads, and selling of user info to fund Pillowfort.</b></li><li>The <b>future possibilities</b> of what the staff can do with the site that we didn’t dream could be possible to have all in one place including <b>accessibility and a functional mobile app</b>.</li></ul><p>So far, I’ve seen a lot of good things and I’ve been really impressed with how the staff is handling the site and how they have explained their plans for the future of Pillowfort.</p><h2>If you say you really want a social media site that actually cares about their users, this is it. This is your chance to have what pretty much all of us want. This new blogging platform is all the best parts of Tumblr (and for those who miss Livejournal this is like a wedding between Tumblr and Livejournal) with all the parts we hate and loathe about the site scraped out of it.</h2><h2><b><a href="https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/562544287/pillowfortio-a-better-social-media-platform">If you like everything that you’ve read about Pillowfort.io, please pledge to their Kickstarter.</a> </b>Even $5 can help and it will get you a registration link to get on Pillowfort yourself if the Kickstarter gets fully funded.</h2><h2><b>If you can’t support Pillowfort monetarily, then please, please reblog, tweet, share, and spread it about everywhere you can.</b> </h2><h2><b>This is our chance to have a social media made with us in mind and it’s already starting out so well with 10,000 users in the closed beta. Let’s bring it to the next stage of its life!</b></h2>
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Oh my gosh! Yeah sorry! I misread that part, and it sucks! There&#039;s nothing wrong with drawing or writing NSFW of consenting adults, even though NSFW artwork and fics aren&#039;t my cup of tea; I really, really, really hope that y&#039;all can stay! I follow a few NSFW IT blogs and y&#039;all are the best!
<p>Yea its definitely going to mean losing all the nsfw ask blogs that people have created and some blogs that only post nsfw art. It’s ridiculous and a total overreaction. <br/></p>
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I don&#039;t mean to cause drama but like? NSFW writing and artwork won&#039;t be banned, it&#039;s just actual p*rnography regarding real people; the wording makes it seem like it but it doesn&#039;t apply to artwork! Just the p*rn blogs, so you and everyone else who does NSFW Artwork and Writing should be good to go! The only difference is that it might get filtered so it&#039;d be harder to see in tags and stuff but it&#039;s your choice in the end!
<p>Hey so I hope you’re right, that’d be cool. But this is taken from the community guidelines:</p><p>
Don’t upload any content, including images, videos, GIFs, or 
<b>illustrations</b>, that depicts sex acts.     <br/></p><p>

To me this implies that people who draw NSFW art will be censored. <br/></p><p>I agree that the intent is to target p*rn blogs but I think they’re clearly overreacting and going too far in a different direction where they’re going to ban first and ask questions later. <br/></p>
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Is Noah a dog or a cat person?
<p>he’s a dead person</p>

<p>what kind of question is this</p>
Tags: I snorted, I love maggie, that sass
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i&#039;m sorry you feeling poorly :( if it helps at all to distract you, would you rank the top 5 gayest moments (tm) of ronan lynch?
<p>hi i love you and this was fun but also. REALLY HARD. and there’s definitely more than 5 my bad. </p><p>1. ‘adam lived in an apartment located above the office of st. agnes catholic church, a fortuitous combination that focused most of the objects of ronan’s worship into one downtown block’ is gay poetry. Peak Gay. every time i think about this line i have to lie down. </p><p>2. ronan telling adam ‘maybe i dreamt you’…. what. the. fuck. ive honestly never heard anything so romantic in all my life. </p><p>3. after ronan kisses adam for the first time and then goes up to the roof to put his arms in the air and think about how he’d caught happiness…. s o f t.</p><p>4. that time ronan spends all day thinking about how much he hates school but then he catches a glimpse of adam’s wrist and later is flirted with for 0.2 seconds and is like oh wow i love school.</p><p>5. tbh every time he had an existential crisis about adam’s hands. the time he touched adam’s hand and the ocean burned. the time he stroked adam’s hands under the pretence of making sure they were fine after the weird demon thing. when he made out with adam for 5 minutes tops before he had to put his fingers to his mouth.  </p><p>6. when ronan doesn’t wanna speak to declan so he decides to pretend to be asleep but for some reason thinks the way to do this is drape himself all over adam i just…. why, ronan, why? </p><p>7. dreaming adam up gifts that he couldn’t possibly give him in person so he has to find a way to leave them somewhere for him to find is like…. the epitome of being Gay. </p><p>8. after ronan crashes the shopping cart with adam he is profoundly happy…. which is also soft as hell. </p><p>anyways i couldnt narrow this down and 6, 7, 8 aren’t in order because they kept swapping around in my head but the point is. i love ronan lynch. an absolute disaster and not always the Smoothest but he got the boy!!</p>
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like, imagine eddie working in a 24/7 convinience store during the night shift (like,,, 11pm-4am) and richie is a regular that just comes in the weirdest hours and buys the most bizarre combo of items and is always trying to flirt w eddie making puns with whatever items hes buying and eddie lowkey likes it (cue stan rolling his eyes)
<p>lmaooo yes yes yes!!</p> <p><a href="https://gayzier.tumblr.com/post/168514887418/like-imagine-eddie-working-in-a-247-convinience" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Benverly in g2 &amp; g3??
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="727" data-orig-width="590"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/57a277860aceeccecf4ca29b73d24ac0/tumblr_inline_phe4c0qajp1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="727" data-orig-width="590"/></figure><p>Saving these lines to color later, but here’s a sketch before I go to bed!<br/></p>
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Can you write something where the losers are all having a sleepover and somehow Eddie gets pissed off? So he&#039;s tired and grumpy, but he also gets like really fucking clingy to Richie because he just wants to hide and sleep. Richie is shook because he&#039;s always found Eddie adorable, and then idk it ends with them being all cute and kissing or something?
<ul><li>Okay, so the losers always go to someone’s house for sleepovers, it’s not on a schedule or anything- but it happens at least once every two weeks.</li><li>They’re at Richie’s today, crowded in his living room watching movies and eating popcorn. Richie, Beverly and Bill are on the couch, Mike and Stanley are sharing the armchair, and Eddie is on the floor with Ben in front of the couch, Eddie was annoyed at first but it meant he was closest to the food, so he didn’t stay annoyed for long.</li><li>The movies were good, and before they knew it, it was dark out and Eddie was increasingly getting tired. He tried to stay awake but inevitably fell asleep, leaning against the couch, after not too long.</li><li>Then we was woken up all of a sudden with cold water being spilled over him, soaking his face and torso. He sprung up in shock, and due to how he fell asleep his back also now hurt.</li><li>Everyone else was still awake, watching whatever movie was on now, and Bill started apologising like crazy to Eddie, “Sh-Shit Eddie, I-I’m sorry, f-fuck. I-I really d-didn’t mean t-to.”</li><li>This caused the others to all look at Eddie, the water from Bill’s glass now causing both his hair and shirt to cling uncomfortably to him.</li><li>Eddie has no clue how to reply, he was tired and Bill was still apologising to him, and now everyone was watching him.</li><li>“My shirt,” he eventually mumbled, looking at his soaked pyjamas.</li><li>That’s when Richie spoke up, “Hey, Eds, come on,” the boy stood up, “I’ve got more pyjamas upstairs.”</li><li>Eddie looked at Richie, who was now stood above him, in confusion, “But they’re not my pyjamas?”</li><li>“That doesn’t matter, I’ll lend you some, come on.”</li><li>Richie holds his hand out to help Eddie up, and Eddie accepts it. He keeps hold of it as Richie walks the two upstairs, if he was properly awake and thinking properly, he would have let go by now. But he was still half asleep and couldn’t think straight if he tried, so he stayed gripping onto Richie’s hand.</li><li>“Here, these ones okay?” Richie asked once in his room, handing a set of pyjamas to Eddie who was sat on the taller boy’s bed.</li><li>“They’ll be too big,” Eddie whined, “I need my pyjamas. No- I need to go home,” a pause, “I need to shower, I’m dirty now. Do you have a shower?” as Eddie rambled on Richie started to slightly laugh at the smaller boy.</li><li>“Eds, Eddie- calm down,” Eddie stopped talking to listen to Richie, “You’re fine, you’re not dirty. And you can wear my pyjamas, it will be fine.”</li><li>Eddie didn’t seem to listen to anything Richie said, as he just fell back onto the bed and groaned at Richie in response, before saying, “I want to sleep.”</li><li>Richie chuckled again, “You get slightly tired and a bit pissed off and turn into a five year old.”</li><li>“I’m not five,” Eddie grumbled.</li><li>Richie walked over to the bed and sat next to Eddie, still holding the pyjamas, “I’ll let you sleep in my bed, okay? Away from everyone- you can have a peaceful sleep and no one will wake you up. But you have to change.”</li><li>“No.”</li><li>“Eds-“</li><li>“Stay with you,” Eddie grabbed the pyjamas as he said it, before pulling his shirt off to pull Richie’s on.</li><li>“You want a towel for your hair?”</li><li>“No. Can we go back downstairs? I don’t want to sit on the floor though.”</li><li>“Yeah okay, I’ll sit on the floor- you can sit with Beverly and Bill. Don’t think we could separate Stan and Mike.”</li><li>“No,” Eddie mumbled for the third time, before leaning into Richie and and hugging him, resting his head on Richie’s chest, “Bill can sit on the floor.”</li><li>“He deserves that,” Richie agreed, laughing partly at Eddie’s words and partly because Eddie was acting so out of character and he didn’t know what else to do, “Let’s go then.”</li><li>“Can you carry me?”</li><li>“Eddie, we both know I am incredibly weak.”</li><li>“I’m small.”</li><li>Richie did end up carrying Eddie, who apparently had a whole second personality he’d never seen before. Only being made apparent when soaked in water and extremely tired. He held Eddie bridal style, and the boy was pretty much asleep again when they got downstairs.</li><li>“Billy Boy, you’re on the floor,” Richie cheered as he got in the room, Bill groaned, but like everyone else smiled at the sight of Eddie, and then moved next to Ben on the floor.</li><li>Richie put Eddie against the armrest of the couch, before sitting between him and Beverly, but apparently he was now a magnet because as soon as he was sat down Eddie was practically laying in his lap, hugging around his waist.</li><li>He put one of his hands on Eddie’s waist, and the other in Eddie hair as the shorter boy shifted around for a few seconds, trying to get comfortable, before falling asleep again.</li><li>They stayed like that for the rest of the movie</li><li>Throughout the movie Beverly had retreated to her air mattress along with Bill and Ben, and Stanley and Mike were asleep in their chair.</li><li>“Eds, I need to get up, I can’t sleep like this.”</li><li>“Hmmm?” Eddie groaned, waking up slightly.</li><li>“I need to get to my bed, and you should probably go to yours too.”</li><li>Eddie sat up and rubbed at his eyes slightly, before following Richie to where the beds were, his bed wasn’t near Richie’s- yet all his half asleep mind was telling him was that he needed to stay with richie. So, as richie climed into his bed eddie stood next to his, watching him.</li><li>“What?” Richie asked, looking at eddie in confusion.</li><li>Eddie didn’t reply, and instead just walked over to Richie, stepping over Bill and ben’s beds on the way, “I want to stay with you,” Eddie eventually mumbled, not even giving Richie a chance to disagree as he started to get in the boy’s bed with him.</li><li>Surprisingly, Richie just wrapped his arms around eddie and pulled him closer, “I think we should pour water on you more often, it makes you a lot nicer.”</li><li>Eddie just leaned into Richie, clearly not thinking, as he placed a kiss on the boy’s cheek before resting his head in the crook of Richie’s neck.</li><li>Richie kissed Eddie’s head in response, and easily fell asleep as he hugged him. </li></ul>
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This is so weird. I actually know a lesbian with a castle. She used Italy&#039;s new cultural program. Over there they give you an old castle for free. If you fix it in nine years you get to keep it and the land around it. She is very good with fixing things so she has been working hard on this
<p>She got wifi in that castle? She single? What’s her name?</p>
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any reddie  angsty one shot recs bc I&rsquo;m a slut for  angst?
<p>Alright buddy, you asked for it. Have some angst. These aren’t all 1 shots but they are all amazing. You get what you pay for. </p><p>As always if I miss someone’s tumblr please let me know! If it’s rated M or E its noted, also if there’s a major character death. Make sure to comment and give these authors some love for breaking your heart! </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14158752">You can’t outrun the devil </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw">@beepbeeprichiellc</a> 

Superhero/villain Au. Rated M. Major character death </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13059156">Chocolate Ice Cream </a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEEEYxI1qQyeyc0ZV1ofjSA">@mikesoveralls</a>   In which Richie Tozier makes a promise. Rated M. Major Character Death</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15333531">Bishop’s Knife Trick</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> Ugh, Ems loves her angst and this is a great example of it. 

It has been six years since Eddie Kaspbrak left Derry, high on freedom laced with the potential for a new life, and never looked back. Rated E. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13900806">A playlist for the end of the world </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mcv28q0g-sHVXK_wVhM-Glg">@redactedrichie</a> Zombie AU </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14670522">5555</a>  by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mydCfkWOjrvQxXqq1hcyNtA">@finnwolflhard</a> “I am not harmless,” Eddie had said, his eyes thundering—a challenge. “I could ruin your life.” Major Character Death.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12089088">However far I stray </a>(I dont think they have a tumblr?) Richie had to leave Eddie behind, physically. Major Character Death.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13096014">Give the past a slip </a>


(I dont think they have a tumblr?)


On his way to a live show for his popular podcast, Richie stumbles into a person from his past. He remembers.

</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16343234">I lost who we were by </a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> Sure Sara, write a sad soulmate AU and fuck us all up. Thanks. 

Major Character Death.

</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14411091/chapters/33282768">I’ll let you set the pace</a> 


 (I dont think they have a tumblr?) 


Eddie and Richie are in an open relationship. Eddie is a fool in love while Richie is a mess who is afraid of commitment. Rated M. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14674050/chapters/33901923">The Edification of Eddie Kaspbrak </a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/myTbLZ8amls4JiNHEu2V9uQ">@bevrichie</a>  Eddie thinks that sometimes, the saddest stuff life is made of isn’t the permanence of death, but the tragedy of losing something you can still have. (This fic never got the love it deserved and IDK why. READ IT)  Rated M. </p><p>Bonus! <a href="https://takealottodragmeawayfromreddie.tumblr.com/post/180676630371/sometimes-richie-wakes-up-in-the-middle-of-the">This tumblr post</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mP1MHUDSB_J9pkJDL3sxnYw">@takealottodragmeawayfromreddie</a></p><p>(Also you guys I got another one of these asks while writing this. You’re really hoping to be sad this holiday season huh?) </p>
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Happy one year!! Can I have the first post break up au (the family gathering one) with reddie?? Thank you!! &lt;33333
<p>Hellooooo! Thank you! </p><p>This is for this prompt: “today was the first family gathering i’ve been to since we broke up and my little cousin that absolutely adored you asked where you were and i had to lock myself in the bathroom and sit in the tub for a half an hour and look through a folder on my phone of pictures i took of you to feel okay again¨ and also for the first day of the holiday prompts for <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEzgLctF8GrPfhUqQJEduyg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mEzgLctF8GrPfhUqQJEduyg">@it-25-days-of-christmas</a>- Thanksgiving </p><p>Also this is angst so if you’re super anti-angst I’d skip this baby. </p><h2>Without You</h2><p><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F16801186&amp;t=Zjk1ZmM1OWNkMGM1YjE4NWRlZTY4MGZiMmRkYzMzYjY3MjIxZGI2ZCw4MDJkNTJmZDJiOTFiMTEwZDdhZWVhMmI3YWZhNDU1ZGRmYTBjYzQ1">Read here on AO3 </a></p><p>“Eddie! Sonia!” Eddie’s aunt Cathy called excitedly, ushering them in from the cold. “So good to see you! Come in! Take off your coats!”	</p><p>Eddie followed his mother in, holding their annual dish of sweet potatoes topped with marshmallows. For as conscious as Sonia was of what Eddie ate she never seemed to worry about what she was eating, especially on Thanksgiving. He had long ago given up trying to figure out her logic. </p><p>The family greeted Eddie, clucking about how much he had grown (ha) and how much they liked his new beard. Before long through the question he had been dreading came up. It happened before he had even gotten his coat off. </p><p>“Where’s that boyfriend of yours?” Mark, Cathy’s husband asked, looking behind them as if he had somehow missed Richie. </p><p>Eddie stiffened, his mouth going dry as he tried to formulate a response but his mom was quick to answer. “Mark! They broke up. Finally! Poor Eddie got his heart shattered by that awful Tozier boy. But it’s for the best you know, now he can find someone that’s worth his time. Someone better!” She said all this in an awful fake whisper, pretending to turn away from Eddie while she did, like somehow then he couldn’t hear her in the small entryway. </p><p>Mark, at least, had some humanity. He looked at Eddie and clapped a hand on his shoulder, “Sorry to hear that.”</p><!-- more --><p>“It’s fine.” He mumbled with a shrug. Really, it wasn’t fine, not at all. A pit formed in Eddie’s stomach, equal parts anxiety and sadness, especially as his mom kept rambling on about how Eddie could do better, about how that Tozier boy was just trash and did he even bathe regularly? She didn’t think so. As his family listened politely Eddie turned away, leaving them and going into the rest of the house. He couldn’t listen to his mom talk about Richie like that, to say out loud all the awful things she’d been thinking for years. Eddie wanted to defend him, to say that Richie wasn’t like that at all, but he couldn’t bring himself to. How was he supposed to defend the person who broke his heart and didn’t even seem to care? Thinking about it left a bitter taste in his mouth and Eddie suddenly felt weary, thinking about the day in front of him. Stuck with his overbearing mother and clueless, if loving, family. He hadn’t had to handle them alone for years, even before they were together Richie had come with him to Thanksgiving. It made today even worse, that he didn’t have his lifeline here. Someone who understood and could take the attention off Eddie with a well timed joke or bad pun.</p><p>Eddie sighed, letting his head fall into his hands and trying to calm down.  He hadn’t wanted to come home for break and had tried to beg it off, saying he couldn’t afford the tickets to come back from college but his mom had bought them for him, surprising him at the last minute. ‘Eddiebear, you can’t miss Thanksgiving. It’s important! And everyone will want to see my little college man!’ </p><p>So he had done it, boarding a plane and then a taxi to get back to his stifling hometown. His mom had fussed over him since he arrived late last night, demanding to know if he was eating enough (or too much), if he was sleeping okay (did he need another blanket? She heard the dorms were kept cold to save money, those awful cheap administrators) and if he was sure that he wouldn’t consider transferring to a closer school (one where he could come home every weekend!). Eddie had fielded all of these with his normal, vague answers. At least, until she asked about Richie.</p><p>“Is that boyfriend of yours joining us tomorrow?” Eddie had been sitting at the dining room table, poking at the dinner she reheated for him. Now he paused. This was the thing he had been dreading, the one thing he never wanted to talk to her about.</p><p>“No,” He said quietly, moving his chicken back and forth. “No Ma, we uh, broke up.”</p><p>The sheer joy on Sonia’s face made him feel sick. She had tutted, pretending to be disappointed for all of five minutes before launching into an explanation of why he was better off and how he could do so much better- maybe that Myra girl from church was still available, Eddie should ask her to coffee, see what happened. </p><p>It was a testament to how tired he was that he didn’t bother to explain that even if he wasn’t dating Richie he still liked boys. Instead he nodded along for as long as he could and then excused himself upstairs, dragging himself into his room. It had felt so much smaller now, after being in New York. Not because his dorm was large but because the city was, New York meant freedom to be who he was. Derry meant hiding from it. His friends had been the only bright spot in the darkness of Derry. Them and Richie. He had crawled into bed, forcing himself to fall asleep before he started thinking about Richie and the memories he had of them together in his small twin bed. </p><p>In the present, he felt an arm around his shoulders and looked up, seeing that it was Cathy, looking at him with sympathetic eyes. “Are you okay? I know how much you cared for Richie.”</p><p>Eddie nodded, trying to smile. His family, outside of his mom, adored Richie as much as him. They found him hilarious and delightful and always asked about Richie in their letters or phone calls. Remembering that was another stab to his heart. </p><p>“It’s okay to not be okay you know.” Cathy said, taking the casserole dish from him.</p><p>Eddie opened his mouth to lie and say that no, he really was fine, when his younger cousin Anya came in the room. She launched herself at Eddie and he barely caught her, lifting her as she hugged him fiercely. “You’re almost too big for that!” He told her, happy for the distraction from talking about his failed relationship.</p><p>She giggled and clung to his neck. “I’m five now. I started kindergarten.” She told him, wiggling five fingers.</p><p>“I heard! Do you like it?” </p><p>She nodded then looked around, her bright blue eyes surveying the room. “Where’s Richie? I want to have our marshmallow eating contest!” She started squirming and Eddie put her down, the pit in his stomach growing larger. Anya and Richie had an annual contest to see who could shove more marshmallows in their mouths. Richie always won but it would result in the three of them laughing until they were crying. Then every time Eddie kissed him for the next few hours, Richie would taste like marshmallows. He loved it, loved seeing how good Richie was with kids and how happy Anya was every year to see Richie. Eddie struggled with his next words. </p><p>“He’s not coming.” </p><p>The girl cocked her head and looked up at him. “Is he sick?” She asked, worried. “Because I can make him soup, I know how to open the can and everything!” She peered up at him with big eyes and Eddie made a noise that was caught between being a laugh and a cry. </p><p>“No kiddo, he’s not sick. We, um,” He glanced at his aunt, who was pretending not to listen but obviously was. “We broke up.” How many more times would he have to say that today, he wondered, the words were like ash on his tongue.</p><p>Anya screwed up her face, confused. “But why? I thought you loved him! And I liked him, why’d you break up? You should get back together.”</p><p>“I know Anya I did- I-” Eddie faltered, unsure how to explain to a five year old that he didn’t know why the love of his life had broken up with him and that he’d give anything to get back together with him. </p><p>“Anya, come help me with setting the table.” Cathy said, putting her hand firmly on the girl’s back. “I never fold the napkins right.” </p><p>She started to protest but then got distracted as Cathy talked about making them into swans. Eddie muttered a quick ‘thank you’ to Cathy before disappearing upstairs. He knew that his family would stay downstairs and, after five minutes with them, he already needed a break.</p><p>Wandering into the master bathroom he locked the door behind him and slid into the tub, letting his head fall back and rest on the lip of the tub. He had known that this was going to be awful but his still hadn’t been prepared for the actual event. This was only the beginning. He still had to sit through a dinner full of uncomfortable questions and pitying glances. </p><p>Trying to distract himself, Eddie took his phone out of his pocket and pulled up his texts. The group message he had with the losers was hopping, all of them complaining about family or sharing pictures of their meals. He smiled a little at a picture of Ben and Bev, each gripping an end of the wishbone as the kissed. </p><p>Then he scrolled more and saw a picture of Richie, his long arm holding out his phone while a family Eddie didn’t recognize prepped food in the background. A girl with a bright smile had her chin propped up on Richie’s shoulder, holding up a peace sign and sticking her tongue out. The caption read ‘Surviving and thriving with Madison!’ Richie looked great, his hair was a little longer and he was wearing a shirt Eddie bought him for his birthday. Eddie gripped his phone so hard he heard a crack. Finally, he forced himself to hit the the back button, closing the chat while his heart beat rapidly. Richie was happy, without him. Richie had moved on. Richie didn’t need him. Eddie choked back a sob, distracting himself by looking at his other messages. </p><p>Most were from his college friends, asking how he was doing but one caught his eye. He had gotten it early that morning but missed it. It was from Richie and he opened it, barely daring to breath. It was simple, reading just ‘Happy Thanksgiving Eds.’ </p><p>He stared at the simple words, his feelings divided. Part of him was upset that Richie dared to text him after breaking up with him. They hadn’t spoken since and this felt like a shitty way to start a conversation. </p><p>Another part of him wondered if Richie was trying to extend the olive branch so they could be friends again, he knew that the others were worried about that. They hadn’t said it outright but Eddie could feel it in their questions, when they asked about Christmas break and if they could still do all their traditions.</p><p>Of course, Eddie had said yes, he’d be fine, he told them with a smile that he hoped was convincing even though inside he knew he couldn’t do it. He loved his friends dearly but doing their annual sledding party and not sharing a sled with Richie or watching movies and not curling up next to lanky man, Eddie couldn’t do it. He couldn’t pretend that he was okay with this new normal, not yet. He knew they’d understand. </p><p>Still staring at the text he admitted to himself that there was a third, smaller, part of him that hoped that it meant that Richie missed him. Maybe the text was Richie’s way of testing the waters, to see if Eddie wanted to talk. That part of Eddie kept singing that Richie had to miss him and had to want to get back together. They had been so deeply in love, there was no way that Richie had actually wanted to break up. That terrible phone call a month ago had been a fluke. Richie hadn’t meant it, hadn’t meant it when he said that it was too hard to keep things going long distance, hadn’t meant that both would be better off this way.</p><p>Because Eddie certainly wasn’t better off. It was only because of his roommates and new friends that he had left his bed for classes and to eat. Without them he would have stayed curled up in his quilt, watching friends on a loop. They had let him wallow for a week before forcing him out, saying that Richie wasn’t worth this, that Richie didn’t deserve to have this much control over Eddie. At first he tried to defend Richie, saying that he didn’t really mean to hurt Eddie but the longer he had gone without hearing from Richie, without getting the call that Richie had fucked up and wanted him back, the more he started to believe them. Or, at least, the more he wanted to believe them. </p><p>And he had been doing better, just barely. He had been holding himself together, especially if he didn’t let himself think too long about anything. At least, until he came home and everything stunk of Richie. He couldn’t be in his room without thinking of how Richie held him here and kissed him there. He couldn’t walk down the streets without remembering Richie singing to him or all of them riding bikes together. Everywhere he looked shouted ‘Richie Richie Richie.’ It was overwhelming. </p><p>The text message blurred as tears clouded Eddie’s vision. He blinked twice and then, against his better judgement, opened his photos folder. Swiping, he looked at the photos from the past summer, where he and Richie had gone on a road trip to Provincetown, MA. The two were tanned and happy. Eddie swiped through pictures of him on Richie’s back, of him carrying Richie bridal style, of them eating lobster rolls. Their grins seemed to grow in each photo and Eddie sank further into the tub. How could that have only been three months ago? He had thought they’d be together forever, had assumed they’d live together after college, maybe get a cat, eventually get married. They had gone through so much that Eddie knew they could take on whatever life threw at them. </p><p>Except apparently each other. Except Richie falling out of love with him and ending everything, deciding on his own that this was easier for both of them. </p><p>Unconsciously, he had brought up Richie’s contact info and was now staring at an older picture of Richie where he was making a heart with his hands and smiling at Eddie with his dorkiest grin. It made his chest hurt to see it. He had taken Richie off his speed dial but hadn’t changed that damned picture. With a shaky finger, he pushed the call button, not letting himself think the action through. He put the phone on speaker, the rings echoing in the small bathroom. </p><p>As it rang he wondered what the hell he would say if Richie picked up. </p><p>“Don’t fucking call me Eds.”</p><p>Ring.</p><p>“Take me back.”</p><p>Ring.</p><p>“You broke my heart.”</p><p>Ring.</p><p>“I love you.” </p><p>In the end he didn’t have to decide. Before long Richie’s voicemail picked it. Before, it had always made Eddie laugh. It was Richie singing terribly offkey to the tune of ‘Call me Maybe.” Now it made him choke back another sob. </p><p>“Hey I missed your call, I hope you aren’t crazy, but leave your name, I will call you maybe”</p><p>He ended the call, not willing to embarrass himself by leaving a voicemail. Forcing himself to stand Eddie left the bathroom and went back downstairs, enduring the sad smiles and one armed hugs from his family. He spent the rest of the day trying not to look at his phone, not wanting to admit how desperately he wanted Richie to call him back, how much he wanted to hear Richie’s voice and his laugh. Every time Eddie felt his phone vibrate a pulse went through him, a painful hope that it was Richie calling him back. </p><p>It never was. </p><p>Tag List: <b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a>  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a>  <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a>  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA">@noahschnapp</a>   <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> ​ <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> ​ <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-K7Xrua2LhDLC7g0FKRUVw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-K7Xrua2LhDLC7g0FKRUVw">@inthebreadbinwrites</a> ​ @proserpinacura​  <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> ​  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mnUIrsGnRzSusna96zT81rw">@trashmouthtozierr</a>​ <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtls1FqtqZk7oEeYKNseWvQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mtls1FqtqZk7oEeYKNseWvQ">@addimagination</a> ​ <a href="https://tmblr.co/mQ-PzOjNhqNgi3LpXcx1wvg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mQ-PzOjNhqNgi3LpXcx1wvg">@maggie-nicole125</a> ​  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mhTHOV4Onnlac5ZRlQgXRnA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mhTHOV4Onnlac5ZRlQgXRnA">@eds-spaghets</a> ​ <a href="https://tmblr.co/mHcd9XzGDGy6qwG2ciNOxqA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mHcd9XzGDGy6qwG2ciNOxqA">@teazier</a> ​  @as-reddie-as-ill-ever-be </b></p>
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<hr><p>It all had to be perfect.</p>
<p>It just had to be, and Eddie knew that which is why he had taken the entire day off as well as the next to ensure a evening of good fun and great sex. He was pulling out all the stops, cleaning the entire apartment, scrubbing every corner and crack all the while cooking a three course meal consisting of all of his husbands favorite food. Things had been hard-harder more than not-and Eddie was afraid of what that meant. </p>
<p>So he chose not to think about it. </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/180661746883/pt2-of-2-22-134-but-from-eddies-pov" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Rockstar!eddie and Superfan!richie AU? Or punk!eddie and nerdy!richie?
<p>Ok I like both of these a lot but I changed number one to something slightly different. I hope you don’t hate it.</p><ul><li>Eddie is a motivational speaker. <br/></li><li>He started on youtube, talking about his life- being gay in a small town, his mother’s overbearing-ness that bordered on abuse.<br/></li><li>And people responded to it. <br/></li><li>Like, really well. They loved hearing from him about what he overcame and how. <br/></li><li>Soon he was actually making money from his videos and someone approached him about writing a book.<br/></li><li>Sure, why not. <br/></li><li>And thus the Eddie Kaspbrak empire is born. Books, TV show appearances, tours (even a Funko Doll). <br/></li><li>He thinks it’s weird that what he has to say resonates so well with people but he’s glad it does. <br/></li><li>He loves hearing about who he’s helped and how. <br/></li><li>One person starts writing to him, simply signing their emails ‘R’. <br/></li><li>Eddie tries to write back to everyone but sometimes he can’t. But for R, he makes time. <br/></li><li>Something about him makes Eddie want to reach out. The first email R wrote him was a rambling mess that make him laugh until he cried. <br/></li><li>It was R’s life story, ending with how R thinks he’s bi but now he’s an adult and he’s only ever dated women. He’s worried how people will react.<br/></li><li>Eddie tells him it’s okay, it’s never too late to come out, if that’s what R wants. They start writing more and Eddie finds himself sharing details that he normally doesn’t (his childhood goldfish’s name, the first person he kissed). R does the same.<br/></li><li>Eventually, he asks R why he thinks he’s bi, what brought the realization on.  <br/></li><li>The response is short. <br/></li><li>“You.”<br/></li><li>Eddie flushes from head to toe, sitting in his quiet hotel room. He doesn’t know how to respond and he forgets about it. <br/></li><li>(Life on the road is hectic). <br/></li><li>Then a few days later he gets another email from R, saying that Eddie is going to be in his hometown and that R will be in the audience.<br/></li><li>Before going on stage that night Eddie is nervous. <br/></li><li>He hasn’t been nervous for ages but somehow, knowing R is out there, it makes butterflies flutter in his stomach.<br/></li><li>His show goes well (Eddie is a professional after all) but he adds something on at the end. <br/></li><li>“R, if you’re out there and you want to talk&hellip;come back stage. Give the bodyguards the name of my goldfish.”<br/></li><li>Eddie leaves and goes to his dressing room, pacing in it. What if R doesn’t show? What if he does and he’s a creepy weird fan? <br/></li><li>Eventually his door opens and Eddie’s head whips up. There’s a tall, lanky man standing in his doorway, looking nervous. <br/></li><li>“R?”<br/></li><li>“It’s uh- it’s actually Richie.” He said, giving Eddie a crooked smile. <br/></li><li>“Nice to meet you Richie.” <br/></li><li>They talk all night, going out to dinner and then to a bar. Eddie is smitten, this guy is cute and awkward and just his type. <br/></li><li>At the end of the night the bar closes and Eddie asks, “Did you ever decide about coming out to your friends?” <br/></li><li>Richie nods. “Did it before I went to your show. Live your truth and all that jazz.” <br/></li><li>He smiles, happy for Richie and tries to figure out what happens next but before he can decide Richie is asking if he can kiss Eddie. <br/></li><li>(Yes! Duh!)<br/></li><li>They’re kissing and Eddie wants to invite him back to his room but that’s a lot for a first date (he’s not sure when this became a date but it definitely is one now) so instead he gives Richie his personal phone number. <br/></li><li>They start texting and calling, dancing around each other in a weird semi-dating thing. <br/></li><li>Until two months later when Richie announces he’ll be in Eddie’s hometown. <br/></li><li>Eddie offers up his guest room. <br/></li><li>(He doesn’t have a guest room).<br/></li><li>The first night Richie is in town they’re eating dinner and Eddie asks what brought him to the city. <br/></li><li>Again, the response is short. <br/></li><li>“You.”<br/></li><li>They wouldn’t have needed that guest room anyway. <br/></li></ul>
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<p>Hellllooo this is for this prompt<b> ‘</b>Friends can totally watch porn together and nothing can happen… no they can’t’ I got it a few times so, enjoy!</p>
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<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie shifted uncomfortably, unsure how he ended up in this position. He was on Richie’s bed in his dorm, a laptop sitting between them. The laptop was playing a porno, still in the beginning stages with the two men making out, shirts discarded. </p>
<p>	So far, Eddie had spent most of the time trying not to look like he was watching Richie, to gauge his reactions to the acts happening on screen. Every time he glanced over Richie was watching the laptop, lips parted and seeming, as far as Eddie could tell, very into it. Both had their legs under a blanket so Eddie couldn’t see Richie’s hands, he didn’t know if he was touching himself. </p>
<p>	At that thought Eddie’s cock gave a small twitch. He was torn between willing himself not to get hard and worrying that it would be weird if he didn’t. The movie on the laptop was fine but thinking about Richie’s hand stroking himself, that make Eddie gasp and subtly press a palm to his crotch.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180630497882/or-maybe-the-friends-watching-porn-or-the-popsicle" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>OK I couldn’t for the life of me make this smutty… but I may make a smuttier part two.  Here goes. :D</p><hr><p><b><br/><br/></b>“Doesn’t mine look like that guy who works in the kitchen at the bowling alley?”  Richie waves the big serrated knife in the direction of his pumpkin, sitting proudly on the kitchen table on top of a pile of old issues of the <i>Portland Press Herald</i>.<b><br/></b></p><p>Eddie sports a wide, crinkly smile, even as he flinches at the utensil.  He gestures to Richie’s glasses.  “I think you should get your prescription checked.”</p><p>Richie tosses the knife haphazardly into the sink and wipes his hands on his jeans.  “Oh yeah?”</p><p>“Yeah.  That looks like Frank Sinatra.”</p><p>Richie screws up his mouth thoughtfully as he saunters over to the counter where Eddie is perched.  “Young, hot Sinatra or old, paunchy Sinatra?”</p><p>“That’s assuming old, paunchy Sinatra isn’t also hot.”</p><p>“Hmmmmm.”  Richie watches his feet as they slowly approach the counter.  “I suddenly feel like way less of a catch based on you finally agreeing to go out with me.  I mean, if Geriatric Blue Eyes does it for you.”</p><p>Eddie doesn’t throw anything back at him, so Richie’s eyes lift, and what he finds nearly knocks the breath out of him: Eddie’s hazel eyes fixed on him, his cheeks flushed, and his lips curled into the kind of smile Richie’s only seen directed at one other guy.  That other guy was some blonde Olympic swimmer-looking fucker who ran Derry’s ice cream shop the summer after their junior year of high school.  For half of July and all of August, Eddie would insist that the Losers all go at least three times a week as opposed to his usual “just this once, you know I’m lactose intolerant, guys.”  It took Richie an embarrassing number of trips there before he noticed Eddie asking for way too many samples as opposed to his usual “just soft serve vanilla in a cone with rainbow sprinkles, please?”  Not to mention how happy he’d look the rest of the afternoon (despite the stomach cramps).  </p><p>Now, Richie thinks back on all the times in all the years they’ve known each other that Eddie hid his eyes from him, turned away, blushed.  He wonders if maybe he’d have been the first to get that look if Eddie’d been bold enough to give it to him.  Still, seeing it now makes every missed opportunity worth it.  </p><p>He’s nearly thirty years old, and his best friend–the little shit–is making his mouth go dry.  He clears his throat.  “What’s up, pumpkin?  Why you lookin’ at me like that?”</p><p>Eddie’s shoulders inch upward.  “I like watching you do things.”</p><p>“Ah yes,” Richie says, stepping closer until Eddie’s knees are pressing gently into his stomach.  “The vaguest pickup line in history.”</p><p>“You know what I mean.”</p><p>“I don’t,” Richie says, enjoying the electrical buzz going through his veins now that they’re close like this.  It’s the closest they’ve gotten all night–and since Eddie’d agreed to go out with him.  (Going out turned into staying in, carving pumpkins, and maybe baking something pumpkin-y.)  He crowds Eddie even more and whispers playfully into his ear.  “Tell me more, tell me more.”</p><p>Eddie pushes his hot face into Richie’s shoulder, whispering back: “I like watching your hands.”</p><p>“<i>Ohhh.</i>  That so?”</p><p>Eddie nods against the side of his neck.  He can feel his smile there, too. </p><p>Richie’s hands hover in indecision before landing gently on the tops of Eddie’s thighs.  “Why Edward Elizabeth Kaspbrak.  Should I turn off this toaster oven so we can go upstairs and get familiar?”  He reaches behind Eddie’s back to fiddle with the dial on it. </p><p>“<i>Richie.</i>  You haven’t even kissed me yet.”</p><p>“I haven’t, huh?”</p><p>Eddie nudges his cheek with the tip of his nose.  “No.”</p><p>He lets out a tiny little gasp when Richie’s hands come up and quickly cradle his face, and Richie wastes no further time gently pushing their mouths together.  Richie hears a sweet sigh coming from the back of Eddie’s throat and feels his hands fiddling with the bottom of his own sweater.  He sucks on Eddie’s bottom lip a little before pulling away.  “‘Kay.  <i>Now</i> can we go upstairs and get familiar?”</p><p>“I had no idea you’d be so romantic.”</p><p>“Quiet, you.”</p><p>Eddie smiles wide and toothy and leans in again, hands slipping up the back of Richie’s sweater as his tongue creeps into Richie’s mouth.  Richie nearly fucking melts against the counter, one hand slipping down to grip the edge for purchase.  </p><p>“We’re not moving too fast?” he asks between kisses–then wants to smack himself for even bringing it up. </p><p>Eddie raises an elegant brow at him.  “You call seventeen years moving too fast?”</p><p>“I just…” Richie starts. <i> I want you to be comfortable.  I want you to be happy.  I want you to stay. </i></p><p>“Richie?”  Eddie takes up the hand curled around the counter and starts playing with it.  </p><p>“Hm?”</p><p>He kisses the tip of Richie’s middle finger.  “Turn off the toaster oven.”  </p><hr><p><b>permatag list: </b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mSKySU6MFTBNGg21RfF2sGg">@hurleyhugo</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9CiKEezwm5jbXgWoT66Xvw">@raspberrywind</a> @losver-kaspbrak <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ">@lilgeorgie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mv50cam99MDq659udUtM6sA">@geckolover001</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqe7yTKWEBeLIqfankD_k5Q">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbmFxFSPJhlzdkrC80RrhWQ">@waypunsarelife</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="http://happytozier.tumblr.com/">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72xg5b9RtMTOaKCFMalrhg">@librablossom</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU9p1s_wL5Gjk8t5LZIsj3g">@aesteddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg1gLw2Fsi9wk25CkTXna1A">@tapetayloe</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mQZsIwfkS3Kw8SIE7dmjNjQ">@spagheddi-kaspbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEHctDzpEmvLDQd3kMNRhgQ">@sadhelianthus</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mkvcB_bfgIrta73JdiU6WEQ">@justcallme-trashmouth</a> @fuckboyrichie  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFYXVZTG0m6fO7P88_FQUNg">@bandaids</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbU-oj7CYb2UpZhZOwaEB7g">@20gayteeneds</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m0UIeqFGchDdPzg9mYXvx7A">@burymestanding</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjP9yoYwyvPl-4uUZh04F6Q">@noahsschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@megelizabethvh</a></p>
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snowflake
<p><b>[ this was supposed to be a one word drabble but it ended up a little bit longer than a drabble… oops? ]</b></p><p>—————</p><p>The news had spoken of bad weather on the horizon, a good ten minutes spent making sure that everyone knew to wear many layers and turns heaters up and start stocking fire places in order to maintain warmth. Went had looked at him and said something about needing a new winter coat before he should go outside, and Maggie took a quick trip to the store to stock up on warm drinks and hot foods for when things get a little chilly. On the phone, Ben had told him that the losers probably won’t be able to meet up again for a week or two, if the clouds coming in wind up wreaking as much havoc as the weatherman promised.</p><p>Which Richie understands, but two weeks locked up in his house with no way to contact his friends other than by phone? Yeah, that’s not happening. They have prime potential to fuck around and have some fun, now that Christmas is over and the return to school is being postponed until further notice. His parents can try to lock him inside all they want, claiming it’s for safety and to prevent hypothermia, but he’s seventeen-years-old and he has things to do, places to be. Not even a hurricane could keep him in his room — and <i>especially</i> not on New Years Eve.</p><p>He wants to go to everyone’s house, if only just to give them a smacking kiss on the cheek and assure them that it was just their New Years kiss being delivered an hour or two early, but he knows his parents are bound to check his room and realize he’s gone if he leaves before eleven, so he has to accept the fact that he just won’t have the time to pay all of the losers a visit. With that unfortunate realization, he spends a long time considering how to approach this — maybe, if he hurries, he’ll have time to stop by two of their houses, but even that isn’t a sure thing. Just to be safe, he decides to narrow it down to one person and offer apologies to everyone else when he sees them next. All he has to do is figure out which of the losers he’s gonna be seeing.</p><p>Yeah, ‘cause that’s a hard decision to make.</p><p>At approximately 11:15, Richie finds himself standing outside of Eddie’s bedroom window, standing on top of what has to be at least two feet of snow piled up in Eddie’s backyard. Sure, this blizzard is kind of on his shit list right now, but he has to admit that it’s both stunning to look at and pretty convenient, making it a lot easier to reach into Eddie’s room after pushing the window open and pull himself through. He makes sure to shake off as much snow from his (too thin) sweatshirt and (not at all warming) jeans, so as not to leave behind too much evidence to him being here, in case Satan Sonia decides to go through Eddie’s room to try and accuse him of anything and everything she possibly can. </p><p>Eddie isn’t in there when he goes through the window, but he doesn’t mind that — Sonia’s car had been in the driveway when he made his way into the backyard, so he knows Eddie must be here somewhere. All he has to do is close the window and wait. And shiver a lot while he waits, because he’s kind of a dumbass and he didn’t think to grab that winter coat Went bought him a few days ago.</p><p>Maybe he kicks off his shoes and climbs into Eddie’s bed to maintain some warmth while he waits. Maybe he doesn’t. That’s not important.</p><p>Ten minutes go by, and Richie still feels freezing, and there’s no sign of Eddie anywhere. He blinks at Eddie’s alarm clock and blurrily realizes it’s 11:30, then 11:40, and still no sign of Eddie. Richie figures he should have called earlier today to make sure Eddie would actually be home, but he doesn’t understand where Eddie could be when he can hear Sonia watching TV down the hall.</p><p>Then, just as the alarm clock changes to 11:45, the window is pushed open, and he can hear the quiet mumblings of a clearly frustrated sounding Eddie from outside. Richie sits up, wraps Eddie’s blanket tighter around his shoulders, and watches as Eddie kicks off the ground and pulls himself through the window, clad in a few layers of warm looking sweaters and the nice snow pants that Richie kind of loves to see him in every year. He can’t make out what Eddie is saying, but catches onto a few words here and there, like, “…stupid…” and “…can’t fucking believe…”</p><p>Then Eddie stands up straight with an aggravated huff, sees Richie sitting on his bed, and immediately freezes with a slack-jawed expression of shock. Unsure of what else to do, Richie merely sticks a hand out from the blanket he’s wrapped in and waves, offering a greeting of, “Well hey there, Edsy.”</p><p>“Are you kidding me?” Eddie breathes, sticking a hand out to gesture vaguely at Richie before moving it over to point out the window. “I was just at your house! I even climbed up that stupid ladder you put out there last year, and the lights were on and there was music playing but you weren’t in there! I waited for, like, twenty minutes to see if you were just in the bathroom, and I almost knocked in the front door just to see if you were there, but—“</p><p>“Why were you at my house?” Richie interrupts, nose scrunched up on his face in confusion. The losers come to his house every now and then, sure, but that’s a rarity. The last time Eddie climbed through Richie’s window was when his mom smelled cigarette smoke clinging to the jacket Richie had let him wear and forgot to take back when they split ways. Something tells him this is not like that time.</p><p>Eddie splutters for a moment, clearly not expecting the question, waving his hand through the air before letting it fall limply back to his side. Sinking his teeth into his lower lip, he finally raises his shoulders in some kind of shrug, then murmurs, “It’s New Years Eve.”</p><p>Which isn’t really an explanation, only serving to make Richie even more confused. “So?”</p><p>“Why are <i>you</i> at <i>my</i> house?” Eddie counters, a half-assed attempt at changing the subject, his already cold-bitten cheeks turning a little bit redder with the slightest hint of a blush.</p><p>Richie can’t help but let out a little laugh. “I’m always at your house,” he points out simply, leaning back against the wall and curling his knees up to his chest, soaking up the heat from Eddie’s comforter. “Gonna have to do better than that, Eddie my love.”</p><p>And Eddie doesn’t really deflate, but he does lose all of his tension with a simple gust of air, muscles relaxing as he releases a slow exhale, gaze flickering over Richie’s features quickly, almost anxiously. “It’s New Years Eve,” he says again, this time a little bit softer, a little more meek. “I just… I don’t know. I thought, maybe… it’s dumb. It’s <i>really</i> dumb, actually.”</p><p>“Hey,” Richie says, trying to keep his tone light and warm. He pulls the blankets off of him, clambers to his feet, glances briefly down at the alarm clock to see there’s still a few minutes until midnight, and crosses the room to stand a few feet away from Eddie, who is watching him warily, uncertainly. Offering a wide, toothy grin, Richie raises a hand, reaches forward, and runs a hand through the somewhat damp hair hanging on Eddie’s forehead. “Snow,” he explains when Eddie blinks, lurching back in mild shock. “You’ve got snowflakes all over you. Looks pretty cool, not gonna lie, but you might get sick and then I won’t be able to see you for a month because your mom will pull a full freakout and lock you in a hospital or some crazy shit like that.”</p><p>“Oh,” Eddie murmurs, brows twitching together, eyes still reflecting uncertainty. “Um. Thanks.”</p><p>And Richie grins wider, trails his hand down to continue swiping away any remnants of snow that he can find — brushing it off of Eddie’s shoulders, thumbing at the moisture left behind on Eddie’s cheeks. “No thanks necessary,” he assures simply, shrugging a shoulder half heartedly. “Now stop beating around the bush and tell me what you’re scared to tell me.”</p><p>Averting his gaze, Eddie shuffles back, putting some space between them and crossing his arms over his chest, almost defensively. “It’s nothing,” he mumbles. “It’s stupid. I don’t know why I thought it was a good idea, ‘cause it’s not, so just- just forget it, okay?”</p><p>Immediately, Richie shakes his head, saying, “Whatever it is, I’m not gonna think it’s stupid. And it was clearly important enough to go to my house in the middle of a blizzard.” Fingers twitching, wanting to offer some kind of comforting touch but unsure if Eddie would want that right now, Richie tells him, “You don’t have to tell me, obviously. But you don’t have to be scared to talk to me. You know that, right?”</p><p>“Yeah, I know,” Eddie replies, but it’s spoken quietly, his eyes contemplative, gaze flickering between the clock and Richie. He lets out a shaky breath, shakes his hands out at his sides, and says, “I wanted to… at midnight, you know? The New Years Eve tradition thing, which I still don’t really understand, but I thought…” He trails off, sucks his lower lip into his mouth and slides his eyes up to the ceiling nervously, then releases his lower lip to rush out, “You’ve been giving me a kiss on the cheek at midnight since we were twelve and I just wanted to see if you might be okay with actually kissing at midnight because I’ve been thinking about it for years and I think you might want the same thing I do but I wasn’t sure and I just thought that—“</p><p>“Okay.”</p><p>Eddie stops, gaze snapping to Richie in shock. “What?”</p><p>“Okay,” Richie repeats, trying not to show how his hands are now shaking by his sides, bobbing his head in a nod. “I want- I mean, I’m… yeah. Yeah. I’d like that.”</p><p>“Are you sure?” Eddie asks, clearly bewildered. “You were gushing about that girl in our math class last week, why would you- I mean, I thought you might- might like me, I guess, but not enough to- to do this, you know?”</p><p>Richie lets out an almost shrill sounding laugh, eyes dancing with amusement and fondness. “Are you kidding me? Eds, I’m pretty sure I’m in love with you, and I’m pretty sure I have been since we were thirteen. Just because I pointed out a cute girl doesn’t mean I’m not completely gone for you. You’re kind of it for me. Like… forever, I think. Probably. Definitely.”</p><p>Looking speechless, Eddie merely nods, lips parting around words he can’t force out. He looks at the clock, sees that midnight is only a minute away, and nods again. “So, does that mean- I mean, can I- can we—?”</p><p>“If we aren’t kissing in the next ten seconds, I might actually sue you,” Richie tells him simply.</p><p>Eddie grins, not needing to be told twice, and twists his fingers into the material of Richie’s sweatshirt to tug him in, their mouths slotting together just as the clock turns to 12:00.</p>
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<p>Hellllooo this is for this prompt<b> ‘</b>Friends can totally watch porn together and nothing can happen&hellip; no they can&rsquo;t&rsquo; I got it a few times so, enjoy!</p><p>NSFW (obvs?)</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/39389284">Read here on AO3</a></b></p><p><b></b></p><p>Eddie shifted uncomfortably, unsure how he ended up in this position. He was on Richie’s bed in his dorm, a laptop sitting between them. The laptop was playing a porno, still in the beginning stages with the two men making out, shirts discarded. </p><p>	So far, Eddie had spent most of the time trying not to look like he was watching Richie, to gauge his reactions to the acts happening on screen. Every time he glanced over Richie was watching the laptop, lips parted and seeming, as far as Eddie could tell, very into it. Both had their legs under a blanket so Eddie couldn’t see Richie’s hands, he didn’t know if he was touching himself. </p><p>	At that thought Eddie’s cock gave a small twitch. He was torn between willing himself not to get hard and worrying that it would be weird if he didn’t. The movie on the laptop was fine but thinking about Richie’s hand stroking himself, that make Eddie gasp and subtly press a palm to his crotch.</p><!-- more --><p><b><br/></b></p><p>When Richie had said that he was going to watch porn after lunch Eddie assumed he was joking- all of them did. Richie had, in typical Richie fashion, invited all of them to join him, but Eddie was the only one dumb enough to follow him. His afternoon class had been cancelled and he didn’t want to spend it in his dorm alone. So he had gone with Richie back to his dorm, which was empty, Richie’s roommate was gone on a football trip. Richie had pulled up his laptop and the image of two men talking and flirting had filled the screen. Eddie must have looked shocked because Richie had commented that they were friends, friends could totally watch porn together. </p><p>	‘Sure,’ Eddie had thought. ‘This can’t end badly.’ But he hadn’t left because he was worried that would be even more weird- and that Richie might read into if it he left then, might finally catch on that Eddie didn’t think of Richie as just a friend. </p><p>	His indecision meant that now Eddie was stuck here, in his own personal ninth circle of hell where he was watching porn with his crush. He didn’t know if he could handle it if Richie started to move his hand under that blanket or if Richie started making noises like the men on screen. At least Eddie could pretend that any reactions he had were due to the movie. It gave him a good cover. </p><p>	“Isn’t it weird how loud the kisses always are?” Richie asked, pointing to the screen. It was the first time either had spoken since it started. </p><p>	“Yea,” Eddie said, nodding. One man was kissing the other’s chest, noisily smacking his lips against it. </p><p>	“They also have like, a set list of moves. They start with making out, then the shirts come off, then it’s chest kisses as they work down then it’s-” Richie snapped his fingers as the pants came off. “Blowjobs.” </p><p>	Eddie smiled, laughing slightly at Richie. “You must watch a lot of porn.”</p><p>	Richie shrugged. “You’ve seen one you’ve seen them all. It’s all pretty patterned- until you get into the weird shit. They never think about other moves.” </p><p>	“Like what?” Eddie would rather talk about porn than watch it. It seemed safer. </p><p>	“Neck kisses, maybe some sweet whispers, nipple play.” </p><p>	Wrong, it wasn&rsquo;t safer. He swallowed, trying not to think about any of those things happening with Richie. “It’s porn Richie, it’s not supposed to be sensual.” </p><p>	“But it’d be so much better if it was. Think about it.” Richie reached over, his fingers brushing Eddie’s neck. “Kisses here.” He pressed a finger into Eddie’s pulse point. “Maybe a mark here. Wouldn&rsquo;t that be better?”</p><p>	Eddie prayed that Richie couldn’t feel how his heart rate jumped. </p><p>	He forced his voice to stay even. “I guess.” </p><p>	“No sense of romance Eds.” Richie said, letting his fingers drop and turning back to the laptop. Eddie wanted to say something but he didn’t know how to react to that. Richie touched him all the time, Eddie was used to it. But having Richie touch him now, while two men moaned on screen, it was much harder to control his reactions. </p><p>	Eddie started watching the movie again but before long Richie was making another comment. “That blowjob looks terrible. Look, he’s doing the same thing over and over- no licks, no ball action. What’s the point?”</p><p>	“Because you’re a fucking expert?” Eddie muttered, even though he agreed. It looked like a boring blowjob, no matter how many times the other man swore and grunted. </p><p>	Richie turned and smirked. “I’ve never had any complaints.” He pointed at the screen. “Look, he could be fondling the balls. Or sucking on them. Come on. Or-” He grabbed Eddie’s hand. “If this was your dick.” Richie wrapped his mouth around Eddie’s finger and started bobbing his head. “Not so good, right?” He asked. Eddie could only swallow and nod. “But this,” now he wrapped his lips again, slowly moving along Eddie’s finger, his tongue flicking out and wetting the webbing between his fingers. Richie maintained eye contact as he moved, letting out a few moans as he moved. He was really getting into it and Eddie felt himself reacting until Richie used his other hand to tickle Eddie’s palm.</p><p>	“What the fuck?” Eddie asked, quickly pulling his hand back and wiping it on the blanket.</p><p>	“That’s your balls.” Richie said, making the tickling motion again. “Ball action Eds, ball action.” </p><p>	“Whatever Richie.” Eddie said, adjusting his hips to hide how affected he was. Richie was quiet for a bit after that, both watching the men strip the rest of their clothes. </p><p>	Soon they were naked and one was riding the other, the first’s dick disappearing in and out of his hole. “They never show the prep.” Richie said nonchalantly, “I want a good rim job in my porn.”</p><p>	“Do you watch these just to complain?” Eddie finally asked, mostly so he didn’t have to hear Richie describe a rim job. He wasn’t sure he could handle it. He was hard now and couldn’t do anything about it besides shift and press his palm to growing erection. He didn’t know how Richie wasn’t similarly affected. </p><p>	“I watch them for tips. I’ve picked up lots of good tips from porn. Just not this one. The ones that don’t follow the same boring pattern.” </p><p>	Eddie didn’t want to ask the next thing but the words were out of his mouth before he could consider them. “Such as?”</p><p>	Richie smirked like he had been waiting for Eddie to ask just that. “Lots of things. Like that fucking against a wall is harder than it looks. Or that delivery boys are always ready to get laid.”</p><p>	“Ha ha,” Eddie said sarcastically. “So you haven’t learned anything.” </p><p>	“I have!” Richie suddenly moved closer to Eddie. “I learned how sensitive different parts are. Like here,” He pressed his finger against Eddie’s pulse point. “Or here,” he ran a finger along Eddie’s Adam’s apple. “Or here.” He moved his hand down and under Eddie’s stomach, making him inhale sharply. Richie grinned. “See? Sensitive.” His fingers lingered and Eddie was divided between desperately hoping he didn’t move them down to feel his erection and desperately hoping he did. </p><p>	But before he could consider which was better Richie withdrew his hand, still sitting close to Eddie, his attention back on the movie. Eddie wanted to ask what other tricks Richie had learned but couldn’t bring himself to. Especially as Richie’s hand slipped back under the blanket and Eddie could see the tent in it where his erection was bulging. Richie’s hand started moving, making the blanket move slightly. Eddie thought he was going to die. His own erection was painfully straining against his jeans and he couldn’t stop staring as Richie bit his bottom lip, his hand speeding up. He couldn’t get over how quickly Richie shifted from teasing Eddie to getting himself off, or how good Richie looked like this, biting his bottom lip, his eyes slightly darker. </p><p>	After a minute Richie notice him staring. “You know Eds, the point of this is to get off you really shouldn’t be so fucking jud-”</p><p>	Eddie cut Richie off by kissing him, stupidly and recklessly. Richie was surprised but quickly his free hand snaked around Eddie’s neck, pulling him near. Eddie practically leapt on Richie, pushing him down so Eddie could lie on top of him, legs on either side of Richie’s hips. Amazingly, Richie managed to move the laptop off the bed as he fell, never breaking the kiss. Eddie ground into Richie, moaning as their erections pressed together. </p><p>	Richie’s hands found Eddie’s ass, squeezing and kneading it. Eddie was thrusting against Richie, seeking any friction he could. He broke the kiss so he could begin to leave deep, bruising kisses on Richie&rsquo;s neck and exposed collarbone, Richie’s hips bucking up as Eddie sucked. He wanted to kiss and touch every part of Richie, especially as Richie started to moan and praise Eddie, encouraging him to continue, to mark him. </p><p>	“Less clothes.” Eddie told him, trying to pull Richie’s shirt down to reach more of him. Eddie sat up as Richie scrambled out of his shirt and Eddie tugged off his own as well. They laid back down, Eddie enjoying how his skin felt against Richie’s as he shifted down, stopping at each of Richie’s nipples to suck and tease them. Richie was talking the whole time, telling him not to stop, how good his lips and hands felt. Richie’s hands snaked under Eddie’s pants, grabbing his ass and squeezing. As Eddie worked they snaked around his hips, slipping to the front of Eddie and reaching down. He gasped as Richie grabbed him, his hand so different than Eddie’s own. </p><p>	“Eds,” Richie spoke and Eddie looked up at him. His eyes were dark and lips bruised. He was wrecked. Eddie was sure he didn’t look much different. “I want to blow you.” Richie punctuated the words with a gentle squeeze. </p><p>	Eddie nodded, the two flipping so Eddie was on his back and Richie loomed over him. Richie bent down to kiss Eddie again, softer than before, as his free hand roamed Eddie’s chest, eventually working down to his pants and unbuttoning them. Richie was surprisingly good at doing it one handed, his other hands still moving lazily over Eddie’s erection and Eddie spared a thought for how much action this bed had seen. The thought pressed in his mind and he was close to telling Richie to stop before they made a mistake, but then Eddie’s pants were off and Richie was mouthing at him over his boxers, a wet spot appearing as he did.</p><p>	“Fuck! Richie!” Eddie cried, jerking his hips up as Richie left kitten licks on the head of his erection.</p><p> Richie pulled down his boxers, throwing them with the rest of their clothes and stared at Eddie, long enough that Eddie shifted uncomfortably. “You’re so beautiful Eds,” Richie said, looking up at him. Eddie thought he wanted to say more but his mouth was occupied when he deepthroated Eddie. Eddie moaned, jerking up and choking Richie.</p><p>“Shit, I’m sorry. I just didn’t-” But Richie was waving him off, already starting to bob his head. Eddie’s hands found his hair, holding onto it to keep himself grounded. Richie’s mouth was perfect, moving at the right speed to keep Eddie close to the edge. One of Richie’s hands was fondling his balls, playing with them in a way that was almost too much. Eddie let his head fall back on the bed, lost in the sensation. He was a shaking mess, especially as Richie pulled off, his tongue just circling Eddie’s head, licking his slit. </p><p>“Richie, don’t- I’m close.” He warned. Richie’s other hand was on Eddie’s stomach, marking the rapid rise and fall of his breaths. He meant it to tell Richie to move but instead Richie deepthroated him again, humming as he did. Eddie felt his orgasm rip through him, blinding white light as his hips bucked again. He knew he tugged Richie’s hair painfully as he came but couldn’t stop himself. </p><p>“I- fuck-” Eddie said as his whole body relaxed, sinking into the mattresses. Richie pulled off him, looking satisfied and got himself a drink of water, gargling and swallowing before returning to the bed. </p><p>“Told you I was the master.” Richie said, pressing a kiss to Eddie’s shoulder. </p><p>Eddie swatted him playfully, pulling Richie closer and kissing him in lieu of saying anything. He felt Richie’s erection bump his leg and looked at him. “Need some help with that?” He asked, palming it. Richie closed his eyes and keened into Eddie’s hand, nodding. </p><p>“Take your pants off then.”</p><p>“You’re hot when you’re bossy.” Richie said, scrambling to comply. He stripped down them looked at Eddie, “Now what?” </p><p>“Fuck my mouth.” Eddie said, willing himself not to turn bright right. </p><p>Richie’s mouth dropped open and Eddie was worried he was going to have to repeat it but instead Richie asked, “You sure?”  Eddie nodded and Richie crawled up, swinging a leg over Eddie’s head and looking down. “If it’s too much just tap my leg, okay?” Eddie nodded again and Richie lowered himself into Eddie’s open mouth. </p><p>He knew it wouldn’t be too much, just looking up at Richie like this made him groan. Richie was gripping the headboard, his eyes closed as his hips started to move. “Eds, god, your mouth feels so good. So wet and ready. Fuck, do you like that? Like having me in your mouth?” </p><p>Eddie could only whine in response as Richie’s hips moved faster. Eddie could tell he was holding back, not slamming into Eddie but instead making quick, shallow movements. Eddie put his hands on Richie’s ass, urging him to go faster.</p><p>“Are you sure?” Richie asked, looking down at him. Eddie nodded and the other man grinned. “You look so fucking good like that, I could cum just from this.” Richie’s hips started to move faster, plunging deeper into Eddie’s mouth. It was almost too much, he could feel Richie hitting the back of his throat but he liked it. He ran his hands over the backs of Richie’s thighs, feeling how taut the muscles were. </p><p>“Oh Eds, yes, god, baby.” The pet name slipped out and Eddie was sure Richie didn’t realize it but Eddie loved it. He hummed at it, which made Richie thrust even faster. “Fuck, I’m gonna-” Richie jerked back, sitting on Eddie’s chest, jerking himself off as he came, crying out as he painted Eddie’s chest with cum. </p><p>“Shit.” Richie looked down at Eddie fondly then stood, returning with a napkin and water. He cleaned Eddie up, gently wiping the white liquid off him then handing Eddie the water, letting him take a drink before kissing him again.</p><p>As Eddie debated about asking if he should leave Richie threw the napkin away and crawled back into the bed, pulling Eddie close. “Told you I was good at that.” He said, tilting Eddie’s head to kiss him. </p><p>Eddie nodded, humming into the kiss. It was tender, sweet, especially given what they just did. </p><p>“That was way better than porn.” Richie said as he moved back, a hand trailing over Eddie’s shoulder. </p><p>“Are we- what are we now?” Eddie asked before he could stop himself. He knew he could probably wait until the post orgasm glow wore off but Eddie was never good at waiting, especially not when it came to Richie. </p><p>“What do you want to be Eds?” Eddie shrugged, not wanting to be the one to admit what he wanted and Richie laughed, running a finger playfully over his cheek. “We can be friends again, or fuck buddies, or-” He stopped, watching Eddie’s reactions. </p><p>“Or?” Eddie prompted.</p><p>“Or whatever.” He said with a shrug. It seemed that Richie wasn’t sure that he wanted to say it either. </p><p>“Or whatever sounds okay to me.” He offered cautiously. </p><p>Richie’s face broke into a grin and he cuddled closer to Eddie. “Me too Eds, me too.” </p><p>Tag List: 
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<p>It doesn’t just start. It builds.</p><p>Stan is hard to fall in love with. He’s particular. He’s bossy. He has a strange sense of humor, and sometimes he sounds happy when he’s sad and sad when he’s happy. He can’t stand for his pants to be creased, and if he spots a stain on his shirt he’ll stare at it all day. He’s scary smart, quick-witted. His tongue is sharp and his patience is short, and for being the most intelligent person Ben knows, sometimes he’s really clueless.</p><p>Because somehow, somehow, somehow, Ben has fallen in love with him. And Stan hasn’t even had the audacity to notice.</p><p>In Stan’s defense, it’s not like Ben has made it obvious. It’s not like he’s following at Stan’s heels, holding his textbooks for him, staring at him like he hung the moon. In fact, Ben tries not to look at Stan too much at all. It’s too distracting. He doesn’t know what happened, and he doesn’t know why, but sometimes Stan’s hair falls in his face and Ben’s fingers wish so desperately to push it back that they ache.</p><p>Ben’s been aching a lot, lately. Mostly his heart. And yeah, maybe that’s melodramatic. Maybe he’s just being artsy and sensitive. Maybe he needs to jot his feelings on the back of a postcard, shove it in Stan’s bag, wait for him to figure it out. It worked last time, didn’t it? Might have taken awhile, but at least Bev <i>knows</i> how he feels about her. Stan doesn’t have a clue.</p><p> Bev, for her part, thinks the whole thing is hilarious. “Are you going to fall in love with all of us?” she teases, her head in his lap, smile bright and amused. </p><p>Ben wants to tell her that yeah, he probably will. Probably already has, if he’s honest. But he doesn’t know how to explain that his heart is much too big and much too full and there’s a special place there for each of them, for Bill’s glass-ice eyes and Richie’s twisted teeth, for Mike’s dark stubble and Eddie’s wheezing laugh. For her freckles. For the often-serious slant of Stan’s mouth. Ben is a little bit in love with all of them, but there’s no way to explain that with his limited teenage vocabulary, so he lets her think it’s just a crush. Lets her think it isn’t serious. Lets her think it will go away.</p><p>It doesn’t go away.</p><p>And two years later, they’re about to graduate. Ben’s got it marked on his calendar and everything, circled three times in bold red marker. Just a month and a half, then sweet summer. Then… well. Ben doesn’t like to think too far past that.</p><p>Stan’s leaving, though, whether he thinks about it or not. They all are, in some way. Off to college. Off to real life – as if it gets realer than this. As if there could possibly be anything more visceral and raw and <i>real</i> than the Lucky Seven, than the humming invisible thread that connects them so closely, but has never been tested against time and distance before. Ben doesn’t like to think it will snap, but it might. And he knows, he just <i>knows</i>, that if the thread breaks for anyone, it’s going to be for Stan.</p><p>If Stan leaves Derry, Ben is sure he’s never going to see him again.</p><p>So yeah. He doesn’t like to think about it.</p><p>They hang out, both with the Losers and alone. Of course they do. Stan is one of his very best friends in the entire world. He likes spending time with Stan. Not even in a romantic way. He likes sitting at the library, doing homework together, their feet accidentally knocking when they shift. He likes following Stan through the woods, listening to him breathlessly name the birds that flutter from treetop to treetop above their heads. He likes watching tv together in his living room, or listening to records in Stan’s. He likes Stan. As a friend. As a person.</p><p>But that isn’t to say that he likes everything about Stan. He’s not some mindless idiot blinded by love. He knows that sometimes Stan says things he doesn’t mean, and he can be downright vicious when he’s hungry. He knows Stan is sorta selfish sometimes, like when he takes the last soda out of the fridge without asking if Ben wants it. He knows Stan isn’t very empathetic, doesn’t realize when he’s hurting someone’s feelings until it’s too late.</p><p>Ben knows that last one especially well, because Stan has been talking about the lack of potential romantic partners in Derry for the last half-hour. And Ben knows he’s not hiding his feelings very well, because he practically flinches every time Stan brings up a potential candidate. But Stan doesn’t notice. Because he doesn’t care. Or because he’s an asshole. Or because he’s just really, really, really oblivious.</p><p>“I just want someone to be with,” Stan sighs. He’s not looking at Ben, which might explain it, because Ben knows his thoughts have got to be written all over his face. <i>Me. Be with me</i>.</p><p>But he’s gotten it together by the time Stan glances over, and he nods sympathetically instead. “Yeah. I get that.”</p><p>Stan makes a sound that almost sounds like a snort, except it’s more delicate than that and somehow more offensive. “You have Bev,” he points out.</p><p>Ben very nearly rolls his eyes. He’s getting sick of explaining this. “Bev is my platonic life partner,” he says, and then pauses, because well. Not entirely platonic. He lost his virginity to Beverly, and they still sometimes make out in the quiet sticky early-morning hours when she sneaks into his bedroom, but. His relationship with Bev is unquantifiable. Indescribable. Sort of like his relationship with all the Losers. There’s no good way to explain that he feels a connection to each and every one of them that transcends friendship, and so he shakes his head. “No one has Bev,” he says instead. “Bev is un-have-able.”</p><p>Stan looks like he wants to argue, then tilts his head, conceding the point. “Still. You have <i>someone</i>. If you wanted company in the middle of the night, you could call her.”</p><p>“I could call any of you,” Ben points out, hoping in a big way that Stan won’t tell him otherwise.</p><p>Stan hums. “Well. That’s true.” He says it reluctantly, like maybe he doesn’t believe it. Or maybe he just doesn’t like admitting defeat. Then he laughs, one of his strange humorless laughs. “In that case, maybe I should date one of the Losers, then.”</p><p>Ben’s heart throbs painfully.</p><p>“Maybe,” he says, but his voice sounds kind of faint.</p><p>“Who should it be?” Stan’s grinning, laying on his stomach across Ben’s living room couch. Ben is on the floor near his knees, looking up at him, his stomach dropping somewhere below the basement. “Can’t be Richie. I’d kill him.”</p><p>Ben makes a soft, agreeing noise, but doesn’t offer any other input. He doesn’t know what to say. <i>You could date me</i>! he wants to say, but won’t.</p><p>Stan rolls onto his side, facing Ben, propping his head up with his hand. “Maybe Bill,” Stan says, his voice taking on a considering tone. “Or Mike.”</p><p>He doesn’t offer explanation, and Ben doesn’t really want it. All he knows is Stan hasn’t said <i>or you</i>, and his entire body feels heavy and hurt as fuck.</p><p>But he’s a glutton for punishment, so he opens his mouth and hears himself say, without permission, “Why them?”</p><p>Stan looks at him for a moment. His face is impassive, but he looks like that a lot when he’s thinking. It’s why people think he’s cold, even though he’s one of the warmest people Ben has ever met.</p><p>“They’d be good to me,” Stan finally decides. He’s talking slow, like he’s measuring the words. “They’re my friends. They’d want me to be happy.”</p><p><i>I’m your friend</i>, Ben thinks, with such intensity he’s surprised at himself. <i>I would be good to you</i>.</p><p>Stan smiles, then. It’s playful and pretty, and Jesus Christ, Ben is going to combust. “Maybe I should just steal Bev from you,” he teases.</p><p>Ben has every intention of reminding Stan that Bev cannot be stolen from him, because Bev is not really his in the first place.</p><p>What comes out instead is, “Or maybe you should steal me from Bev.”</p><p>Stan blinks. He’s a fast-thinker, which means it can’t be more than a couple of seconds before his surprise melts into thoughtful comprehension, but it feels like a whole entire eternity to Ben. He’s just about to jump up and run out of his own house when Stan tilts his head very slowly to the right.</p><p>Ben’s entire body seizes up. He knows that expression. He’s watched Stan in quiet moments like these for years now. Stan could have tilted his head to the left. He does that sometimes, when he’s puzzling over a math problem, or trying to figure out how to tell Richie off in a way that won’t end with him as the target of a prank.</p><p>But no. He tilted to the right. The way he did when they watched Madonna music videos as kids. The way he did when the girl from their English class touched his wrist and asked to borrow a pen. The way he does when a cute boy holds the door for him, or when someone puts their hand on the small of his back in the crush of the first-bell crowd.</p><p>That’s… that’s interest. Stan is interested.</p><p>Ben has seen that look more than a few times. It has never once been directed at him. His hands are already shaking.</p><p>“I…” he says, mouth working without thought. “I, uh…”</p><p>Slowly, without breaking eye contact, Stan sits up. His legs are hanging off the couch now, so close they’re brushing Ben’s arm. If he wasn’t already trembling, that would probably do it, because he’s ridiculous and dramatic and so touch-starved for Stan it’s not even funny.</p><p>“Do you want me to steal you away from Bev?” Stan asks. His voice is very even. Kind of low. Quiet. <i>Intimate</i>, Ben’s brain supplies, and he shivers just a little.</p><p>But no. No, that’s not what Ben wants. He doesn’t want to do this, to drive this weird wedge between them, to imply that by giving any of himself to Stan, he’s betraying Beverly.</p><p>So he shakes his head.</p><p>The incline of Stan’s head starts to tilt left. Ben is going to lose his chance. He’s going to lose this brief spark of interest, going to push Stan away, going to be left with nothing but the memory of the way Stan looked at him for those slow few seconds.</p><p>He can’t let that happen. Not now. Not after all this time.</p><p>He takes a breath. Then another. Then another, and then he reaches out and puts his hand on Stan’s knee. Stan’s wearing pants, pressed to perfection as always, but Ben can still feel the heat of his skin even through them.</p><p>“I want you to want me,” he says. It’s not actually as hard to say as he thought it would be. “I don’t want you to want me because I’m Bev’s, or because I’m a challenge, or because you’re lonely. I want you to want <i>me</i>.” He drops his eyes, then forces himself to look up again. If he’s going to be rejected, he’s not going to be a punk about it. “I want you to want me,” he says, again, his voice trembling just a little, “the way that I want you.”</p><p>Stan’s cheek dimples a little when he smiles. His eyes are bright, shining hazel under the overhead light. His hand covers Ben’s, pinning it there on his knee, and his palm is warm and grounding. “You want me,” he says. It’s not a question, but Ben nods helplessly. Stan inhales slowly, then gives a tiny shuddering sigh, dream-like. “Thank God,” he says. “I was starting to think it was all in my head.”</p><p><i>Wait, what? </i>Ben wants to say, but there’s no time, because Stan is kissing him.</p><p>Stan is kissing him.</p><p>Stan is <i>kissing</i> him.</p><p>Something shudders hard in Ben’s chest and his hand flexes on Stan’s knee. He’s caught by surprise, but there is not a moment of hesitation. He kisses Stan back like he was meant to, like this was where he was always supposed to end up, their lips locked in the middle of his living room in broad daylight on a Thursday afternoon.</p><p>Ben feels that tiny, tight thread, the one that thrums under the surface of his skin, the one connected to all of the Losers, the Lucky Seven, his best friends, his soulmates. Stan’s mouth pulls away from his with a tiny wet noise, but the thread tightens and they’re drawn helplessly back together. It feels strong as steel now. Impenetrable. Unbreakable.</p><p>Ben’s heart is pounding in his chest, hard and fervent. He reaches up, cups the side of Stan’s neck with his hand, holds him steady. He can feel Stan’s throbbing pulse beneath his palm. It beats the same wild rhythm as Ben’s own.</p>
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<p>HI THIS IS ANOTHER LONG LIST BECAUSE I HAVE NO SELF CONTROL. I put ratings for the E &amp; M rated fics.</p><p>Again, follow these folks and leave comments. I don’t care how old the fic is authors are anxious and need comments to survive. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16521116">Halloween is for losers </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbLeP11P6Y_ibO2DNs1Wx1Q">@coffeekaspbrak</a> Eddie and Richie are drifting apart in college but they always spend Halloween together. Richie is intent on keeping the tradition alive.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16430366">Handwritten Confession </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> Richie leaves a weird message in Eddie’s year book. Eddie is not going to let it go. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12512624">I will come back to life (but only for you)</a>  by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZZAknxu6kxT2SrVMp_Fejg">@naxzella</a>  a 4 &amp; 1 fic (which I LOVE) about Eddie being delicate (or not). Rated M</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12192273">You trip me up</a> by @oneangryshot 

eddie is a mess, richie makes a mixtape, stan is a real angel here on earth

</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12751329">The view from under the glass </a>(I don’t think they have a tumblr?) Eddie isn’t delicate, sometimes Eddie needs a reminder. Rated M </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12643977">I’ll hold you in a cold place</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myhDDqTkCdFnx3fYsRE_-Ag">@tossertozier</a>

Eddie and Richie havent seen eachother in years until they randomly meet again. Rated E</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14487909">Drastic Times call for Drastic Measures</a>  

(I don’t think they have a tumblr?)  ok this is technically poly losers but it’s only Eddie and Richie getting it on. So. Basically Eddie is hella horny and can’t wait. Rated E  </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16360205">All up in the knitty gritty</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRjz3SBnY27vzv0w58YUVCw">@hcckstetter</a> Richie knits for all the losers but this one might mean a little more… </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16269089">Eds</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/md95RrAKLRvk4Ztmh082akA">@kaspbrak-eddie</a> Richie talks in his sleep, Eddie overhears. Rated E</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15701340">Oil &amp; Water </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a>  I’m not giving away the plot here. The summary is 

Sometimes a happily-ever-after isn’t the end of a story. Rated E. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15874656">7 minutes</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mJ9gOjMmzHGsuhcfGqfK0IQ">@hannahberrie</a> its 7 minutes in heaven but damn, I love this little fic. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15466740">The one where Eddie gets drunk and cries </a>  by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEAgbzmqsjJi89Q-VPuZPIg">@nasally-voice</a> Eddie is an idiot and he loves Richie enough to go to a party </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15591033">I might be dreaming (I might be dead)</a> @allahlav OOF. Everyone needs to read this. I mean, read it. Now. Its a soulmate AU but it’s so much more. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12374379">I was out of town (so I came to your window) </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a> Richie sneaks Eddie out on halloween </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12882936">Eight More Minutes </a> (I don’t think they have a tumblr?)


Eddie is receiving anonymous love letters. Guess who they’re from. </p>
Tags: reddie, one shot, fic recs, if I missed anyone's tumblr lmk, Anonymous
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I love your account 😍🥰🥰
<p>Awww!!! Thank you! It’s a mess but it’s my mess &lt;3 </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="stardom:wphPpMxa8C3zeAQVvle0Qg:Zyjb_c2YCGpZj"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/5a5a07b62c94e90b9fee7fcd927c9262/tumblr_p952l5hfcY1wz0m40o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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au where richie is a sign language interpreter   or  au where eddie is a boxer
<p>Aw I love both of these! I went with the first one because we need more sign language AUsin the world. <br/></p><ul><li>Growing up, Richie was told he talked too fast and too much. He was constantly told to slow down and enunciate. <br/></li><li>So what does our boy do once he gets to college? He learns sign language. Bev convinced him to give it a try, saying it’ll make him think more about his word choices. <br/></li><li> And it does, sorta. At first, it forces him to slow down because he has to work to remember the word (or to finger spell it, that takes forever.) <br/></li><li>But once he gets it, damn, now he’s as quick with his fingers as he is with his mouth.</li><li>(yes he makes all the sexual innuendos about that that he can. Believe me). <br/></li><li>Fast forward a few years. Richie loves sign language, loves how it lets him communicate with more people (all the dirty gestures are a bonus). <br/></li><li>He starts working as an interpreter, going wherever people need him. <br/></li><li>One place is a local theatre, where he signs what the actors on stage are saying. <br/></li><li>One day he’s called in to work and finds that the person he’s signing for is a cute guy, around his age. <br/></li><li>(cute?? okay this guy is a literal angel. Richie tries and fails not to stare)</li><li>The play starts and Richie is signing, standing off to the side so the guy can still see the play. <br/></li><li>But it’s Richie and he can’t help but add commentary. Maybe he’s trying to impress the guy a little. <br/></li><li>And his heart soars whenever the man giggles at his jokes. <br/></li><li>People keep glancing at them, trying to figure out what’s so funny but Richie ignores them, he just wants to see that smile again. <br/></li><li>At intermission the guys stands and signs his name (Eddie) and asks how much of that was actually in the play. <br/></li><li>Richie admits not much, a little worried that Eddie will be upset. <br/></li><li>But he’s not, he just smiles again and asks Richie how he got this job. <br/></li><li>Richie explains and they talk through the intermission. He finds out that Eddie has been deaf since birth and that he’s a master of lip reading but also that Eddie is funny and snarky. <br/></li><li>Oof, our boy is smitten. <br/></li><li>The play starts again and Richie notices that now Eddie’s attention is 100% on him, not the play. <br/></li><li>And god, he can’t stop staring at this cherub in front of him. <br/></li><li>The play ends and Richie can’t stand the idea of never seeing Eddie again so he asks, as the actors take their bows, if he can take Eddie out sometime. <br/></li><li>Eddie grins and signs back, ‘Thought you’d never ask.’ <br/></li></ul><p><i>Send me an AU and I’ll write some HC</i><br/></p>
Tags: whoop this got long, I am long winded, but I love the idea of Richie adding all his own commentary to plays, and no one else gets it, reddie, HC
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I tried looking up liliemm, but it didn&rsquo;t show up. Could you put a link possibly?
<p data-npf="{&quot;type&quot;:&quot;link&quot;,&quot;url&quot;:&quot;https://lili-back-from-the-dead.tumblr.com/?og=1&quot;,&quot;display_url&quot;:&quot;https://lili-back-from-the-dead.tumblr.com/?og=1&quot;,&quot;title&quot;:&quot;Liliemm 2.0&quot;,&quot;description&quot;:&quot;Yeah it's Lili (liliemm), this is a temporary blog&quot;,&quot;site_name&quot;:&quot;lili-back-from-the-dead.tumblr.com&quot;,&quot;poster&quot;:[{&quot;url&quot;:&quot;https://66.media.tumblr.com/8e182839dd1688cd716e046c05f3f62d/tumblr_piwtgsrEPV1ubeu96_540.jpg&quot;,&quot;type&quot;:&quot;image/jpeg&quot;,&quot;width&quot;:128,&quot;height&quot;:128}]}" class="npf_link"><a href="https://lili-back-from-the-dead.tumblr.com/?og=1">Liliemm 2.0</a></p><p>HERE WE GO! I actually had to fuckin find her on safari because the app won’t let me.. nor did it tell me she followed me. </p>
Tags: bringliliback2018, the IT fandom doesn't even need haters to close it down, tumblr is doing it for us
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<p>Another little drabble^^ <br/></p><hr><p>“This movie is boring.”</p><p>Stan is leaning his head back against the couch, groaning exaggeratedly. He sticks his tongue out when Eddie flips popcorn at him, eyes still glued to the screen.</p><p>“Hush you. I have to watch boring movies with you all the time. Besides, this is the best part: She’ll finally find out who her real father is!” Eddie clutches the popcorn bowl tighter, pushing it to his chest. <br/></p><p>“Predictable,” Stan drawls, sprawled out next to him, their legs tangled. “It’s the bald dude. The one who’s been all mysterious around her.” He grabs a handful of popcorn, picking one at a time to push into his mouth. <br/></p><p>“You’re a spoilsport, Stan, you know that?” Eddie is snatching the popcorn out of Stan’s hand without looking away from the movie, a blonde girl busy holding a monologue about ‘figuring out all the clues’. Stan makes an affronted noise, holding his hand out of Eddie’s reach.</p><p>“You literally have the whole bowl in your lap!” Eddie only shrugs, but Stan can see him grinning. He moves his legs, kicking Eddie’s knee. Eddie grabs his legs, holding them still.<br/></p><p>“Anyway, I’m right, aren’t I?” Stan relaxes when Eddie starts rubbing his calf, careful not to let the bowl fall. He pops the rest of the popcorn from his hand into his mouth, wiping his hand on his jeans before resting it behind Eddie on the couch. <br/></p><p>Eddie sighs when Stan starts playing with the hair at his nape, pressing his thumb into Stan’s calf in answer. “Maybe,” he admits, sticking his tongue out at Stan’s smug smile.</p><p>“How could you even see that, you aren’t looking at me.” Stan tugs at Eddie’s hair, liking the way Eddie tilts his head towards him, cuddling closer. <br/></p><p>“It’s a gift,” Eddie mumbles, hand trailing up to clutch at Stan’s thigh. “No further conversations,” he decides, putting the popcorn bowl on the table to adjust Stan’s legs in his lap, hooking one arm under Stan’s knees to draw him closer. <br/></p><p>“I always have to be quiet during your prehistoric movies too.”</p><p>“There not prehistoric,” Stan argues, ignoring Eddie’s short laugh. “They’re <i>classics</i>.”</p><p>“They’re black and white,” Eddie shoots back, pinching Stan’s toe lightly. “That’s prehistoric.”</p><p>Stan snorts. “Hardly. Besides, we always end up making out during those movies anyway, so stop complaining.” Stan rests his head on Eddie’s shoulder, nearly folding in on himself in the process. He doesn’t mind though, subtly breathing in the scent of Edddie’s shirt.</p><p>Eddie hums. “I’m definitely not complaining about that.” For the first time, he turns to Stan, pressing a kiss into his hair. “I’d never complain about that.”</p><p>“So…” Stan looks up, tilting his head and fluttering his eyelashes. “Maybe we could…”</p><p>“Not a chance babe.” Eddie is back to watching the movie, smirking. “I don’t wanna miss anything.”</p><p>Stan groans. “You watched this movie like, 20 times already!” He plops his head down, pressing his forehead into Eddie’s shoulder. He feels Eddie shrugging them, careful not to startle Stan.</p><p>“Still.”</p><p>“Now <i>you</i> are being a spoilsport,” Stan mumbles, but he doesn’t complain when Eddie wraps an arm around his waist, only snuggles further into him. <br/></p><p>“I know. Later Baby, okay?” Eddie is leaning down, pushing his nose into Stan’s hair, voice low. “Later we can make out lots.”</p><p>“Nuh-uh, you missed your chance Kaspbrak.” Stan moves his head so he can rest his cheek on Eddie’s shoulder, crossing his arms in front of his chest. It probably doesn’t look as convincing as he would like it to do but he’s too cozy to actually untangle himself. “You’re not getting any of this anytime soon.”</p><p>Eddie chuckles. “You think so? Sad.” He doesn’t sound put out about it in the slightest though, hand around Stan’s waist only tightening, the other one rubbing Stan’s feet. <br/></p><p>Stan huffs. “It is. It’s a big loss for you.” His arm pushes at Eddie’s back until Eddie is leaning forward, allowing Stan to sneak his arm around his back. He moves the other across Eddie’s chest, hugging Eddie. “It’s a big loss for mankind to be honest.”</p><p>“I’m not arguing with that,” Eddie mumbles, more to himself. Then, he speaks up a bit: “You sure this is comfortable for you, Stanny?”</p><p>Stan only hums in agreement, eyes closing. He is too lazy to actually answer. <br/></p><p>“Really? I don’t want you to complain later. Like you always do.” Stan hears the smile in Eddie’s voice. He still slaps his chest half-heartedly.</p><p>“Love you too,” Eddie says and Stan hums again, content. <br/></p><p>He sleeps through the rest of the movie. <br/></p>
Tags: steddie, cuteeee, fic rec
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&ldquo;You&rsquo;re new and cute and I&rsquo;m gonna show you around just to get to know you&rdquo; AU
<ul><li>Eddie was so excited to switch away from UMaine. To get out of Maine finally, away from his mother’s smothering hold. He went as far as he could afford to and California was beautiful </li><li>And so were the people, he couldn’t help but notice now as he stared at an incredibly cute curly haired boy wandering out of the campus book store, looking utterly lost. </li><li>Maine Eddie wouldn’t be able to look at the cute boy for more than a second without his mind going into overdrive and forcing his eyes away. Bad, dirty thoughts. Ma said so. </li><li>But his Ma wasn’t here and this wasn’t Maine. He could look at the cute curly boy all he wanted, he could even talk to him if he so wanted. And hell , he wanted. </li><li>“Hey, you lost?”</li><li>Cute curly boy jumps and frowns. “No, I-“ He looks Eddie up and down. “Actually, yeah. Could you show me where the English building is?” </li><li>And this is why Eddie didn’t talk to cute boys. Because talking to a cute boy Eddie is a damn idiot who had no idea where the English building is, but was still saying “Yeah totally!” </li><li>The cute boy smiled at him. “Okay so… where is it?” </li><li>Eddie knew he was blushing. “Yeah it’s… You just have to go a little.. and uhm…” </li><li>The cute boy laughed. “You have no idea where it is, do you?”</li><li>“No, it’s like my second day, I don’t know where anything is.” Eddie blurted out, the cute boy only laughing more. </li><li>“Well, I guess it’s a good thing I’ve been going here for two years, and I can walk you class.”</li><li>Eddie blinked. “Why would you pretend to be lost?”</li><li>“You assumed I was lost, and I played along because a cute guy was going to give me directions.”</li><li>Eddie thought he might be able to die from blushing so hard. </li><li>“But now I can walk him to class, so it’s still a win. Name’s Tozier, Richie Tozier.”</li><li>“Eddie Kaspbrak.” </li></ul>
Tags: 
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oh no, im ready for this door to be opened. try me
<p>Ight knock knock I guess imma do stanlon bc those are my babes (nsfw below the cut)</p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/180578141819/oh-no-im-ready-for-this-door-to-be-opened-try-me" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<ul><li>Eddie is a detective in the 1930s. <br/></li><li>Black and white, smoky office, fedora, the whole shebang.<br/></li><li>One day a guy comes into his office, scary looking dude, and tells Eddie he’ll pay double Eddie’s normal rate if he finds this guy ASAP. <br/></li><li>Eddie doesn’t like the guy but he does like money so he agrees to take the case. </li><li>All Eddie has to go on is a grainy picture and a name- Richie Tozier. <br/></li><li>He starts asking questions, shaking down a few people, doing what he can to find out anything about this guy. <br/></li><li>Eddie learns a few facts about Richie. The guy is a gambler, a good one, but he lost big to this guy and then disappeared. <br/></li><li>The more Eddie learns about him the more intrigued he is- he has some close friends who are willing to hide him and everyone seems to have a story about how they owe Richie their life. <br/></li><li>Eventually Eddie finds Richie, holed up in a shitty hotel and chain smoking shitty cigarettes. <br/></li><li>The only thing Richie said was, “Took you long enough.” <br/></li><li>Eddie couldn’t take him in. He’d learned too much about this odd character. He didn’t want to give Richie over to have his fingers broken. <br/></li><li>So he makes a deal with Richie, he’ll let him go if Richie leaves the state for a while- goes on a vacation of sorts until all this blows over. <br/></li><li>Richie smirks and agrees on one condition. <br/></li><li>“If you come with me cutey.” </li></ul>
Tags: reddie, detective AU, HC, beepbeepbitchard
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Reddie Youtubers au
<ul><li>So, first of all! any YouTube AU always has Eddie as makeup guru or whatever they’re called but tbh? Nah man. You know Michael Jones from Achievement Hunter and his rage quit videos? That’s Eddie my dudes. Pretty much only his voice, you rarely see his face, lots of screaming and swearing at bullshit video games that he’s Terrible at. People don’t know if they’re watching for the games or the comedy. </li><li>Richie? Is a Vlogger™. He’s super popular online, originally only doing story time like videos once a week, but he does conspiracy collabs with Ben sometimes. He was also really big on Vine Way Back When. </li><li>Anywho, Eddie and Richie are both mutual friends w/ Ben, and Richie sometimes does videos with Richie. Eddie always watches Ben’s videos because he’s a loyal fucking friend and he sees Richie and is like “Ben who the Fuck is that!?!”. Ben is all “oh lol that’s Trashmouth Tozier.” </li><li>Eddie watches All of Richie’s videos in one night and is like “if you don’t introduce me to this fucking idiot, I’m disowning you as my friend.” </li><li>Ben introduces them and they’re all going out for lunch, and it’s maybe halfway through the lunch when Ben mentions who Eddie is on YouTube and Richie is FLOORED </li><li>“Are you telling me that this Bambi Eyed angel in the yellow overalls is RAGE QUIT KASPBRAK? No fucking way. No.” </li><li>Eddie is :/ but Ben thinks it’s hilarious and starts showing Richie videos on his phone that he recorded while Eddie was filming Let’s Plays and Eddie is super pissed because he didn’t even know Ben took them </li><li>But Richie thinks it’s fucking hilarious and he sets up that he and Eddie would do Play Pals together, as long as Eddie agrees to have a recording of them as well, that fans can see. Eddie is begrudging at first, but agrees. </li><li>Basically everybody online ships them immediately after the first video lol </li></ul>
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hi!! i love love love ur writing! can i be added to ur tag list?💕
<p>Thank you!!! Of course!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="227" data-orig-width="400" data-tumblr-attribution="sooper-dee-dooper-natural:EdeWnwqd3YFreGJf0_BGvg:ZWLrfi2Gvhl1c"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7b9752a1d70808e6c273fac97d56b092/tumblr_ojh79dMOjf1v1p15bo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="227" data-orig-width="400"/></figure>
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reddie camping?
<ul><li>When Eddie is 21, he mentions to his friends that he hadn’t been camping since he was three years old. </li><li>(“I drifted down a stream on my little blow up crodicile because my dad looked away and my Ma said we were never going again because it was too dangerous.”) </li><li>So, Bill and Richie are basically like? That’s unacceptable Edward, we’re all going camping for your birthday but… Eddie’s birthday is in… November. </li><li>Stan, Mike and Beverly all find excuse to not go camping in mid-November, but Ben is just too nice to make up a lie on Eddie’s birthday. </li><li>Eddie Does Not Want to Go Camping. He does not want to pee outside, or cook food on the fire, or sleep in the freezing fucking cold. And he certainly doesn’t want to share a twin tent with Richie Tozier. </li><li>But he sucks it up, because his friends are trying to do something nice. They think he’s missed out on something, like he’s missed out on lots of things because of his mother, but Eddie isn’t so sure he agrees this time. </li><li>He’s even less sure when it rains the entire first day, Bill burns their dinner and Eddie revisits how Richie can’t shut up even in his sleep. </li><li>But when Richie ducks into the tent, with what looked like <i>snowflakes</i> in his black curls, grinning with chocolate cupcake covered in yellow icing and a <i>Happy Birthday, Eds, I love you, </i>Eddie can’t bring himself to hate it </li></ul>
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The author of a long way back to the light does have a tumblr! Shes ravenclawtozier i believe
<p>Oooh! Thank you!! I updated the fic rec list!! </p>
Tags: whaletiddies
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the rock climbing au!
<ul><li>Eddie takes up rock climbing once he moves out to prove he’s <i>not fucking fragile</i>. <br/></li><li>It terrifies him at first, the idea of climbing so high with only a thin rope to hold him. <br/></li><li>But he gets over those fears soon and LOVES it. <br/></li><li>He becomes a total climbing buff. Goes on vacation to cool climbing spots, spends weekends climbing, even starts bouldering (climbing without ropes).<br/></li><li>Basically he’s a BAMF. <br/></li><li>A few years later he’s teaching a class and this cute guy comes in and wow is he awful. But cute. But awful. <br/></li><li>(Like a newborn colt but somehow worse????)<br/></li><li>Eddie is instantly smitten by this loudmouth named Richie. <br/></li><li>Because this guy is so endearing (and because Eddie is worried he’s going to die on his own) Eddie offers to give him private lessons. <br/></li><li>The lessons involve a lot more touching than necessary&hellip;<br/></li><li>And eventually Eddie bites the bullet and asks him out. <br/></li><li>Richie agrees! As long as they do anything besides rock climbing (Richie hates it, he only stuck with it for the cute instructor) <br/></li></ul><p><i>Send me an AU and I’ll write some HC about it!</i></p>
Tags: reddie, this is much more than 5, but whatever, afortissimo
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hi, how are you stan? any plans for today?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="960"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/afacdd0ab7000b352ed45c21075302f9/tumblr_pivmcqZniC1wspp3n_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="960"/></figure><p>I’m actually pretty good! Mike and I went birdwatching this morning. Most of the time he just sits and reads next to me, but his company is still great. </p><p><br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="829"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/856a0bd91741aa48f79a10518af2088f/tumblr_pivmcsuCVa1wspp3n_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="829"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="829"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/ed83945e04f672710d269446e39f69b9/tumblr_pivmcsM8IR1wspp3n_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="829"/></figure><p>*** mod note</p><p>i am SO sorry this took a while to come out. My internet has been acting up and it would fail every time i tried to answer this.</p>
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Reddie fic recs?
<p>Hi this took a while because it takes me forever to create fic rec lists BUT I’m sick of hearing that there’s no content so all of these are WIPs that are still being updated regularly OR people still actively writing in the fandom. </p><p>Go follow all of them. Write them lovely comments. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14971787/chapters/34696832">A memory of love</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mj5Ac5_3T63JvNTGyQ_uOfg">@stellarbisexual</a>. Look we all already know and love Stells. I’m sure most people are already reading this new masterpiece but if you’re not what are you doing with your life?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14714690/chapters/34007708">Aces High</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw">@beepbeeprichiellc</a>    Eddie owns a flower shop! Richie is a criminal! Ahhhh!!</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16088918/chapters/37574708">A long way back to the light </a>- @ravenclawtozier - Ugh, I am not an angst person but this is SO GOOD I keep letting it break my heart. It’s fantastic.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14199408/chapters/32731746">Running up that hill by </a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mDB92J7TjQ5VuWx4TquuKnA">@speakslowtellmelove</a> JOIN THE BLEACHER CLUB WITH ME AND SPEAKSLOW WE’RE SO COOL I PROMISE. It’s a slow burn dead poet’s society AU and I love every word of it. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16358204/chapters/38279165">Meet me in the Graveyard </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> A fic based on until dawn where readers chose what happens? Omg. I know this is going to kill me in the end but I’m so excited for the ride. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16542839/chapters/38755547">Stick it to the Man</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> It’s a School of Rock AU. Idk what other info you need. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16155950/chapters/37748984">Blood in the water</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m1Flxr1QtWdJiMLldfhM4eA">@stephenskings</a> Amazing weird mystery with a riverdale vibe. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15818214/chapters/36823416">Spira</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> Kingdom Hearts AU. Yea, that’s right.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15513714/chapters/36012039">Pure Art </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mgbVQfv-5QGquAqTyqAflzw">@richieshawaiianshirts</a> Ahhhh this is so cute! Eddie needs someone to photographer and finds human disaster Richie. I love this fic. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13645524/chapters/31339188">I met you in the dark, you lit me up </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a>. Im selfishly hoping that mentioning this will encourage Monse to update this fluff masterpiece :D Its an adorable college AU and I’ve read it like 3 times. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16114541/chapters/37643495">Fall away from me</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> FWB fic. The FEELS here (and the smut. Yess) </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14227218/chapters/32801976">With or without you </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a> Everything Allie writes is a masterpiece but this finding each other again fic owns my heart.  </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13471464/chapters/30885504">Your heartbeat is the only sound I wanna hear</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> Deaf Eddie AU that is so damn cute. For real. </p>
Tags: reddie, fic recs, this got long, I dont regret it, Anonymous

Post id: 180569536597
Date: Tue, 27 Nov 2018 19:18:15
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180569536597/youre-such-an-amazing-talented-writer-if-you
Slug: youre-such-an-amazing-talented-writer-if-you
Reblog key: TdgTVafx
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
you&#039;re such an amazing, talented writer, if you have a perma tag list can I be in it?
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Reddie + &quot;You&rsquo;ve got a date tonight and you asked for advice on what to wear but I&rsquo;m so in love with you and damn you look good in the outfit I picked out for you&quot; &lt;3333
<p>Stells! &lt;3 I did my best to channel your Queer Eye Eddie for this! &lt;3</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/39335362">Read here on AO3</a></p><p><b></b></p><p>“What about this one?” Richie asked, spinning around the living room.  </p><p>	Eddie scrunched up his nose, shaking his head. “Richie, really? God no.” </p><p>	Richie looked down at his outfit, pulling at the shirt. “What’s wrong with it?”</p><p>	Eddie put down his wine and walked over to his lanky friend. “You’re going to a fancy seafood place, right?” Richie nodded. “Maybe wearing a shirt that makes a joke about comparing your penis to a fish isn’t the right choice. Especially for a first date.” Richie opened his mouth to argue but Eddie shook his head. “I’m right here. Also,” Eddie fingered the Hawaiian shirt. “These haven’t been cool for years.”</p><p>	“Hey!” Richie drew back, pretending to be hurt. “I see people wearing them all the time.”</p><p>	“Only if they’re going to a Jimmy Buffet concert.” </p><p>	Richie sighed. “Well fuck, this is my third outfit. Maybe I just shouldn’t go. I can call him and cancel.”</p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>“No,” He put a hand on Richie’s shoulder. “You should go. It’ll be good for you.” He waited until Richie nodded then spoke again. “Come on, I’ll help you. There has to be something in that closet that’s appropriate for a date.” Eddie went to Richie’s room, trying to ignore the knot that was forming in his stomach. This was Richie’s first date in a while. Six weeks ago his girlfriend of nearly a year had abruptly broken up with him, surprising Richie and everyone else. She had given him the classic ‘it&rsquo;s not you it’s me’ speech and then told him to delete her number. </p><p>	Richie had been devastated, thought Eddie suspected that it was more from the shock than the feelings for her. In his opinion the two never belonged together, she was too abrasive and Richie too kind. They always seemed to be arguing about something, much to everyone’s discomfort. She loved to pick at Richie, to tell him what he was doing wrong. Eddie had hated it. </p><p>	Though Stan would say that Eddie wasn’t exactly an impartial party. </p><p>	Eddie didn’t let himself think about that. Sure, maybe part of him had hoped that now that Richie was single again something would finally happen between them but he wasn’t going to admit that. Nor was he going to push Richie into something he wasn’t ready for. </p><p>	And maybe he was a little bitter when Ben set Richie up on a date with a friend from work. It was possible that he had sulked around his apartment for a few hours when Richie had texted him asking for help. But, as Bev constantly reminded him, Eddie was his friend first, especially if he wasn’t going to man up and ask Richie out himself. So he had agreed to help Richie pick out an outfit, against his better judgement. </p><p>	“Do you have anything that doesn’t belong in a thrift store?” Eddie asked, looking at Richie’s shirts. “Or a dumpster.” He added, holding up a tattered tie dye shirt. </p><p>	“I’m vintage Eds, it’s cool.” Richie said, flopping down on his bed. </p><p>	“You know, just because no one sees while you work doesn’t mean you have to dress like a homeless person.”</p><p>	He could practically hear Richie shrugging and he kept looking through Richie’s impressive selection of shirts. The man had every color and pattern imaginable, often in the same shirt. </p><p>	Finally, in the back of his closet, behind a gorilla suit, he saw the outfit that Richie had worn to Ben and Bev’s wedding. He grabbed the deep purple shirt off the hanger, frowning that it was slightly wrinkled. “Try this,” He threw the shirt on top of Richie. “With those dark wash jeans Mike made you buy. And the boots from Stan.”</p><p>	Richie sat up, looking at the shirt. “You know my wardrobe better than me.”</p><p>	Eddie shrugged, “Just change already. You’re running out of time.” He left the room, returning to his wine while he waited. Checking his phone, he saw that Mike and Bev had checked in, asking how both he and Richie were doing. Eddie didn’t reply, he didn’t want to explain how he was feeling over text. Jealous, happy, frustrated, overwhelmed. It was a lot. </p><p>	“How’s this?” Richie asked, emerging from his room. </p><p>	Eddie had to pick his jaw up off the floor. Richie rarely wore fitted clothes, opting for a baggier size, claiming it was so he was always ready to smuggle movie candy. Eddie knew it was because he was self conscious of his body, thinking he was too skinny and scrawny. </p><p>	But this outfit, it clung to Richie in the right places, showing off his lanky torso and narrow hips. He had rolled up the sleeves, revealing his forearms, one of Eddie’s absolute weaknesses. The dark wash jeans were tucked into boots, making his legs look even longer. It wasn’t fair. It was the best Richie had looked in years and it was for someone else. </p><p>	“Eds?” Richie asked when he didn’t respond.</p><p>	“Good Richie, you look good.” Eddie forced himself to look away, finishing his wine in a gulp. </p><p>	“You sure?” Richie was pulling at the shirt, looking like he wished it was baggier. </p><p>	Eddie stood, grabbing Richie’s hands and forcing them down. “I’m sure.” He said, looking up at Richie. “You look great. Carl is really lucky.” He hoped the last part sounded sincere. </p><p>	“I-” Richie paused and Eddie gave him a reassuring smile. “Okay. Thanks Eds.”</p><p>	“What are friends for?” </p><p>	Richie nodded, giving him a strange expression that Eddie couldn’t quite read. “Yea, friends.”</p><p>	He realized that he was still holding Richie’s hands and dropped them, taking a step back. “See you tomorrow for brunch. Have fun tonight.” He made himself say it with a smile. </p><p>	“I will, I’ll text you how it goes.” </p><p>	Eddie nodded and, on a whim, went on his tip toes and quickly kissed Richie’s cheek. He wasn’t sure what made him do it, he hadn’t done it since they were kids. Richie seemed as shocked as him and Eddie wasn’t sure who was more red- him or Richie. </p><p>	“For luck.” He said, trying to slow his rapid heart rate as he scooted around Richie and grabbed his coat. He slipped out of the door without looking back. Jealousy curled in him as he made his way to his car. He knew that Carl wouldn’t appreciate the outfit, or Richie. It wasn’t fair. He tried to force those feelings down as he walked to his car. Richie wasn’t his, he didn’t get to be jealous or possessive. Reminding himself of that didn’t help. Now he was jealous and disappointed in himself. There had been so many times that Eddie had thought about making a move on Richie, feeling like there was something there. But he never did, he could never convince himself to sacrifice the friendship. </p><p>	Eddie went home and changed into his pajamas, putting on a movie. By the time it ended Richie hadn’t text him and he decided to turn in, rather than waiting for a vague text that he didn’t really want. Richie was picking him up in the morning anyway, they were all going out for brunch.</p><p>	The next morning he still didn’t have a text. As he got dressed, Eddie braced himself to hear about how well the date went during the car ride. He could smile and offer encouraging comments. He could be a good friend. </p><p>Richie was, predictably,  late. He texted Eddie that he was downstairs when they were supposed to be arriving at the restaurant. </p><p>	“Hey, how was the date?” Eddie asked, trying to feign excitement as he crawled into the car.</p><p>	Richie gave him a noncommittal shrug and Eddie frowned. Normally Richie was willing to tell Eddie anything, good or bad. “What’s wrong?”</p><p>	Richie glanced at him then started driving. It took him a minute but then he finally said, “Dating sucks.”</p><p>	Eddie smiled, trying not to be relieved that the date didn’t go well. “Yea Richie, we all know that.” Richie grunted. “Want to be more specific about why?” </p><p>“I just, I hate it. I hate all the first date questions. All the getting to know you bullshit. And having to dress up? No thanks.” </p><p>	Eddie frowned.  “How exactly would you avoid that? Do you want to give up dating?” </p><p>	“No, I just want to skip all that shit, I wish I could date someone who knew that I hate lobster or that I can’t drink tequila after my 21st birthday celebration.”</p><p>He laughed, “You had such a bad hangover after that.”</p><p>Richie nodded, “God it lasted for like three days. See, I want to date someone who knows about that.” </p><p>Eddie paused before he spoke again, confused. “You want to date someone you already know?”</p><p>	“Exactly!” Richie thumped his steering wheel. “Someone who already knows me and shit. So we can just, date  and not do all that other shit.” </p><p>	“Okkkk,” He drawled. “That narrows your dating pool a bit. Are you thinking of someone from work?” </p><p>	Richie shook his head. “That’d be weird.” </p><p>	“Who then?”</p><p>	A shrug then, “Maybe a friend?”</p><p>	“They’re all taken, unless you want to try to steal Mike, Bill or Stan from each other. But I don&rsquo;t think that will end well for you.” Eddie said, trying to make a joke. This conversation had taken a strange turn and he wasn’t sure how he felt about it. </p><p>	Richie pulled to a stop at a red light. “Not all of them, one isn&rsquo;t.” </p><p>	It felt like Eddie’s heart was going to jump out of his chest. Slowly. he turned to look at Richie. “What are you saying?”</p><p>	Richie licked his lips, not looking at Eddie as he started driving again. “What if, instead of going on stupid first dates I skipped that? What if the person I should be dating was in front of me, helping me pick out the perfect outfit and drinking my wine.”</p><p>	“Pull over.” </p><p>	Eddie’s tone must have been severe enough for Richie to just listen instead of questioning. He pulled off to a side street and turned off the car, turning to look at Eddie. </p><p>	Eddie didn’t look at him though. Instead he was now staring at his hands, torn between being concerned and furious. “Why are you saying all this Richie? Did you look at your available friends and just pick me? You, what, decided that I’d be the easiest? That I was the one most likely to agree?” </p><p>	“What? Eds, no!” He glanced up and Richie looked shocked. His hands were reaching for Eddie like he wanted to touch him but he didn’t, leaving them hanging awkwardly in the space between them. </p><p>	“Then what? Where is this coming from?” Eddie looked at him fully now, his hands clasped tightly in his lap. </p><p>	“I just- I was thinking about it last night and this sounds fun. Don’t you think?” Richie tried to make his voice light and failed. </p><p>	Eddie scoffed. “Yea, wow Richie, what fucking fun that sounds like.” </p><p>“What do you mean?” He sounded genuinely confused. </p><p>	“I mean-” Eddie swallowed, thinking about what he wanted to say. “I mean I’ve been in love with you for years and now you’re proposing, what, a casual hookup? Because it would be easier?” His words came out thin, strained. Maybe it was a stupid thing to say but it was out now and he couldn’t take them back. Eddie looked back down at his hands, he couldn’t handle Richie’s reaction. </p><p>	He heard Richie unbuckle and watched as Richie’s hand covered his, his bigger hand easily enveloping Eddie’s. Eddie took a halting breath, trying to avoid crying. </p><p>	“Eddie, look at me. Please.” Slowly, Eddie raised his head and looked at Richie, who was leaning over towards him, giving him a small smile. “Eds, I’m sorry. I did this in the worst way. I wanted to be casual about it, in case you rejected me. But I guess I was too convincing.” Eddie’s heard was hammering again. </p><p>	“What I’m trying to say is, I love you too Eds. I realized it last night after you left. I was out with Carl and he complimented my outfit and I launched into the story of how you picked it out after making fun of everything else I owned and, fuck Eds, I realized that I wanted to be on that date with you, not anyone else. I left and spent the rest of the night figuring out how to tell you.” He chuckled. “Clearly I made the wrong choice.”</p><p>	“Richie,” Eddie wasn’t sure what else to say. </p><p>	“Can I kiss you?” </p><p>	Eddie could only nod. Richie leaned over more, starting to fall as he connected their lips. Richie caught himself by putting a hand on Eddie’s side, curling his finger around Eddie’s waist. Eddie leaned into the kiss, cupping Richie’s face gently. It was the best kiss Eddie had had in a long time</p><p>	When they finally parted Richie asked, “So can I take you out sometime? I’ll even wear the outfit from last night- or we can go shopping for a new one, someone recently told me that my wardrobe belongs in a dumpster.” </p><p>	Eddie laughed and nodded. “I’d like that.”</p><p>Tag List: <b></b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a>  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a>  <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mxscpmk-y0qApqVrMizDlTA">@noahschnapp</a>   <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a>​ <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a>​ <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-K7Xrua2LhDLC7g0FKRUVw">@inthebreadbinwrites</a>​ <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m08HjZA-OzZiDvdhL1oKixg">@proserpinacura</a>​  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@mrs-vh</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnUIrsGnRzSusna96zT81rw">@trashmouthtozierr</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtls1FqtqZk7oEeYKNseWvQ">@addimagination</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mQ-PzOjNhqNgi3LpXcx1wvg">@maggie-nicole125</a>  </p>
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Have the losers ever gone on a roadtrip together? If so, was it fun and what was your favorite moment?
<figure data-orig-width="875" data-orig-height="979" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8beaf0340b20758f2018c3add114e455/tumblr_inline_pgxedpiUOm1t2b9os_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="875" data-orig-height="979"/></figure><p><i>Yeahhh, although it wasn’t /that/ far, only to New York! But either way, it was really fun!! &lt;3 I’d say my favorite part was definitely the ride there and back. There’s something so calming and refreshing about being in a car for more than 3 hours with your closest friends, just joking and not caring about anything.</i></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180550795942
Date: Tue, 27 Nov 2018 07:02:31
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180550795942/for-the-ask-anticipated-and-goddamn-if-you
Slug: for-the-ask-anticipated-and-goddamn-if-you
Reblog key: u4omkcD6
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
for the ask: &quot;anticipated&quot; and &quot;goddamn&quot;. If you have them &lt;3 ((I spent some of tonight reading your writing and OOOOO, you&#039;re kickass!))
<p>Your word choices read like the beginning of a song. </p><p>Ahhhhh thanks so much!!! &lt;3 <br/></p><p><b>Anticipate - from that reddie as parents AU I’m definitely still working on (eventually)</b></p><p>
It was like she could anticipate his arguments and head them off before he had a chance to even speak. <br/></p><p><b>I don’t have goddamn but I do have god, hopefully that’s an acceptable substitute</b></p><p>
“Eds, <i>god</i>,” Richie said, breaking the kiss to look down at him. His palm moved across Eddie’s erection and Eddie closed his eyes, whining at the contact. 

<br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180550377672
Date: Tue, 27 Nov 2018 06:42:17
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180550377672/for-the-word-thing-lets-see-chocolate-hug
Slug: for-the-word-thing-lets-see-chocolate-hug
Reblog key: JZakOvBZ
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
For the word thing, let&#039;s see: chocolate, hug, knife???
<p>Moonssseee my darling. I love the randomness of this.</p><p><b>Chocolate- From a prompt</b></p><p>
His roommate Stephanie had texted him to say that she was staying at her girlfriends, the weather was too sketchy to travel, so it was just the two of them, curled up with hot chocolate that was spiked with baileys. <br/></p><p><b>Hug- another prompt (lots of half written prompts over here)</b><br/></p><p>
She launched herself at Eddie and he barely caught her, lifting her up as she hugged him fiercely. <br/></p><p><b>Knife- From the chopped AU that I <i>swear </i>I’ll finish one day</b></p><p>
Eddie was cleaning his sea cucumber, splitting it in half with his knife and removing the entrails. 

<br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180550231452
Date: Tue, 27 Nov 2018 06:34:31
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180550231452/how-about-still-or-find-writers-choice
Slug: how-about-still-or-find-writers-choice
Reblog key: fDK37iIl
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
How about still or find? Writer&rsquo;s choice! ❤️
<p>Thank you dear &lt;3</p><p><b>Still- This is from Rattle the Stars </b><br/></p><p>
Eddie stopped in front of them and now Richie did gasp, seeing Eddie’s back. It was in ribbons, still bleeding in some places. <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180537395757
Date: Mon, 26 Nov 2018 20:35:04
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180537395757/youre-an-actorother-famous-person-that-i-really
Slug: youre-an-actorother-famous-person-that-i-really
Reblog key: LrVUphyZ
Reblog url: https://beepbeepbitchard.tumblr.com/post/180536913630/youre-an-actorother-famous-person-that-i-really
Reblog name: beepbeepbitchard
You&rsquo;re an actor/other famous person that I really admire and I just saw you in the street and as I was debating whether or not to say hi you came up to me and started flirting what do I do?? &amp; reddie?
<p>Hi!! I just finished writing this and it turned out to be a little longer than a drabble, so I can’t post it all in this ask, but I’m going to post it on ao3 and then reblog it with the link! 💕</p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 180536656992
Date: Mon, 26 Nov 2018 20:09:09
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180536656992/being-mysterious-is-fun
Slug: being-mysterious-is-fun
Reblog key: e8BumYU0
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Being mysterious is fun 🤫🤫
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="371" data-orig-width="496" data-tumblr-attribution="quandtaspasdeviesociale:ZemcR28h6aE5iJMq-P9rhw:ZibKLr1_w7RAn"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/780ea357d9538afc8964c087de246c69/tumblr_o06me1foTi1szzka4o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="371" data-orig-width="496"/></figure><p>Well, you’ve got me there. </p>
Tags: trashmouthtozierr

Post id: 180535094237
Date: Mon, 26 Nov 2018 19:12:43
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180535094237/spent-climbed-stood-or-the-present-tense
Slug: spent-climbed-stood-or-the-present-tense
Reblog key: FakgrBly
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Spent? Climbed? Stood? (Or the present tense version of those words)
<p>Thank you my dear!</p><p><b>Spent- from one of my prompts</b></p><p>

 “I left and spent the rest of the night figuring out how to tell you.”<br/></p><p><b>Climbed-  </b>Nope, sorry, no version of that. I need to writing a rock climbing fic obviously </p><p><b>Stood- another prompt! </b></p><p>

Eddie stood, grabbing Richie’s hands and forcing them down. “I’m sure.” He said, looking up at Richie. “You look great. Carl is really lucky.” 

<br/></p><p><i>Send me a word and I’ll reply with a sentence from a WIP</i></p>
Tags: speakslowtellmelove

Post id: 180532812462
Date: Mon, 26 Nov 2018 17:50:05
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180532812462/lmao-i-only
Slug: lmao-i-only
Reblog key: zF0F0w6O
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
lmao I only
<p>You have to tell me what to rest of this was going to say. Its so mysterious.  </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180532788882
Date: Mon, 26 Nov 2018 17:49:15
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180532788882/hii
Slug: hii
Reblog key: ZH0I1CxW
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hii
<p>Howdy </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-width="477" data-orig-height="274" data-tumblr-attribution="phipiohsum475:WxkIk4cGpPenPwE7ftfwmA:ZdRDwp2L74NuR"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c61c912dd53cf833785a9ba5cbb22ae6/tumblr_op5jtaaOGp1t0hhm9o1_500.gifv" data-orig-width="477" data-orig-height="274"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 180531852227
Date: Mon, 26 Nov 2018 17:16:00
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180531852227/any-good-reddie-smut-recs
Slug: any-good-reddie-smut-recs
Reblog key: lr2z6JVB
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
any good reddie smut recs?
<p>Damn buddy, I got three of these asks. Keep your pants on.</p><p>I’m only throwing one shots at you and even then this list is kinda long. Most of these folks have TON of awesome works so explore their pages and leave some lovely comments!</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15146939">Now I can taste it</a> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> My girl writes a ton of amazing E rated one shots but this is my favorite.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14755284">I just called to hear you breathe</a> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ">@hanscom</a>. I love phone sex fics. No shame. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15443172">Can’t get you out of my head</a> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m17Hc2OYe31YjdGqWL6K1CQ">@thegreatwhiteferret</a> Eddie walks in on Richie jerking off and, well, can’t get it out of his head. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15572817">The Power of Sexting</a>- A game of sext chicken (I know the user has a tumblr but they changed their username and I don’t know it now. Sorry!)</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15570909">Of Tops and Tractors</a>- <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a>. Ugh, Emily, killing it with a smutty bottom richie farm fic. I love you. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13445169">You’re allowed to own a sex toy </a>(you’re even allowed to use it)- Richie buys Eddie a sex toy and Eddie uses it. Yup. It’s amazing. (Does this person have a tumblr? Maybe?)</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13505184">Love your body right by</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a>. I mean, I’ll rec any of Sara’s stuff in a heartbeat but I love the idea of Eddie’s arm being broken so he calls in Richie to ‘help him out’ </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/1563301">My Eyes only </a>by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mqmAbi1b6Nsd-I5HhXSrOAQ">@bi-beverie</a>. Another person who I just recommend you read all her stuff but I love dumbass Richie who doesn’t know how to hide his nudes.</p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fic recs, Anonymous

Post id: 180522217632
Date: Mon, 26 Nov 2018 11:29:06
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180522217632/so-you-ever-get-like-really-happy-when-someone
Slug: so-you-ever-get-like-really-happy-when-someone
Reblog key: bPSQSMNI
Reblog url: https://sunsetstanley.tumblr.com/post/180521353519/so-you-ever-get-like-really-happy-when-someone
Reblog name: sunsetstanley
so you ever get like really happy when someone follows you? Like you get the notif and are just so sh oo k by it all??? Because, why? are? they? following? me? Idk, i get it and didn&#039;t know if i was the only one oof
<p>Omg yes a few times now lmao</p><p>Literally when <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/muw9KoTAI8o_yaWf4GrI3XQ">@lo-v-ers</a> followed me I like threw my phone across my bed because,,, one of my favourite blogs?? Just?? Followed me??</p><p>Similar things happened with <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> , <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m90Zj3zSJ9BjN4ZbwuR2XrA">@richiepeach</a> and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@honeybeehanlon</a> tbh. I love all their blogs and it’s just weird when they followed me??? Oh and when I was checking to make sure none of them unfollowed or I wasn’t imagining things I noticed <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mcLSZgHpVkv2TDqXQvoHknw">@lo-is-not-coolio</a>/<a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m0ejcUj4LqaeWhxGZapmwGA">@aestheticdenbrough</a> is following me and I never knew that oof,, they’re a fav as well.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180376167862
Date: Thu, 22 Nov 2018 07:04:01
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180376167862/omg-please-make-a-second-part-to-the-reddie-prompt
Slug: omg-please-make-a-second-part-to-the-reddie-prompt
Reblog key: SdZH4NFx
Reblog url: https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/180359539807/omg-please-make-a-second-part-to-the-reddie-prompt
Reblog name: bi-beverie
omg please make a second part to the reddie prompt u just did with 9 and 44
<p>(<a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178764413752/reddie-kiss-944">here’s the original prompt/drabble</a>)</p>
<p>ask and you shall receive… like a month late lol sorry it took so long, gotta keep that scholarship tho u kno how it is</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 3,420 (ayyy lmao)</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16699591">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>nsfw</b> under the cut (i’ve heard something about read mores not working?? so if this isn’t under a cut i apologize profusely in advance lol)</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/180359539807/omg-please-make-a-second-part-to-the-reddie-prompt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, DAMN

Post id: 180363169612
Date: Wed, 21 Nov 2018 20:46:04
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180363169612/wisconsin-can-pry-lake-michigan-and-the-up-from-my
Slug: wisconsin-can-pry-lake-michigan-and-the-up-from-my
Reblog key: buQZpjoG
Reblog url: http://excaliburss.tumblr.com/post/180361760916
Reblog name: excaliburss
Wisconsin can pry lake Michigan and the UP from my cold dead hands
<p>we will</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180361915032
Date: Wed, 21 Nov 2018 19:55:14
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180361915032/yeah-thats-what-i-thought-complain-on-the
Slug: yeah-thats-what-i-thought-complain-on-the
Reblog key: mLybaKlC
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
yeah, that&#039;s what I thought. complain on the server but don&#039;t actually answer the asks. you&#039;re a bold fella.
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="718" data-orig-width="550"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/371339d02a7b6ca306452fc3ad3b1108/tumblr_inline_piknykRVwJ1vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="718" data-orig-width="550"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="232" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="natforprez:_870MshR-8ZgLW6PGGkNaA:ZpdjZr2BjiFkd"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/6a7d689e545f49043b805d8d737679f0/tumblr_od21nu1tts1sxr2d1o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="232" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: mean girls is always relevant, omg though Kate, spam me much, chocolatemangoose

Post id: 180352963072
Date: Wed, 21 Nov 2018 14:20:33
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180352963072/can-you-do-d1-for-stanley-uris-i-wanna-see-my-boy
Slug: can-you-do-d1-for-stanley-uris-i-wanna-see-my-boy
Reblog key: cP740Qdn
Reblog url: http://edsbrak.tumblr.com/post/180352615459/can-you-do-d1-for-stanley-uris-i-wanna-see-my-boy
Reblog name: edsbrak
Can you do D1 for Stanley Uris? I wanna see my boy happy
<figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="389" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1925fd40fda00ab7fffb6cf6f099fb2d/tumblr_inline_ph0vs0L5pG1sp069n_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="389"/></figure><p>A happy Stan Uris makes for a happy Xan. Thank you for this wholesome request, anon!<br/></p>
Tags: stan!

Post id: 180350359877
Date: Wed, 21 Nov 2018 12:40:55
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180350359877/pls-tag-me-for-the-throne-of-glass-au-skskskksksk
Slug: pls-tag-me-for-the-throne-of-glass-au-skskskksksk
Reblog key: 3TZreuDL
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
PLS TAG ME FOR THE THRONE OF GLASS AU SKSKSKKSKSK I LOVE THAT SERIES
<p>Umm ily?? I’m so excited that someone else has read the series!!! Of fucking course I’ll tag you!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="300" data-orig-width="300" data-tumblr-attribution="quaint-shrub:p3Z1MxoK8mS5A2j_pVRdnQ:ZM9kxs2KTY0tq"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/4432e25982904832d98ff91655f55583/tumblr_oo6u89L6qV1s6ay5lo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="300" data-orig-width="300"/></figure>
Tags: also where were you 2 weeks ago when I was plotting, damn, and if you read the last one, tell me, bc Im stuck freaking out alone, asthmatic-tozier

Post id: 180349150367
Date: Wed, 21 Nov 2018 11:54:07
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180349150367/hey-could-you-tag-me-in-the-new-fic-it-sounds
Slug: hey-could-you-tag-me-in-the-new-fic-it-sounds
Reblog key: mh2bXZ0F
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hey could you tag me in the new fic? It sounds suuper cool i cant wait to read it
<p>Of course! Thank you!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="208" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="cekmeyencekmece:QWrf8Q4Wmnm4HwmgHsa4pg:Zp9yhh2NVkmQ-"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2f9d9eb8cb1a21842806a0231fcb2464/tumblr_oso6uzWcPx1vnmft9o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="208" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 180344995922
Date: Wed, 21 Nov 2018 09:12:10
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180344995922/your-bichie-art-is-so-cute-the-few-intellectuals
Slug: your-bichie-art-is-so-cute-the-few-intellectuals
Reblog key: ISIIHYeb
Reblog url: https://jacksbrak.tumblr.com/post/180344969460/your-bichie-art-is-so-cute-the-few-intellectuals
Reblog name: jacksbrak
YOUR BICHIE ART IS SO CUTE THE FEW INTELLECTUALS OUT HERE WHO LOVE BICHIE ARE BLESSED BY YOU 😭😭😭❤️❤️❤️ Thank you sooooo much!!  IT WILL RISE THOUGH I WON&#039;T STOP BEFORE IT DOES
<figure data-orig-width="626" data-orig-height="556" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1dd52fb58a5a64fdf3bcce9f12a0c7cb/tumblr_inline_oyosejg8gc1v1i6dn_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="626" data-orig-height="556"/></figure><p>BICHIE IS SUCH A GOOD SHIP WHERES THE BICHIE LOVE YOU COWARDS</p>
Tags: bichie, adorable

Post id: 180342028597
Date: Wed, 21 Nov 2018 06:44:43
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180342028597/reddie-vibrator-in-public-if-youre-ok-w-writing
Slug: reddie-vibrator-in-public-if-youre-ok-w-writing
Reblog key: ypbmcV9F
Reblog url: https://beepbeepbitchard.tumblr.com/post/180340749245/reddie-vibrator-in-public-if-youre-ok-w-writing
Reblog name: beepbeepbitchard
Reddie vibrator in public if you&rsquo;re ok w writing that? Love you
<p>Love u too bb &lt;33 nsfw under the cut<b><br/></b></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178652580724/reddie-vibrator-in-public-if-youre-ok-w-writing" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw

Post id: 180330887202
Date: Tue, 20 Nov 2018 21:24:57
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180330887202/what
Slug: what
Reblog key: NEjsIDgl
Reblog url: https://chocolatemangoose.tumblr.com/post/180330662542/what
Reblog name: chocolatemangoose
what?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400" data-tumblr-attribution="dinosaursbeninja:z0sIUWNyn-rbhCxkr5DjEg:ZeTOls1kIJllJ"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/92e53a02dba6c0c8a85070d2e8c920ab/tumblr_no0j6dDDFT1s8xjlpo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 180322209077
Date: Tue, 20 Nov 2018 16:07:08
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180322209077/what
Slug: what
Reblog key: NEjsIDgl
Reblog url: https://notafightr.tumblr.com/post/180322149844/what
Reblog name: notafightr
what?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400" data-tumblr-attribution="dinosaursbeninja:z0sIUWNyn-rbhCxkr5DjEg:ZeTOls1kIJllJ"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/92e53a02dba6c0c8a85070d2e8c920ab/tumblr_no0j6dDDFT1s8xjlpo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 180314932857
Date: Tue, 20 Nov 2018 11:47:39
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180314932857/ameliaaaa-hope-you-are-doing-well-imy-3
Slug: ameliaaaa-hope-you-are-doing-well-imy-3
Reblog key: tVd82YHE
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
ameliaaaa!!!! hope you are doing well imy &lt;3
<p>Mali!! You absolute angel!! i hope things are going fantastic for you! &lt;3 &lt;3 &lt;3</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="281" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="positive-memes:RIwoEtaexROdJgInXBSD5A:ZnVpRe2cIh7Yw"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3a4c0ec2a5f92aaca1719d8c5743bd6e/tumblr_pfsgi08j6M1w7u8nmo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="281" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 180479568792
Date: Sun, 25 Nov 2018 07:08:39
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180479568792/omg-i-read-your-diary-is-rly-cute-if-u-wanna
Slug: omg-i-read-your-diary-is-rly-cute-if-u-wanna
Reblog key: vkj5K3YG
Reblog url: https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175068510814/omg-i-read-your-diary-is-rly-cute-if-u-wanna
Reblog name: honeybeehanlon
omg &lsquo;i read your diary&rsquo; is rly cute if u wanna
<p><b>Sorry this took so long hon! I decided to do stanlon because my boys are so pure. hope you enjoy!!</b></p>
<p>Books. The way they would crack open when new, the sound of pages turning in a silent room, the dust that would line shelves like a thin film that entrapped each novel in a bubble outside of the human world. Each element was a comfort to Mike Hanlon. </p>
<p>Although his worn hands were often used on the farm, when he was urged by his six friends to join them on their escapades, Mike was able to find himself in the arcade, the theater, the library, and the bookstore. The last two were his particular favorite, though Richie often teased Mike about his affinity for the English language. </p>
<p>“There are so many better things to do, Homeschool! C’mon its summer!” Richie would laugh, usually while convincing Mike to go on some crazy adventure within the town of Derry. However, Mike was still able to wander among the shelves of the bookstore with another boy who held the same secret affinity. </p>
<p>Stanley Uris considered himself a man of nature, walking through the forests of Derry attempting to catalog and record every sight and sound that mesmerized him. His room was piled high with field journals and data, though his fear of poison ivy sometimes made him a bit nervous about venturing too far into the wilderness. </p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175068510814/omg-i-read-your-diary-is-rly-cute-if-u-wanna" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, fluff, this is so beautiful

Post id: 180466873647
Date: Sat, 24 Nov 2018 21:24:23
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100 with Reddie
<p><b>100</b>: I’m sorry, but that was adorable.

</p>
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Reddie</p>
<p style="">“What do you mean you told everybody we broke up?”<br/></p>
<p>“I’m sorry, okay, I was really mad. In my defense, I was <i>planning </i>on breaking up with you- I just stopped being mad first.”<br/></p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/180465516052" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic rec
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Which losers have tattoos and what was their first one
<p>God I love this ask. God I love tattoos so fucking much. </p><p>I had to reference my War Dogs Document so this is officially in the War Dogs Universe. At this point in the timeline they’re 23-25. This is forgetting canon and I’m sorry for that but WD is a Forgetting Universe. </p><p>No tattoos: Ben, Stan, and Mike. Ben has never been interested in tattoos and Mike knows that if he gets one his family will straight kick his ass. Stan’s religion condemns tattoos. </p><p>Richie is the first Loser to get a tattoo. He gets a cassette tape on his right pec because he thinks its so fucking cool. Its a black and white design with some cross hatch as the shading and its rather small, about two by one inches. All the Losers marvel at it except for Eddie. He told Richie it was a stupid idea right from the get go but Richie being Richie went ahead and got it the same week he turned 18. Eddie didn’t come around until one night, cuddled up in bed, Richie whispered in Eddies hair and told him about how the cassette tape was more than a momento to music. It was something that tethered him to this reality. The countless mixed tapes he made his friends (and Eddie) kept him grounded and connected to the people he loved the most. </p><p>Bill follows suit. He has this on going rivalry with Richie because he has this superiority complex but Richie is older than him and therefore the first to get a tattoo. And what Richie does (that Bill is envious of) Bill also has to do. Vice Versa. They’ve both got Big Dog Syndrome. On his 18th birthday, Bill gets a paper boat on his outer left ankle. Richie went with him and held his hand the entire time. Neither of them ever talk about how Bill cried or why. Richie calls it a “pussy location” just to make fun of Bill in some way but he marvels over it. They’ve both gotten multiple tattoos since. They always talked about more, plotting their never ending artwork. Bill has a tribal tattoo on his bicep, too, because he’s kind of a douche bag. At least it’s well done. </p><p>Beverly is the next one to get a tattoo. She gets it while in college when she’s 20 years old. She gets the roman numeral for seven right below her collarbone on the left side of her chest. That little junction where the shoulder connects to the chest. She’s so homesick and misses home more than she understands and the number seven is what she associates with safety and luck. She has no idea why. </p><p>Eddie gets a tattoo at 22. He’s engaged to Myra and although he knows he’s going to go through with it in the end, he’s desperate for some amount of control over his life. He gets a CD on his right shoulder blade and he hides it from Myra for months before she finds out. She scolds him endlessly about it until he tells her its a tribute to Barry Manilow, an artist they both completely worship and one of the only things that they truly have in common. He tells her its for her, it binds them together. She yields after that. Years later, when he sees the mirror of Richie’s own cassette tattoo, he realizes it was never for Myra or Barry Manilow or rebellion. </p>
Tags: i love this, even though its sad, bill totally has a tribal tat
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ok but &ldquo;it&acute;s my [insert family relation here]&acute;s wedding and seeing all these happy couples is killing me and all i can think about is how this was almost us&rdquo; AU (bonus: &ldquo;i know that it&rsquo;s two in the morning and i&rsquo;m dressed really formally and a little (a lot) bit drunk but i couldn&rsquo;t stop thinking about you after my grandma asked how you were doing also can i come in it&rsquo;s freezing out here&rdquo;) is a masterpiece. also who doesn&rsquo;t love eddie taking care of drunk!richie, it&rsquo;s in the bible
<p>Anon! I love this one. </p>
<p>First of many prompts folks. Read the whole thing before you come for my head.</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/39214968">Read here on AO3 </a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Richie looked around the ceremony watching his cousin, Tonya, and her new wife, Amber, dancing to their first song, Don’t wanna miss a thing. </p>
<p>	How cliché, he thought bitterly, sitting down with his third beer. Our song would have been better. He knew because they had talked about it. They had talked about everything for their wedding. Their first danced would have been to Africa by Toto. It had been their song since they were kids and there would have been nothing better than to fly around the dance floor to it. </p>
<p>	Taking a sip of his beer he thought about what else they would have done differently. Less white, that’s for sure. Eddie was a silver and purple kind of guy, maybe with some pink accents. It would have been classy. And there was no way it would have been in a barn, even a nice one like this. He almost smiled, imagining Eddie complaining about sitting on hay bales. </p>
<p>	But his smile dropped as Amber took a microphone and requested that all the happy couples join them on the dance floor. He watched as most of the crowd stood and walked towards her. She announced they would be celebrating everyone’s anniversary and seeing who had been married the longest. Richie grimaced and finished his beer. </p>
<p>	He made it through the 15 year couples before he couldn’t watch anymore. Standing, he grabbed another drink and made his way outside, hoping the cool night air would help. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180424491437/ok-but-it-s-my-insert-family-relation-here-s" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reblog, reddie
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imagine.... soft stozier waking up together.... warm sunlight filling the room... lazy morning kisses... tracing the bruises and bite marks from the previous night.... slow sex and whispered praise...... just, soft stozier my dude
<p>i have been waiting to write some stozier for ages y’all know this so fuck it imma do it ALSO THIS IS THE FIRST REAL PIECE OF SMUT I’VE EVER WRITTEN AND ITS FILTH. THERE’S NOT MANY SUPER EXPLICIT WORDS JUST DIRTY TALK BECAUSE THAT’S ALL IM GOOD AT AND USING THE WORD <strike>DICK </strike>OR <strike>COCK </strike>IS GROSS TO ME</p>
<p><b>warnings:</b> <i>making out, grinding, blow jobs, explicit dirty talk, morning sex, lots of fluff as well cos im a sucker for it; once again pls refer to my aged up characters list <b><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/nsfwocl">HERE </a></b>as these fc’s are what i will always use for nsfw content (and tbh any content)</i></p> <p><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/167719742489/imagine-soft-stozier-waking-up-together" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stozier, nsfw

Post id: 180446171202
Date: Sat, 24 Nov 2018 08:52:15
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180446171202/i-just-binge-read-versions-of-the-same-mask-and-i
Slug: i-just-binge-read-versions-of-the-same-mask-and-i
Reblog key: O4j0k9Yh
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
I just binge-read Versions of the Same Mask and I am IN LOVE oh man it was like watching a Criminal Minds episode but reading it with characters from your fave book/movie instead and wow!!!!! I loved that it was actually unpredictable because it&rsquo;s hard to make something that has been done pretty frequently not seem super predictable if that makes any sense but!!!! I was SHAKEN!!!!!!! I have so many feelings and I&rsquo;m still reeling a but so I&rsquo;m sorry if this was all over the place but damn!!! 10/10
<p>Ahhhh omg thank you!! I’m so happy you liked it!! It was a lot of fun to write and I’m really glad other people liked it!  </p><p>Enjoy a gif of how I pictured Eddie in this fic:</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="400" data-orig-width="400" data-tumblr-attribution="devonkong:cBgjdWiE4nV7dnFC3RSxKQ:Z57vom20fe636"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c06ca6808b8a02d8629454ee78e82d37/tumblr_o1lm7a8HA51tile93o1_400.gif" data-orig-height="400" data-orig-width="400"/></figure>
Tags: impatient lil bean, but we love him, just wait until the sequel, I'm jazzed, universal-gay
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AMELIIIIAAAAAAA ur my sunshine and I appreciate u
<p>STUDDDZZZZZZ You are adorable and I love you! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="313" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="addictedtoeddie:q8gYf18d9xQwy1p2Z-i0_w:Z5CwAn2drlgLE"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/58da597b5d0f42e24b3d66847d34477b/tumblr_picwwerwFc1tf7goeo2_500.gif" data-orig-height="313" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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I know I broke up with you, but you&#039;re still a pretty cool dude.
<p>Means the world to me Kate. </p>
Tags: chocolatemangoose
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yay chrimuh!!
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="352" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="yourstrulys:wz35afXH3uxve9Nx52GapQ:ZeiMpd2TK72jd"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c739709cd1cf3b7ebd7ec07ab848006a/tumblr_p0rghc8vaR1wqfv6fo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="352" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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AND A HAPPY NEW YEARERRRERER
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="555" data-orig-width="1015"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c890d7a831317e83f912d638c81780f7/tumblr_inline_pipcewXD7O1vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="555" data-orig-width="1015"/></figure><p>Aww I love waking up to a song in my inbox. Adorbs</p><p>&lt;3 </p>
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See? This is you. I knowbwho people are. Its fine. Im fine
<p>I’m so fucking proud of you</p>
Tags: 
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ok but &ldquo;it&acute;s my [insert family relation here]&acute;s wedding and seeing all these happy couples is killing me and all i can think about is how this was almost us&rdquo; AU (bonus: &ldquo;i know that it&rsquo;s two in the morning and i&rsquo;m dressed really formally and a little (a lot) bit drunk but i couldn&rsquo;t stop thinking about you after my grandma asked how you were doing also can i come in it&rsquo;s freezing out here&rdquo;) is a masterpiece. also who doesn&rsquo;t love eddie taking care of drunk!richie, it&rsquo;s in the bible
<p>Anon! I love this one. </p><p>First of many prompts folks. Read the whole thing before you come for my head.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/39214968">Read here on AO3 </a></p><p><b></b></p><p>Richie looked around the ceremony watching his cousin, Tonya, and her new wife, Amber, dancing to their first song, Don’t wanna miss a thing. </p><p>	How cliché, he thought bitterly, sitting down with his third beer. Our song would have been better. He knew because they had talked about it. They had talked about everything for their wedding. Their first danced would have been to Africa by Toto. It had been their song since they were kids and there would have been nothing better than to fly around the dance floor to it. </p><p>	Taking a sip of his beer he thought about what else they would have done differently. Less white, that’s for sure. Eddie was a silver and purple kind of guy, maybe with some pink accents. It would have been classy. And there was no way it would have been in a barn, even a nice one like this. He almost smiled, imagining Eddie complaining about sitting on hay bales. </p><p>	But his smile dropped as Amber took a microphone and requested that all the happy couples join them on the dance floor. He watched as most of the crowd stood and walked towards her. She announced they would be celebrating everyone’s anniversary and seeing who had been married the longest. Richie grimaced and finished his beer. </p><p>	He made it through the 15 year couples before he couldn’t watch anymore. Standing, he grabbed another drink and made his way outside, hoping the cool night air would help. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>It didn’t. Now he was drunk and cold. But he forced himself to stay outside. He didn’t want to ruin the wedding. Especially when he was happy for them, Amber seemed great and Tonya was glowing, but he couldn’t handle it. He couldn’t be around all the happy couples and watch them hold each other and those small, loving smiles. Not right now.</p><p>	Taking a deep breath of the cool air he finally let his mind wander to the thing he’d been avoiding all night. Eddie. The person he loved more than anything. The person he thought he’d be doing this with. The person he’d blown a whole fucking paycheck on a ring for. </p><p>	Richie rubbed his hands over his face, laughing slightly at his own idiocracy. He should have seen the signs. Eddie had been getting home later and later, he wouldn’t answer questions about his day, he was wearing a new cologne. If Richie hadn’t been so blind he would have known that Eddie was cheating on him, probably with his fucking assistant just to complete the nightmare. </p><p>	Gripping the handrail Richie forced himself to replay the fight. Eddie had gotten home late -again- and Richie had blown up. He couldn’t help it. He had been pacing their living room, thinking about what he was going to say. He couldn’t handle it anymore. He couldn’t live like this, he felt like he was constantly apologizing for not being good enough and Eddie never seemed to understand how hard it was for him. They’d been together for five years and Richie had never felt like he deserved Eddie. Maybe it was the realization that Eddie finally knew that too that made him start the fight. </p><p>	He had started in as soon as Eddie had opened the door, asking him where he was and why he was late. Eddie had responded with open hostility, telling Richie that it was none of his business and that he had texted that he’d be late. That was when Richie had told Eddie that he knew, he knew that Eddie was seeing someone else.</p><p>The next part had been the worst. Eddie had reeled back like Richie had slapped him, his expression pure shock. For a split second Richie had been ready to apologize, to take it all back. But Eddie had recovered quickly and told Richie if that was what he thought he could leave. </p><p>So Richie had. He packed an overnight bag and left, not saying a word. He hadn’t seen Eddie since. He’d gone over with friends and moved his stuff out the next week when Eddie was at work, leaving him a note to say that they never had to speak again. His friends had been nice enough to ignore the tears that streaked his face. </p><p>That had been a few weeks ago. Not even enough time for Richie to change his RSVP for the wedding. He had shown up and seen Eddie’s name written in beautiful calligraphy next to his. The first punch to gut of the evening.</p><p>The next few had some in quick succession, with all of his family members asking where his charming boyfriend was. At first, he tried to be diplomatic but by the fifth person all he could do was mumble that they broke up and accept whatever bullshit condolences the person offered. </p><p>He had made it through the ceremony, trying not to think about how it would have looked if he was up there, exchanging vows with Eddie. They had been to a lot of weddings and would whisper ideas to each other, what they wanted to steal and what they would never allow. This time it had been Richie judging alone. He had tried to make a joke to one of his cousins about releasing a kraken instead of doves and she had just given him a confused look. He knew Eddie would have loved it. </p><p>“Richie!” His favorite cousin Mike popped his head out. “Come back inside, we’re doing shots!”</p><p>Richie shook his head, wanting to be alone, but Mike’s arm was already around his shoulders, leading him back inside. All his cousins were gathered around the bar, cheering when they returned. Shots were passed out, everyone yelling variations of congratulations as they drank. Another round and another exclamation of joy. Then Tonya and Amber joined them, happily sharing a round with the group, everyone laughing and nudging them about how it was finally their wedding night. The pair rolled their eyes and laughed goodnaturedly. </p><p>Richie wasn’t sure but he thought he drunkenly told them how lucky they were to have each other and how amazing of a couple they were, telling them to never let the other go. He remembered a firm pat on his shoulder, moving him away and asking someone to get him home. </p><p>The next thing Richie knew he was in a cab and the man was asking for a home address. Richie gave him the address he associated with home and then fell asleep, only waking up when the driver started to shake him. Richie paid and stumbled out, realizing his mistake only as the taxi drove away. He was at his old place, staring up at their old apartment. A light was on and Richie could imagine exactly what Eddie was doing- nursing a glass of wine and watching old episodes of Friends. His favorite way to unwind. </p><p>Richie’s feet moved without his permission, carrying him up the stairs and slipping the key he still carried into the front door. He only hesitated when he got to the apartment, pausing only to consider how strange it was that he had to knock.</p><p>But he did. His drunk mind told him that now was the perfect time to talk to Eddie. Maybe tell him how much he missed him. Maybe finish the fight he’d started before and demand that Eddie confess to cheating. Maybe have some good hate sex, to work out his remaining feelings by pounding Eddie into the bed.</p><p>All those thoughts stopped as Eddie opened the door. He was in his pajamas, an oversized shirt and sweats. Richie couldn’t help but notice that the shirt was an old one of his. It made him melt. “Eddie…” He said, starting to reach out for him.</p><p>But Eddie stepped back, out of Richie’s reach. “What the fuck are you doing here?” He looked Richie over. “In a suit?” He sniffed suspiciously. “And drunk. Really Richie?” </p><p>“I-” Everything he wanted to say had fled. He didn’t want to fight or fuck. He wanted Eddie to hold him and run a hand through his hair. He wanted Eddie to tell him that everything was forgiven and that he still loved Richie. </p><p>One look at Eddie’s face told him that that wasn’t going to happen. Eddie was pissed, tapping his foot impatiently while he waited for an answer. </p><p>“I was at the wedding.” He finally said, running a hand through his hair. He was rapidly moving from the fun ‘I can do anything’ drunk to the mopey ‘I fuck up everything I love’ drunk and he knew he’d start crying if he wasn’t careful.</p><p>Eddie looked confused and then his eyes widened as he remembered. “Tonya’s?” Richie nodded and Eddie’s expression softened marginally. “How was it?” </p><p>“It was in a barn and the decorations were white tulle and fairy lights.” Richie’s heart soared when Eddie smiled.</p><p>“Oh no.” </p><p>Richie nodded, continuing. “They released doves. And included 1 Corinthians 13 in their vows.” </p><p>Eddie’s smile grew. “Oh no.” </p><p>Richie took a step forward, crossing into the apartment. Eddie didn’t come after him. “There were speciality couples cocktails and they were served in mason jars.” </p><p>Eddie was laughing now, covering his mouth with a hand as Richie talked. “And they had burlap bows on the chairs. And-” Richie paused for effect, watching Eddie’s eyes follow his hand as he pointed. “Chalkboard signs to their naked cake.”</p><p>Eddie was laughing legitimately now and Richie started too, enjoying Eddie’s small giggles. </p><p>“I wish you had been there.” Richie said once they stopped. He reached out for Eddie again, thinking maybe he could touch Eddie’s hand or shoulder. Anything. </p><p>That was the wrong thing to say. Eddie stiffened again, taking another step back. “It wasn’t my fault that I wasn’t.” He said, not looking at Richie as he spoke. Richie could tell he was trying to sound cold but the small quake in his voice ruined the effect.</p><p>“I-” Richie stopped. He didn’t know what to say. Too many things were running through his head. “Eds-”</p><p>Eddie shook his head firmly. “You don’t get to call me that anymore.”</p><p>Richie had no control over what happened next. He hated himself for it but he felt tears streaming down his face. Eddie froze, looking uncomfortable, and it wasn’t long until Richie was a sobbing mess- the combination of the emotional night, seeing Eddie and the alcohol finally catching up with him. </p><p>Eddie let him cry, eventually grabbing him a kleenex box and letting Richie blow his nose. He lead Richie to the couch and Richie noticed that Eddie was careful to touch him as little as possible. He fell onto it, still sniffling, and Eddie curled up on the other side, drawing his knees to his chest. </p><p>It was a while before Richie could talk. He tried once but started hiccuping, the words dying in his throat. Eddie stood and returned with water and crackers, handing both to Richie before resuming his position.</p><p>Richie sipped the water, trying to calm down. Eventually he could speak again and he looked at Eddie, a mixture of embarrassment and shame growing in his chest. “I’ll leave. I shouldn’t have come.” He said, hanging his head. “I don’t know why I came.” </p><p>He started to rise, feeling miserable. Whatever chance he had with Eddie was ruined now. He had fucked up, again. It seemed to be his MO when it came to Eddie. </p><p>“Don’t.” </p><p>Richie whipped his head to Eddie, not even sure Eddie had spoken. He was playing with the frayed edge of the blanket, not looking at him. </p><p>Richie swallowed before asking. “What, what did you say?” </p><p>Eddie looked up at him and Richie saw that his eyes were rimmed red too. He wanted to rush to Eddie, to hold him, but stopped himself, remembering how Eddie had moved away earlier that night. </p><p>“Don’t go.” Eddie’s voice was so small that Richie’s heart broke. </p><p>“I’ll stay as long as you’ll have me.” Richie said truthfully, falling back onto the couch. He didn’t know what to do. Eddie seemed to be collecting himself and Richie didn’t want to interrupt. He forced himself not to fidget as he waited. </p><p>Finally Eddie spoke. “I wasn’t cheating on you.” He looked at Richie, his bottom lip quivering. “I can’t believe you’d think that.” Eddie’s voice was strained, Richie knew he was trying hard not to cry. </p><p>“Eds, I’m sorry. I was dumb. And wrong. I didn’t mean to-” Richie felt the word vomit starting but stopped when Eddie shook his head. </p><p>“I got so mad when you said that. I know things weren’t perfect Richie. But for you to think I could do that,” Eddie shook his head. “Fuck. That hurt. When you accused me you were so angry. You had so much hate in your eyes. I knew it was already over.”</p><p>Now Richie had to interrupt. “Don’t say that, please. I was an idiot. I know you wouldn’t do that. You were being so mysterious though and I didn’t know what to think.” Richie didn’t want to make excuses but he needed Eddie to understand why he said it.</p><p>“Why didn’t you talk to me?” Eddie asked. Tears had started streaming down his face and Richie thought, briefly, that Eddie was even gorgeous when he cried. Richie came a snotty mess but Eddie wept like someone in a Victorian painting. </p><p>“I tried! Eddie I tried so many times but you were so closed off, you never told me anything.” </p><p>Eddie swallowed then nodded. “I guess I was.” </p><p>	Richie waited for him to say more but he didn’t. He was back to playing with the blanket. Taking a risk Richie stood and moved closer to Eddie, sitting next to him but not touching him. Eddie didn’t move back which Richie took as win. </p><p>	“Tell me now, please.” Richie practically begged. His hands reached out, almost grabbing Eddie’s but he stopped himself, instead folding them in his lap. Richie wasn’t sure he wanted to know but he wanted to keep talking. Eddie hadn’t kicked him out, which was more than he could have asked for.</p><p>	“I was working late Richie, like I told you.” </p><p>	“But why? We didn’t need the money. Why did you smell different?” </p><p>	Eddie looked at him again, almost smiling. “I was trying to cover up the smell of oil and gas. I was picking up shifts as a mechanic.” </p><p>	The air left his lungs. That explained a lot. Why when he called Eddie’s work he was never there. Why Eddie smelled different. Why he was so mysterious about it. </p><p>	But it didn’t answer his real question. “Why though?”</p><p>	Now Eddie did give him a small smile. “I was saving up, for a ring.” </p><p>	Richie’s mouth dropped open. It was the last thing he had expected Eddie to say. </p><p>Wordlessly he stood, walking to the kitchen and reaching to the top of the shelves, grabbing the small box that was hidden up there. He hadn’t been able to convince himself to take it when he moved out. It felt too final. Eddie watched him dust it off and return to his seat. Still not speaking Richie handed it to Eddie, watching him pop the top and take out the ring.</p><p>	It was a simple silver band with a small ruby in the middle. He’d gotten ‘my Eds’ engraved on the inside. He still loved it, it was the perfect ring to propose to Eddie with. </p><p>	“Oh Richie,” Eddie said, looking from the ring to him. </p><p>	“I fucked up Eds, I’m sorry. I should have known you’d never do that. But I got so worried. You’ve always been out of my league, I just assumed you finally realized it.”</p><p>	Putting the ring back Eddie grabbed Richie’s hands, holding them in his own. “Don’t say that, please. Richie,” Eddie’s voice caught. “I love you, exactly as you are.” </p><p>	Richie was close to crying again so he took a minute, looking at Eddie’s hands covering his. “I love you too.” The words left his lips effortlessly, he didn’t think he’d ever get to say them again. </p><p>	“Come home.” Eddie asked, squeezing his hands. “The bed is too big without you.” </p><p>	“Are you sure?” Richie ran through all the things he wanted to say. That he was still worried and that he’d get jealous again. That he might never feel worthy of Eddie. That he loved Eddie and wanted this to work.</p><p>	But before he could Eddie nodded. “I’m sure. We can do this, together.” </p><p>	That was enough for him. It wasn’t a promise that things would be perfect or that they’d never fight again. But it was an offer to try, an offer to talk things through and to work through things. </p><p>	He nodded and Eddie smiled again. He stood, still holding Richie’s hands, and lead him to the bedroom, where they fell asleep, curled together. </p><p>Tag List: 
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Awww Richie identifies as They???? Awwwwwww! Full support man.
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1000" data-orig-width="1000"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/898711d5f3d55f5eacea8307dd1f1682/tumblr_pinlue6kbE1uat1cy_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1000" data-orig-width="1000"/></figure><p>Thats pretty dang cash-money of you! Unlike my stinky parents- My folks love me but they definitely don’t understand me. - <b>Richie</b></p><p>(<i>Exuse the change in pen styles! I recently got a new drawing program and i wanted to do an ask with it :) ) </i></p>
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3. ronan and adam fight (open relationship issues: adam&#039;s jealous &#039;cause Ronan slept with Gansey). it&#039;s like this: adam standing in front of a doorway, sad and angry and helpless. ronan is passing him by, turning his head slightly towards him, whispering &quot;i&#039;m sorry. come back when you&#039;re ready to fuckin accept that. i love you.&quot; 4. ronan and adam making out on a couch with gansey (half) sleeping next to them 5. spin-the-bottle, blue must kiss ronan, they both are... not amused (it&#039;s so awkward!)
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Baby, my love isnt in the number of asks but in the love behind them.
<p>ajsjfosofbdi baby. </p><p>i love u. </p><p>like so much i can’t even put it into words right now. </p>
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143 113 and 57 ❤❤
<p>57. 

We could get struck by lightning, but you want to kiss in the rain.

</p><p>113. 

Are you high?

</p><p>143. 

Be serious for two minutes, please.

</p><hr><p>It had all turned to shit in a matter of seconds. </p><p>They had been strolling along the river, talking and enjoying their time together when the weather decided to turn on him. Rain came down in sheets, thunder clapped and lightning lit up the dark sky. Of course, people ran because why in the hell wouldn’t they? Any sane person would but Richie held onto Eddie’s arm, trying to justify staying out in the storm just a little bit longer. </p><p>“<i><b>We could get struck by lightning, but you want to kiss in the rain.</b></i>” Eddie laughed, the dress shirt he had picked out just for their night out clinging onto him like a second skin. His smile was beaming, his eyes amused and confused at the same time. Richie wanted to kiss him, to pepper him with the love he deserved. “

<i><b>Are you high</b></i>?” <br/></p><p>“I wish I was.” Richie shot right back, nervously shifting from one foot to another as yet another couple ran past them, seeking shelter in a nearby store. There was a weight in his pocket, a rock that kept him grounded to the moment. It had been weeks of planning, of awkward calls and getting advice. This moment had literally been years in the making and mother nature just had to fuck him over. “I mean maybe then I wouldn’t feel like I as gong to throw up.” <br/></p><p>“Was it the sushi because I told you not to-” <br/></p><p>“No it’s not he sushi,” Richie cut, shaking his head and pushing the dropping curls from his glasses. There was a terrifying chuckle rumbling in his chest, making him sound like a mad man. Eddie must have picked up on his uneasiness because he stopped trying to cover himself with his jacket and instead faced his boyfriend full on. “It’s you. It’s always been you Eddie.” <br/></p><p>“What’s going on.” Eddie asked, biting his bottom lip. There was a joke made, something from Richie’s go to bank that made the other boy scoff.  It had been automatic, but it was wrong in so may ways. “<i><b>Be serious for two minutes, please. </b></i>We are standing out here in the middle of a thunderstorm and you look like you’ve seen a fucking ghost. What’s wrong babe? Are you-” Eddie paused, a sob like noise coming from the back of his throat as he adjusted his drenched jeans. “Are you dumping me? In the rain?” <br/></p><p>“What!” Richie shouted, making his boyfriend jump. “Oh my god no! The exact opposite. Why would you think-” <br/></p><p>“Richie.” Eddie warned. <br/></p><p>Ungracefully he shoved his hand into the front of his pants, pulling out a red velvet box that was almost black from the moisture. Dropping to one knee he held it up, his heart pounding so hard against his ribs that it was a wonder how they hadn’t cracked. He forced a smile, even though all he wanted to do was blurt the first thing that came to mind-which was a mom joke-he stuck to the script that Beverly had helped him write. “Eddie Kaspbrak, I’ve loved you since we were thirteen and I know that I’m not the most handsome man or the most sympathetic or whatever but I am hopelessly in love with you. I can’t promise that it’ll be easy or it’ll always be fun but you should know-”</p><p>“Yes.” Eddie blurted, making Richie gape up to him. The rain continued to fall, large droplets falling between them making the space seem like miles rather than feet. With a crack of thunder Eddie laughed, really laughed as he dropped to his knees right in front of his lover. Grabbing hold of Richie’s collar he forced the trashmouth forward, kissing him full on the mouth in one feverish display of emotion. “Yes, of course I will marry you.” </p><p>Richie lunged for Eddie, wrapping his long arms around the smaller boys shoulders pulling him into a bone crushing hug. They sat there, in the middle of a raging storm, blissfully unaware of the world around them. It was just the two of them, lost in the moment that changed the course of their lives. Just Richie and Eddie, who never knew anyone other than each other, who deserved and wanted only this. </p><p><i>Love.</i></p><p><i>Home.</i></p><p><i>Forever. </i></p>
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Baby, my love isnt in the number of asks but in the love behind them.
<p>ajsjfosofbdi baby. </p><p>i love u. </p><p>like so much i can’t even put it into words right now. </p>
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my love, you are my love that i love.
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my love, you are my love that i love.
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Stozier first date hc
<ul><li>God they’re both such idiots about it<br/></li><li>It started as an elaborate joke that neither of them wanted to call chicken on because they wanted it to be true</li><li>Richie would joke flirt with Stan and Stan would tell him to shut up</li><ul><li>He secretly loved it, but he couldn’t tell Richie that. So he’d stick to his usual demeanor </li></ul><li>One day, Stan started flirting back. He was tired of the same old banter and he wanted to throw Richie off</li><li>It worked</li><li>The first time Stan flirted back, Richie sputtered and went all red in the face. Stan interpreted it as Richie being caught off guard</li><ul><li>Richie was actually just so flustered and nervous because what???</li></ul><li>Anyway, this becomes their new dynamic. Richie and Stan flirting. Everyone interprets it as a joke. They interpret it as a joke. But secretly, they both mean it?</li><li>Richie will walk up to Stan and be like, “Oh, you fine man. You’re looking like a whole ass snack in that button down.” </li><li>And later Stan will walk past Richie and just let out a low whistle, dragging his eyes up and down Richie’s really, really, really terrible gym uniform. </li><li>The best though, was when Richie tripped in the hall (a common occurrence) and Stan was in the right spot and the right time and caught him. They just stared at each other for a moment before Stan whispered, “Drop something, sweetheart?” </li><li>Richie couldn’t look at him for the rest of the day. </li><li>ANYWAY. Fast forward. Richie and Stan end up gay chickening each other into a date. And it’s a fucking WRECK. </li><li>Richie completely loses his mind over what to wear. He ends up trying to tame his hear with some awful dollar store hair gel and he looks like a complete nerd. He also wears a button down flannel with dark khaki pants. Its a fucking wreck. </li><li>Stan, on the other hand, is prim pressed and proper. On the outside, he looks completely put together. On the inside though. Lets just say he spent two hours in the store trying to figure out if he should buy Richie flowers. </li><li>He does</li><li>Richie is allergic to polin. Go figure. </li><li>They go out to dinner and end up making fun of each other for the entire night. Stan pulls on Richie’s gross gelled up curls and Richie undoes Stan’s bowtie for him.</li><li>Richie walks Stan to his door, like a true gentleman, and they say goodnight. Stan ends up kissing him and upon realizing what he did, bolts inside to lock the door. </li><li>Richie climbs through his window and kisses him as soon as he’s through the bedroom door. </li><li>When they go to school on Monday, they’re dating officially. No one can tell the difference. </li></ul>
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<p>97. Are you trying to flirt? Because, you’re embarrassing yourself.</p><p>The liquor was harsh against the back of his throat, burning a trail to his stomach. His once pristine tux now hung off of his shoulders lazily, his tie undone and shirt open. Luckily the open bar welcomed his sorry ass with warm arms, listening to his complaints and his bitter comments. The reception conditioned to rage on behind him, people danced, sang and rejoiced all the while he drowned his sorrows with bourbon. </p><p>“Are you going to sit around and mope or are you going to actually participate?” A sharp voice asked, making Richie flinch. “Your best friend just got married, the least you an do is pretend to be happy.” </p><p>“Listen <i>Beverly</i>,” The name came out in a slur, making his head ache. “I agreed to come, I didn’t agree to be happy.” </p><p>“Wow.” She whistled, unnamed. “You are really going to milk this entire thing aren’t you?” </p><p>“Looks like it.” </p><p>The girl beside him sighed, placing a gentle hand on his shoulder making him cringe at the sympathy that was in the action. Richie didn’t want this, he didn’t want anyone to feel sorry for him. He and Bill had broken up over a year ago, so what he had met a pretty young thing in LA and so what they were expecting a baby and getting married. That shouldn’t make him feel so shitty, so worthless and yet here he was with a hole in his heart and a sick feeling in his gut. Life was moving on and as per usual, Richie Tozier was being left behind. </p><p>“Look, why don’t you try and find someone to take home? Huh, a good romp in the sheets would do you good.” </p><p>“Are you suggesting I have a one night stand?” He faked a gasp, clutching his chest and looking over to her swollen belly and annoyed look. “Is Miss ‘commitment is key’ telling me to slum it with some slut?” </p><p>“I didn’t say slut.” Beverly corrected with a snap, “Ben and I are just tired of hearing you bitch about life and if getting your rocks off with someone you will never see again breaks you from this slump then so be it.” </p><p>“Hmmm.” Richie hummed, taking another long drink. “I’ll think about it.” </p><p>Beverly rolled her eyes, “You do that.” She left then, patting his arm and walking away from the stench that came from his breath. </p><p>Richie swirled his bourbon, looking down the length of the bar and watching as a well dressed man stepped up, motioning for the bartender. The guy was cute, with his soft brown hair and gentle eyes. He wasn’t tall or muscular which is what Richie usually went for but desperate times called for desperate measures. Slinking down three seats he forced a smile, brushing back his matted hair and adjusting his glasses. </p><p>“Hey there handsome, you uh-come here often.” </p><p>The guys eyes snapped to him, am annoyed frown crossing his features. “Excuse me?” He asked, offering Richie an escape. </p><p>Which of course, Richie opted to ignore. “I haven’t seen you around before, you a fan of the groom or bride? I bet you are for the groom right?” </p><p><b>“Are you trying to flirt? Because, you’re embarrassing yourself.” </b>The man snapped, a growl rumbling from the back of his throat. </p><p>“Fuck.” Richie groaned, rubbing his temples forcing the entire charade to melt away. “Yeah, sorry. I haven’t done this in a long time.” </p><p>The guys features softened at the honesty in Richie’s words, his drink being placed in front of him but he ignored it as he turned to face the trashmouth full on. Richie looked up to him, noting how absolutely adorable he looked with his heart shaped face and button nose. “I’m sorry too. I didn’t really want to come here except my friend dragged me because he thought he couldn’t get a date but he found some guy on the dance floor and now I’m drinking alone.” </p><p>“Oh. That sucks.” </p><p>“Yep, story of my life.” </p><p>The music slowed, and it was apparent that it was an indication of some kind of wedding tradition. Richie tried to busy himself, not to watch his ex and his new bride twirl around the dance floor, blissfully unaware of his sullen emotion. “So you didn’t answer, are you here for the bride or the groom?” </p><p>The nameless man raised an eyebrow, taking a sip of his martini. “I honestly thought that was a question to ask if I was gay.” He laughed, the noise so light that Richie felt his head spin. “The bride is a coworker of mine, we were invited because she want’s to transfer into my ward.” </p><p>“Your what?” </p><p>“I’m the head pediatrician of the children ward at Saint Francis hospital.” He explained, shrugging the title off of his shoulder. “Most nurses want to work with kids, they are so much nicer than adults. Audra has been trying to transfer for months.” </p><p>“Ah, so a doctor huh? That’s hot.” </p><p>“Right, sure.” He jeered, scoffing. “Long hours and late nights. Totally screw worthy.” </p><p>“Meh, you would be surprised, a lot of people have a doctor fetish. Me included” It was just an add in, an shot in the dark but it caught the man’s attention none the less. Richie sputtered for a moment, the words lacking until he finally spat out. “Honestly I was just looking for a one night stand but I can see you’re not that type of person. It’s just nice to talk to someone who isn’t gushing over the lovely couple.” </p><p>“A one night stand huh?” The guy asked, tapping a finger against his drink as he hummed. “What are you having some kind of self destruction streak?” </p><p>“Kinda.” Richie admitted, “The groom is my ex.” </p><p>“Oh really?” The man asked, turning his head and staring at the dance floor for a moment before coming back to Richie. “Do you have a room upstairs?” </p><p>“I do but I don’t think-”</p><p>“Alright let’s go.” He cut, downing his martini in one gulp, whipping his lips against his extensive suit. “Mike’s gone and I’ll have to call a cab anyways so might as well end this shitty night with a bang.” </p><p>“W-what?” Richie sputtered, gaping awkwardly. </p><p>“You’re attractive, in your own dorky looking way. I’m sure you are acquitted in bed but I’ve got to be honest, it has been a <i>long </i>time since I’ve well-you know.” </p><p>The song behind them ended, the venue erupting in a cloud of cheers. Richie couldn’t pry himself from the man that stood before him, the once caramel eyes now dark and lustful. It was like some kind of movie, a shitty romcom that ended with a cut sex scene and shitty confession. Still, there was an appeal to the man, a honest feeling boiling in the pit of his stomach. “I don’t even know your name.” Richie confessed, slightly whimpering as the man placed a scorching palm on his inner thigh, leaning to whisper into his ear as if it was a secret. </p><p>“Eddie.” </p><p>“Richie.” He replied back, chewing on his inner cheep to conceal the moan in the back of his throat. </p><p>“Well Richie, are you going to take me upstairs or what?” </p><p><i>Fuck</i>, Richie thought as he lead the eager man though the sea of people and towards the exit. <i>This guy is going to be the death of me.</i></p>
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what kind of blogs do you follow
<p>I follow a wide range of blogs to make sure my own blog content is as inconsistent and annoying as possible</p>
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My favourite part of last night was you typoing everyones name, D included.
<p>Oh boy, you would have really loved the part where I typo’d Russell 10 times and then went <i>fuck you and your name you fucking bitch.</i></p><p>See also: </p><p>Kept asking Cody how his hot mom was. </p><p>Sang a love song to <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYDdVROLCmSc6nVWvu_v0Pw">@izyuumi</a> and stopped in the middle like “WAIT IS THIS A LOVE SONG?”</p><p>Convinced Jeri I was having a stroke because I couldn’t type for shit.</p><p>Told <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> she gets more love than my others wives because she’s wife #1</p><p><b>Tried to explain the fucking resident evil licker monster to someone.</b></p><p>Actively said the line <i>I’m a clown enthusiast that’s why I’m friend’s with D. (Dee as my typing put it.)</i></p>
Tags: :D, wife tag
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Ameliaaa my favorite potterhead ❤ who I can freak out about anything harry potter related and would still listen to me, I looooveee you!!!!
<p>Mooonnssseeeee you are the BEST!! I love talking about Harry Potter with you and everything about you!!! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="200" data-orig-width="346" data-tumblr-attribution="endlessrage:4jR4OSxf_0Ruqw8Y1QRSIg:Z5okLs2Eb5uNl"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/835c85e04439303ce74d5ead3d8c2646/tumblr_ogjq1yXPug1spy1u3o1_400.gif" data-orig-height="200" data-orig-width="346"/></figure>
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NSFW prompt. Stan walks in on Mike working out, shirtless, and they bone.
<p>Wow. Damn I loved writing this. </p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16616990/chapters/38973056"><b>Read here on AO3 </b></a></p>
<p>Also <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> I want my prize. </p>
<p>NSFW times ahead!</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>With an overflowing laundry basket in hand Stan made his way down stairs, carefully to avoid the rickety step. He had been putting off laundry for weeks and finally had time to do it. He had put aside the afternoon to knock out as much of the pile as he could.</p>
<p>As he reached the bottom step he saw that he wasn’t alone. That wasn’t unusual, sharing a house with all the other losers meant that there was usually someone else around. Stan liked it that way. It was one of the reasons he’d agreed to move in with all his friends after graduation, so he’d have someone around to talk to and hang out with. Coming home to hear music playing or a lighthearted argument about which Marvel movie was best (Richie insisted that it was Iron Man 2 and no one could let that go) were normal, welcome things.</p>
<p>However this situation was different. This time ‘not alone’ meant that there was a shirtless, sweaty Mike in the basement who was working out on his barbell set. One of Mike’s requirements for moving in had been that he could use some of the basement space to work out in. He had played football and baseball through college and now that they had graduated he refused to ‘let himself go’ as he put it. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180119023717/nsfw-prompt-stan-walks-in-on-mike-working-out" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: morning reblog, nsfw, stanlon
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Any pairing where they break into giggles midway through sex pls
<p>Imma do Benverly bc they. Need. love. Anyways NSFW under the cut.<b><br/></b></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178807966449/any-pairing-where-they-break-into-giggles-midway" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: benverly, nsfw, yesss
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&lsquo;Inept- having or showing no skill; clumsy&rsquo; why dont u just throw the whole boy away huh? (Jsnsnsnd i just thought that was funny and seriously. I know not as many people would read it but write ur truth dude. If ur gut is telling you want to write this stanlon fic, then you should)
<p>Hey, it’s hard to learn to poison people correctly - like, you don’t want to murder them but you need something more than a stomach ache. It’s tricky. </p><p>But thank you, I will definitely consider it (and whether Stan Stan the poisoner man is my ‘truth’). </p>
Tags: Anonymous
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Reblog key: KMNJWFSe
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Reblog name: 
Fuck dude i would read that poisoner stan fic in a heartbeat! The world needs more stanlon or even stan centered fics
<p>Anon, you are dangerous. </p><p>(I agree, more Stanlon and more Stan. Especially inept poisoner Stan) </p>
Tags: Anonymous
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Um, and this Stan getting hot watching Mike work out thing you posted? Hellooooo that was awesome! They&rsquo;re just so good together, aren&rsquo;t they?
<p>Stan needing to sing children’s songs to cover up how much he likes Mike is a damn mood. </p><p>And yes, they’d perfect and I love them with my wholeass heart. </p>
Tags: stanlon, Stan can't handle it a sweaty Mike, which is kinda fair, mrs-vh
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🌻 feed us pls - sunshinestanley
<p><b>steddie + sunflowers </b></p><p>stan’s allergic to flowers and pollen. </p><p>but he loves the way that flowers look, and when he was a kid he would collect bundles of flowers neatly, and wrap them in paper around the stems. they would always make him sneeze, but the decoration they provided would always make him smile, even if he had to adjust the flowers to be in the perfect position. </p><p>when stan is 14, he starts to collect flowers for eddie. </p><p>it’s an innocent thing. he occasionally gives flowers to any of his friends, of course, a simple gift to show his love and appreciation. richie often wears his in his hair, ben presses them into his books, beverly puts them in a little jar she keeps next to her bed, mike sticks them in the pocket of his overalls and bill keeps them in his memory book. however, the most important flowers and bouquets are for eddie. </p><p>they’re intricate. for stan, they have to be perfect. it’s an internal thing. it’s partially because of his own perfectionism, unable to create a product that is anything short of the best, but it’s also because stan knows that eddie deserves nothing short of the best. he wants eddie to look at the flowers and recognize the love, effort, and time put into them. </p><p>he sneezes as he works the twine around the paper. </p><p>when he finally gives eddie the small bouquet that evening, meeting up near stan’s house, eddie’s eyes are sparkling. he looks bewildered and disbelieving. the expression makes stan’s tummy feel like it could explode. </p><p>finally, eddie gets out: “for me?”</p><p>stan’s eyebrows furrow. he thinks that it’s obvious, right? he’s holding the bouquet out in front of him, the flowers meticulously arranged. there’s daisies and buttercups and daffodils and in the middle, a small sunflower. of course it’s for eddie. </p><p>“of course it’s for you,” stan settles on, and eddie’s expression falls into one of a blush, and he looks almost devious as he steps forward, closer to stan. stan thinks he’s about to grab the flowers, so he holds his hand out for eddie to take the bouquet, but instead, eddie’s arms wrap around stan’s neck, pulling him close. “oh.”</p><p>stan feels tingly. he maybe feels a little in love, too.</p><p>eddie’s arms around him are warm. eddie’s lips are even warmer. </p><p>it is the first bouquet of many. </p>
Tags: steddie, oh wow, soft
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hi! would you ever write a chaptered fic on poisoner! stan? i really enjoyed it, and i love your fics, and i still have theories👀
<p>Oh my dude, in a heartbeat. I have a thought for plot and everything. The problem is that I’m not sure people would read it- Stanlon fics don’t always get a lot of love. </p><p>So mark it down as a solid maybe. </p>
Tags: stanlon, my prompts, and possible fics, it-bith
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Oh but you are absolutely right. Richie and Bill think they are so hot with those pubes on their faces and everyone else just gags. Eddie always tries to get Richie to shave. Stan likes to comb Mike&rsquo;s beard a lot and Mike eventually decides to never shave again. Beverly LOVES Ben&rsquo;s beard because it&rsquo;s just perfect for him. And then it is revealed that Beverly has gotten in on the fun and hasn&rsquo;t shaved for the month either &mdash; you know where. 😏
<p>Yes, I see Richie as being so damn proud of his nasty ass patchy beard. Him and Bill are constantly comparing and both are like ‘yea it’s definitely thicker today, for sure.’ </p><p>Mike and Ben both look hella hot. I don’t make the rules.  And yes, both of them are like&hellip;oh..maybe I will keep this&hellip;</p>
Tags: mrs-vh
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NSFW prompt. Stan walks in on Mike working out, shirtless, and they bone.
<p>Wow. Damn I loved writing this. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16616990/chapters/38973056"><b>Read here on AO3 </b></a></p><p>Also <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> I want my prize. </p><p>NSFW times ahead!</p><p><b></b></p><p>With an overflowing laundry basket in hand Stan made his way down stairs, carefully to avoid the rickety step. He had been putting off laundry for weeks and finally had time to do it. He had put aside the afternoon to knock out as much of the pile as he could.</p><p>As he reached the bottom step he saw that he wasn’t alone. That wasn’t unusual, sharing a house with all the other losers meant that there was usually someone else around. Stan liked it that way. It was one of the reasons he’d agreed to move in with all his friends after graduation, so he’d have someone around to talk to and hang out with. Coming home to hear music playing or a lighthearted argument about which Marvel movie was best (Richie insisted that it was Iron Man 2 and no one could let that go) were normal, welcome things.</p><p>However this situation was different. This time ‘not alone’ meant that there was a shirtless, sweaty Mike in the basement who was working out on his barbell set. One of Mike’s requirements for moving in had been that he could use some of the basement space to work out in. He had played football and baseball through college and now that they had graduated he refused to ‘let himself go’ as he put it. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>One glance told Stan that Mike had nothing to worry about. He was doing curls ups on a bar, slowing raising and lowering himself. His muscles were taut and Stan could see the sheen of sweat on him, some rolling off and hitting the floor. He kept making small grunt noises as he worked. Stan felt a pull in the bottom of his stomach, the unbidden thought about whether Mike make those same noises during sex coming to his mind. </p><p>	Stan wasn’t sure precisely when his feelings toward Mike went from ‘wow we’re really good friends’ to ‘wow I want you to fuck me senseless’ but the shift had definitely occurred. It made him awkward around Mike, it was hard for him to sit by Mike without thinking about how close they were, what parts of them were touching. And he hated hearing about Mike’s dates, usually choosing to leave the room instead. Stan was sure Mike noticed but he was too polite to say anything. He was trying desperately to get over his crush, knowing that it couldn’t go anywhere.</p><p>	It took him a minute to realize that he was staring and that Mike hadn’t seen him yet. He was rapidly veering into creeper territory so as he finished his descent he coughed, loud enough that Mike looked over and smiled at him. Stan managed not to melt. </p><p>	“Hey Stan, laundry day?” Mike asked, dropping off the bar and walking over. </p><p>	He nodded, “Work has been so busy that I haven’t had time- and the machine is finally fixed after Richie’s weird fish experiment.” </p><p>	Mike laughed, Stan could feel him watching as he walked over and started putting in his first load. He asked about work, and how it was going and Stan asked about his grad program. It was nice, Stan forgot how much he missed talking to Mike. And as long as he didn’t turn around and look at his bare torso he could keep talking. </p><p>	Eventually he was done sorting and had to start the machine, Turning to Mike he said, “See you in forty five minutes.” </p><p>	He was halfway to the stairs when Mike called out, “Hey Stan, wait.” He turned, seeing Mike standing awkwardly. “Can you spot me? On the bench?” He pointed to the low bench as he talked.</p><p>	He looked from sweaty Mike, his sweatpants hanging criminally low, to the bar, which had the weights already stacked on either side. “I’m not sure how helpful I’ll be.” He stammered. Stan’s weight lifting consisted solely of lifting binoculars for watching birds. </p><p>	“You don’t have to do much, just make sure I don’t die if they fall.” Mike said, lowering himself onto the bench. “Please?” </p><p>	“I-fine.” Stan relented, walking behind Mike. “Tell me what to do.”</p><p>	“Watch me, if it looks like the weights are too heavy help me lift them back up. I’ll try to tell you before that happens though.” Mike told him, lifting the weights off the bar. Stan realized that Mike had given him permission to stare. He watched as Mike carefully lowered the bar, his muscles bulging. He wasn’t sure Mike needed him, he seemed to be lifting the weights without any trouble, Stan thought as he watched the sweat roll off Mike. It dripped from his forehead to his chest, rolling down into the small cave on his clavicle. It was unreal how attractive Stan found it, wanting to grab a towel and wipe Mike off, especially his chest. </p><p>	Stan realized that his thoughts were veering into more-than-friendly territory as he thought about toweling Mike off all over or just licking the sweat off. To distract himself he started to hum. </p><p>	Mike paused, arms bent and glanced at Stan. “Are you humming wheels on the bus?”</p><p>	Stan stopped, realizing that that was exactly what he was doing. He had just finished the section with ‘The wipers on the bus go Swish, swish, swish; Swish, swish, swish’.</p><p> “Um, yes.” </p><p>	The other man laughed. “Why?” </p><p>	“Just trying to keep my mind off other things.”</p><p>	Mike raised and lowered the weights again before asking, “Like what?”</p><p>	“Work,” Stan lied. “Things have been hectic lately, I’m stressed.”</p><p>	Now Mike hung up the weights, sitting up. “Work out with me, it’s great for stress.”</p><p>	He scoffed. “I’m not you Mike, I can’t do a push up to save my life.” </p><p>	“I can help you.” Mike said, grabbing a set of light weights. “We’ll start with bicep curls, it’s easy.”</p><p>	“In my sweater?” Stan asked, gesturing to his beige oversized sweater. </p><p>	“You’re right, you’ll overheat. Take it off,” Mike suggested. Then, realizing what he said blushed slightly and added, “If you want.”</p><p>	Stan pulled off the sweater. He was wearing a light tank top underneath and tried not to shiver as the basement air hit his arms. “We’ll get you warmed up.” Mike said, handing Stan the weights and moving behind him. “I’ll show you form.” Mike pressed against Stan, he could feel Mike’s sweat on his back and the heat from his chest soaking into him.</p><p> “Don’t want improper form.” Stan managed to say without squeaking. </p><p>	Mike wrapped an arm around his waist, the other covering Stan’s arm. “You want to keep your elbow against your side then slowly raise and lower the weights.” Mike said as he demonstrated the action with Stan’s arm. “Got it?” He asked, letting go of Stan’s arm but not moving back. His other hand was on Stan’s stomach, fingers splayed against it. “Gotta keep your abs on at all times.” He said, lightly pressing his fingers in. </p><p>	Stan swallowed then nodded, trying to focus on lifting the weight. It was impossible. He could feel Mike’s breath on his neck and all of Mike was pressed against him. He gave a half hearted pump of the weight and Mike chuckled. “Keep going.” </p><p>	Mike shifted against him, his hips seeming to press into Stan as he continued the motion. Stan forced himself to focus on that, until Mike told him to switch arms. He did and Mike moved slightly, Stan felt him shift back. “Oh, I got you all wet.” Mike said, running his hand down Stan’s back. “Sorry.”</p><p>	Stan was certain he was going to die. He uttered something like, ‘it’s fine’ and Mike moved back against him. He knew he was bright red but at least Mike was behind him and couldn’t see his face. Mike had switched hands, his right one was now on Stan’s stomach, his pinky resting on the waistband of Stan’s sweatpants. He could feel the heat of his hand through his thin shirt and felt himself growing hard as Mike’s fingers pressed into him. “Stand straight.” He said and Stan adjusted his posture, trying to obey. As he did he arched into Mike and felt something pressing against him in Mike’s pants. </p><p>	Mike must have known that Stan felt it because he instantly leapt back. “Fuck, sorry. Fuck.” Mike said as Stan turned around, looking at him in awe. Mike was rubbing his face and looked humiliated. Stan’s eyes trailed down to the bulge in his sweatpants. </p><p>	“I didn’t mean to- I was just trying to help. I swear.” Mike said, looking off to the side. “I just wanted to be close to you.” </p><p>	Stan took a cautious step forward. It was rare to see Mike flustered, Stan thought he could count the times on one hand.</p><p> “Close to me?” </p><p>	Mike nodded and looked at him. “You already know that, isn’t that why you’ve been avoiding me? Because you figured out how I felt?”</p><p>	“What? No, no.” A dry chuckle escaped Stan. “I was avoiding you because I-” He paused then made himself press on. “I like you.” He tried to make it clear what kind of ‘like’ he mean. “And I didn’t want you to hate me.”</p><p>	Mike stepped forward and put a hand on Stan’s cheek, drawing him in. “I could never hate you.” His brown eyes met Stan’s green ones and he smiled. “You like me?” Stan nodded and Mike exhaled audibly. “Fuck Stan, I want to kiss you.” </p><p>	Rather than waiting for Mike Stan plunged forward, his lips meeting Mike’s. Mike’s other hand came up, gripping Stan’s face to keep him close. Stan pushed him against a wall, practically falling into him in an effort to get closer. Stan didn’t let himself think, instead running his hands over Mike’s torso and enjoying how he arched into his touch. Mike’s hands moved down from his face to Stan’s back then his ass, giving it a squeeze. He groaned into Mike’s mouth, grinding against him. Mike pushed a leg between Stan’s, giving him some friction that he desperately needed. </p><p>	“Fuck Stan,” Mike said as Stan moved his mouth to Mike’s broad shoulders, finally getting to lick the skin that he’d been dreaming about. It was salty and and he could feel Mike shuddering under him. </p><p>	“Is this too fast?” Stan murmured, licking a long stripe up Mike’s adam’s apple. </p><p>	“Not for me,” Mike said, his hands splaying on Stan’s hips, holding him close. “Do you want to slow down?’</p><p>	Stan shook his head, pressing a kiss to the hollow of Mike’s throat. Part of him was convinced that this had to be a dream and that if he stopped he’d wake up. He felt Mike shift and then those confident hands picked him up, forcing him to wrap his legs around Mike as they changed positions. Mike pressed Stan into the wall, hands cupping his ass as Mike ground against him. Stan’s hands gripped his back, trying desperately to keep him close. </p><p>	“God, Mike,” Stan whine, aware of how broken his voice was. Mike was thrusting into him and he could feel how hard Mike was, even through the layers of clothes. </p><p>	“Want you Stan, I’ve wanted you for years.” Mike said, hips still jutting against him. </p><p>	“Then fuck me, please, Mike. I want you to.” Stan asked, enjoying the wide eyed look of surprise that he got from Mike. </p><p>	“Are you sure?” He asked. Stan could only nod and wrap his legs tighter, trying to force their erections to grind together. He whined, the contact wasn’t enough, he wanted to feel all of Mike.</p><p> “Okay but, fuck, not down here. Not in the basement. I’m going to carry you up to my room.”</p><p>	“Carry me?” Stan asked, looking at him incredulously. </p><p>	Mike nodded. “If you think I’m putting you down you’re fucking crazy.” He kissed Stan again then pulled back, “is that okay?” </p><p>	Stan felt a smile tug at his lips. This was one of the reasons he liked Mike, he was constantly checking in, making sure things were okay and that he wasn’t pushing anyone’s boundaries. </p><p>He nodded and Mike started walking, easily carrying Stan up the stairs and to his first floor bedroom. Stan loved Mike’s room, he had several plants in it and a small window box where he grew herbs. It always smelled like spring. Mike opened the door and laid Stan on the bed, lowering himself down to kiss him again. Stan’s arms wrapped around him, pulling him closer. Mike’s lips were firm and persistent against Stan’s, enough that Stan knew without a doubt how much he wanted this. He tried not to whine as Mike shifted against him, his weight new but still comforting on Stan. When Mike ground into him he did groan, arching into him, silently asking for more. </p><p>	“Can I take off your shirt?” Mike asked. He nodded and sat up, letting Mike pull off his shirt, tossing it aside. Stan pulled Mike down onto him, enjoying the skin to skin contact. Mike moved over Stan, rutting into him and Stan gasped at the sensation. He wanted more of Mike, wanted to feel him everywhere, but also wanted to enjoy this, being able to look up and see Mike and feel him pressed against him. </p><p>	Mike was pressing kisses into his neck and started to move down, sliding slowly off Stan and lowering his lips to Stan’s nipple, swirling his tongue over it. “Mike!” He bucked up, feeling Mike’s hot breath on him as he laughed. </p><p>	“You’re so responsive Stan.” Mike commented, moving to his other nipple. His hand played at Stan’s pants button, fingers nearly pressing under the hem. “Can I touch you?” He asked before lowering his mouth again and latching on to suck. </p><p>	Stan let out a long whine, nodding furiously. But he could tell Mike wanted verbal confirmation, his fingers just continued to trace above Stan’s pants, running over his hips and stomach.</p><p>	“Yes, Mike, please.” Stan’s voice came out broken. He needed Mike to touch him. Mike lifted his mouth, pressing a kiss to the center of his chest and then unbuttoning Stan’s pants, sliding them and his underwear off. </p><p>	Mike paused, staring down at him and Stan started to curl in on himself, feeling exposed, but Mike grabbed his hands, gently forcing him back down. “Beautiful Stan, you’re beautiful.” He said, bending back down to kiss Stan’s hips. </p><p>	He wanted to argue but then Mike’s hand was on him, gliding over his erection. “Oh Mike.” He stammered, his hands reaching for Mike. Mike offered Stan his free hand, winding their fingers together as his other one moved on Stan. Mike’s touch was light and gentle, clearly trying to stretch out his enjoyment. He moved in long, unhurried strokes, watching Stan’s reactions as he groaned and bit his lip. </p><p>	“Mike, please, I want you in me.” Stan finally said, squeezing Mike’s hand. </p><p>	Mike bent down and kissed him. “Okay,” He pulled back and smiled at Stan. “This is really happening huh?”</p><p>	“It had better be.” He said, watching Mike shuck his pants and briefs. Mike was fit and Stan let his eyes roam over him, especially how his muscles moved as he bent over. </p><p>	Mike chuckled at his comment, grabbing the lube and condom before coming back to Stan. He ran a hand over Stan’s thigh, stopping at his hole and circling it with a finger. Stan was about to complain again that he was taking too long but Mike leaned over, kissing Stan’s forehead. “Let me enjoy this Stan, I’ve wanted this for a long time.” He squeezed some lube on his finger and circled Stan’s hole again. </p><p>	“Me too,” Stan said, letting out a shuddering sigh as Mike pushed in. “Me too Mike.” </p><p>	“Good,” Mike bent down, peppering kisses on Stan’s thighs as he started to move his finger. Stan wanted more, he wanted Mike to move faster but Mike seemed content to go slow, not adding another finger until Stan was nearly begging. He took even longer to add the third finger, praising Stan the whole time.</p><p>	Stan cried out as Mike crooked a finger, hitting his prostate straight on. “Mike, fuck me, now.” He demanded, opening his eyes to a very pleased looking Mike. Stan grabbed the condom and ripped it open before sitting up. He rolled it onto Mike, pleased to see him gasp as he did. </p><p>	“Glad that I have some effect on you.” Stan said, palming the head of Mike’s erection and watching how his eyes closed and hips rolled. </p><p>	Mike leaned over, removing his fingers and kissing Stan soundly before crawling back on top of him. “You have all sorts of effects on me.” Mike promised, grinding against Stan. They kissed for another minute before Stan was arching into him again, desperate to feel Mike inside him.</p><p>	With one more kiss Mike grabbed himself and Stan felt him against his hole. Stan grabbed Mike’s shoulders, letting out a shuddering breath as Mike sunk into him. “Mike,” he gasped as Mike bottomed out. </p><p>	“Are you okay?” Mike asked, bending down to capture Stan’s lips again. Stan nodded and Mike started to move slowly, letting Stan adjust. His finger dug into Mike’s shoulders, overwhelmed by the sensation- especially when Mike thrust back into him with force, making both cry out. This continued, Mike keeping up his slow pace as he kissed Stan fiercely.</p><p>	“Mike, can we-” Stan started, then stopped as Mike began to move faster. </p><p>	“What? Anything for you.” Mike said, bending down to kiss his neck and shoulders. </p><p>	“Pin me against the wall again, please.” </p><p>	Mike sat up slightly, smiling down at him. “You liked that?” </p><p>	“So much.” </p><p>	“Hold onto me.” Mike told him and Stan wrapped his legs and arms around Mike, cling to him then he felt himself being lifted off the bed and brought to the wall. Mike pressed him against it, their chests firmly pressed together. </p><p>	“Fuck!” He cried out as Mike started to move again. Mike’s hands were spreading his cheeks, letting him get deeper inside him. “Mike, Mike.” He chanted, burying his head in Mike’s shoulders. </p><p>	“Stan, baby, you feel so good around me.” Mike grunted, “So hot and tight.” </p><p>	Stan could only nod as Mike continued. He was hard, and close, but his erection was sandwiched between them and he couldn’t reach it. Mike seemed to realize this because he nudged Stan after a few minutes, making him look up. “Okay if I put you down so I can touch you?” </p><p>	He nodded again, kissing Mike. “Yes.” Stan slowly unwound his legs and Mike put him down, turning Stan around so he faced the door before sliding back into him. Stan whined at the new angle and Mike’s hand slid around him, grabbing his erection and pumping. His other hand when to Stan’s chest, playing with a nipple.</p><p>	“So hot like this Stan, spread out for me, I can barely stand it.” Mike said as he thrust. Stan turned his head so Mike could kiss him messily. Mike’s thrusts became quicker and his hand dropped to Stan’s hip, gripping it tightly as he came, uttering a single “Fuck,” as he did. </p><p>	Stan wasn’t far behind, Mike’s thumb swept his head and he felt the familiar tug at the bottom of his stomach before the white bliss of an orgasm overtook him. He painted the wall of Mike’s wall with his cum, nearly collapsing against it after. </p><p>	Mike kissed Stan’s shoulder again and then pulled out, throwing the condom away and leading Stan to his bed where they curled into each other. Stan fought off falling asleep, forcing his eyes open so he could look at Mike. “That really happened,” He said, half asking.</p><p>	Mike took Stan’s hand, playing with his fingers. “It did.”</p><p>	“And it can happen again?”</p><p>	He chuckled. “So many more times.” He kissed Stan. “I’m glad you came downstairs to do laundry.”</p><p>	“I’m glad you were smooth enough to show me how to work out. Good pick up line.”</p><p>	Mike moved closer, nuzzling Stan. “That wasn’t a line, I just want to be near you. I didn’t think it would end like this.” </p><p>	Stan smirked. “Lucky me.” </p><p>	“Lucky us.” Mike said, kissing his forehead. </p><p>Tag List: 
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<figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1c69a0471b5685898d6d5f29c10538ce/tumblr_inline_piq69vAaSu1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p>A hibiscus rose latte! But I also like those obnoxious sugary kind of frappuccinos, but I have to watch it because of the obvious too much sugar factor.</p><p>And we talked later that night! I called him to apologize for bailing on him.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
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Tags: 

Post id: 180503454837
Date: Sun, 25 Nov 2018 21:12:19
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180503454837/any-real-good-stanlon-smut-fic-recs
Slug: any-real-good-stanlon-smut-fic-recs
Reblog key: 6LS5WR1F
Reblog url: https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/180503250084/any-real-good-stanlon-smut-fic-recs
Reblog name: honeybeehanlon
any real good stanlon smut fic recs?
<p>Not to beat my own dick but I wrote a lot of stanlon smut because there isn’t a lot in the fandom, to begin with, but if you want a filthy disaster by your’s truly, read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15636345">‘Diamonds Are A Boy’s Best Friend’</a>. The majority of the stanlon smut fics aren’t really that smutty (tragically) but here are some really good ones (consider this a fic recommendation as well): </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16491968">living for your every move</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m8vyZOGxkhCVbhTs60BUq-w">@tozierbraks</a> (sequel to the DELIGHTFUL secret admirer au that makes my lil heart soar) <br/></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15399663">Personal space</a> by my angel, my homie <a href="https://tmblr.co/mpPtiIEcwspBPM3eAkz69xw">@coochietucci</a> (dom/sub elements, hurt/comfort, praise kink. 11/10 smut fic I’ve read this at <i>least</i> 7 times over I can’t get enough of this fic) <br/></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13470000">Waiting To Exhale</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m17Hc2OYe31YjdGqWL6K1CQ">@thegreatwhiteferret</a> (Dom/sub elements, orgasm control. This fic is so so sweet!! Also there’s some cute ass reddie in there as well. I’ve read this fic about 5 times I think it’s lovely)<br/></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14144196">Priceless</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-Fl__Ru0UowsvKOfr06lQg">@merrickstorms</a> (Just fucking delightful. Honestly I need to set aside some time to reread this because it is just so. damn. perfect.) <br/></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13337730">When The Tin Roof Gets To Talkin’</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m17Hc2OYe31YjdGqWL6K1CQ">@thegreatwhiteferret</a> (first time, i think, but it’s really fluffy and adorable we love soft boys)<br/></p><p>(Honorable Mention): <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14024664">camera control</a> by LetMeLeadForever on AO3 (This isn’t really stanlon, but it’s so fucking hot I hate how much I enjoyed this fic but it has to be shared). </p><p>Feel free to add any others! (please. we’re dying.) </p>
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<p>Duh. I’m amazing. </p>
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<p>76. 

I think you need stitches

</p>
<p>114. 

No, you’re MY bitch.
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<p>I’m not a huge ABO person- sorry! But if you’ve already read all of @happytreasure’s works then there’s two others I can rec:</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14199159/chapters/32731044">Ties that Bind </a>by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m17Hc2OYe31YjdGqWL6K1CQ">@thegreatwhiteferret</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16037801">All this time, I was waiting for you </a>by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a></p><p>(also I happen to know that <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> is writing one but it’s not out yet so, be ready for it) </p><p>Anyone else have others?? </p>
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Date: Sun, 25 Nov 2018 13:20:37
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180489476697/could-you-please-tag-me-in-rattle-the-stars-it
Slug: could-you-please-tag-me-in-rattle-the-stars-it
Reblog key: vi6mdHph
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Could you please tag me in &ldquo;rattle the stars&rdquo; it sounds amazing
<p>Happily! You’re on the tag list! Thank you!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="223" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="daengerous-af:7cIAP18HKrzA-8y38SuIhw:ZBGTzg2R5jisw"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/517af9dce513b73434c3bde4eaf2bfc8/tumblr_oy063ibHjz1vv8lygo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="223" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: leahbby02

Post id: 180489053832
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Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180489053832/can-i-please-please-please-be-tagged-in-rattle
Slug: can-i-please-please-please-be-tagged-in-rattle
Reblog key: 8FAUqcpK
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Can I please please PLEASE be tagged in &ldquo;Rattle the Stars&rdquo;?? I&rsquo;m so excited
<p>Heck yes! Glad you’re excited! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="281" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="slevpyisak:rZ2BbiVNiVOJI6q44I9k4Q:ZMUuqg2dbCH_A"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0c99419ca242ec70a0d8ab662b16099f/tumblr_phy2y4wHnm1vwy50zo3_500.gif" data-orig-height="281" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180488637127/can-i-please-be-on-the-tag-list-for-rattle-the
Slug: can-i-please-be-on-the-tag-list-for-rattle-the
Reblog key: OlOXIvNU
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Can I please be on the tag list for Rattle the Stars? I loved the first chapter and I can&rsquo;t wait to see how it plays out. Thank you if you can.
<p>Thank you! Yes, of course!! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="275" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="dont-be-too-scared:i1ftr4aEIyxX1KdFPu9bNw:Zie3dk1koTShz"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/264a32a0f0b3937b9174a8092982a8bc/tumblr_nocp66kmQO1uuft0to1_500.gif" data-orig-height="275" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Post id: 180488604472
Date: Sun, 25 Nov 2018 12:51:42
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180488604472/hey-could-i-be-on-your-taglist-for-rattle-the
Slug: hey-could-i-be-on-your-taglist-for-rattle-the
Reblog key: 5HzObFSF
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
hey!! could i be on your taglist for rattle the stars? my URL is adhdtozier :)
<p>Of course!! You’re added!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="240" data-orig-width="320" data-tumblr-attribution="satariichan:IjynJ-MFztw7ZsE3sf9AGg:ZUZRsx22NRteq"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/fef29f32b78929df263341296f040bd6/tumblr_o3482c8bfg1qgwpqno1_400.gif" data-orig-height="240" data-orig-width="320"/></figure>
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Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Pretty please put me on your tag list for everything! This new fic sounds awesome!!! 😘
<p>Get ready for lots of reddie content! &lt;3 &lt;3 </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="390" data-orig-width="498" data-tumblr-attribution="everythingstarstuff:L68w-ReQbQW-nXhvbTv2zg:ZMvb2k2af99iN"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/430dd34154cfbd3453d745e003421d15/tumblr_pd5ytuzRqr1uauof6o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="390" data-orig-width="498"/></figure>
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Slug: how-about-some-fluffy-reddie-piggy-back-rides
Reblog key: KjuG7KH9
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How about some fluffy reddie piggy back rides???
<p>Ask and you shall receive. Enjoy this ~mildly~ nsfw Reddie fluff, happy Thanksgiving weekend drunkards ;)<br/></p>
<h2><b>[Title: Pie, Then Uber]</b></h2>
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Richie Tozier x Eddie Kaspbrak </p>
<p><b>Words: </b>2k<b> </b></p>
<p><b>Warnings:</b> language, (mild) explicit content, tooth rotting fluFF</p>
<hr><p>Resting his head comfortably on Eddie’s shoulder, Richie took an obscenely large sip of his wine then whispered with a sultry heat into his ear, “<i>Baby</i>.”</p>
<p>Eddie instinctively shuddered at the indirect, intimate contact. </p>
<p>Richie crept his fingers up Eddie’s inner clothed thigh under the hanging table cloth. Eddie shot him a warning glance, but did jack <i>shit</i> to combat his boyfriend’s lusty touches. If anything, he spread his legs a little more, welcoming Richie’s gropes despite the scowl. <i>Fuck</i>, he loved Richie’s hands on him; his large, strong, lengthy, practiced hands. </p> <p><a href="https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/180479458521/how-about-some-fluffy-reddie-piggy-back-rides" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw
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HEY UOU ARE SO GOSH DARN TALEBTED AND THE FANDOM IS SO LUCKY TO HAVE YOU BECAUSE WOW YOU PRODUCE SO MUCH GOOD CONTENT AND YOURE SO SWEET AND ALWAYS WILLING TO HELP AMEEEEEELIA 💕💕💕💕💕
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="163" data-orig-width="799"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/de3ed7db0de1f8bcc823ac0c49df1efa/tumblr_inline_pir5qrmP3k1vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="163" data-orig-width="799"/></figure><p>Drunk McKenna is a GODDAMN GIFT TO THE WORLD AND I ADORE HER!! &lt;3 &lt;3 You’re so sweet!! </p>
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Slug: what
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what?
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Reblog name: jacksbrak
Yall better look after that precious boy known as Stan the man *cries* if you ever see him try to take a bath, yall better drag his ass out of there, butt naked or not, okay? Gotta promise
<figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="419" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/65fc436f02b886a660f7ae793e9150aa/tumblr_inline_p3g53tZ1Bk1vulr2e_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="419"/></figure>
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Reblog key: sdNNlGpr
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
how?
<p>Science! <br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="298" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="sailor-arashi:Qz5tNpgNpoe3jE1WUe-SOQ:Zwni2q2O2GiEN"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0c39f8b8d364ea906b45b29b20975940/tumblr_otfq1jbcrC1smw5dno1_500.gif" data-orig-height="298" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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where?
<p>Here! </p>
Tags: chocolatemangoose
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Reblog url: 
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how many of those prompts are you planning to receive? bc damn girl i want to send you like 7 au&rsquo;s (they&rsquo;re really great) but i don&rsquo;t want to bother
<p>Not sure- I mean, I made the list so I really do love all of the prompts and I’d be down to write them all. Plus, so far I’ve gotten a lot of multiples (the sweater one, the Popsicle one and the friends watching porn). You can send as many as you like- it just means it’ll take me longer to write them (which I am fine with! :D) </p>
Tags: Anonymous
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Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
what&#039;s your favorite colour
<p>Anything that can be considered galaxy colors aka my aesthetic. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="353" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="spaceeblack:LgM9F9YESw6sjp0T6aTx1Q:Z6Zkof2El7md0"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/79210bfd98052b3488172553df920759/tumblr_ogm1wi6FsR1vgjhono1_500.gif" data-orig-height="353" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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who are you
<p>God. </p>
Tags: chocolatemangoose
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for the one word prompts, could you do &quot;grass&quot; for stan/mike?
<p><b>hi hello! this took like forty years i know, and i’m sorry about that. this is stan getting over everything that happened to him and mike helping and both of them baking bread and being sweethearts. there’s grass in there somewhere. it’s maybe the softest thing i ever wrote. maybe too soft if such a thing is possible. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12268809">it’s here on ao3</a> i hope you like it! ty for the prompt ♡♡



</b></p>
<hr><p>After the sewer, Stan goes back to the things he knows best. He gets back from the hospital, swathed in soft white bandages, and he puts his room in order, sweeps out the floor and cuts lines into the sheets of his bed and rearranges his bookshelf. He’s exhausted, wrung out to dry, but the thought of going to sleep is scarier than anything else. If he sleeps he’ll dream and if he dreams he’s not sure he’ll be able to wake up. There’s calm in the straight lines of a clean room, so bright and clear there are no shadows, just his belongings, just the stuff he understands.<br/></p>
<p>Eventually, he does end up in bed, with one of his bird books. It’s a guide, something he’d gone through systematically the summer before. Collecting birds. He reads it all out loud, their common names and their Latin names and the little notes he’s made in soft pencil. </p>
<p>“Ruby-throated hummingbird, archilochus colubris, spotted on Calgary Street drinking from a sunflower.” He touches the picture, adjusts his bandage, curls up on his side. He falls asleep with the book open under his hand and the lights on, and he doesn’t dream.</p>
<p>They stay close that summer, even closer than they’d been before, the losers club, the lucky seven. They hang out at Bill’s house mostly, in the backyard, and Stan brings a blanket and spreads it out across the grass. He and Mike share it and Mike lies stretched out on his back, hands behind his head, eyes shut, and Stan makes loops of daisy chains.</p>
<p>“Who d’you love?” Richie asks, nodding at Stan, even though he isn’t pulling off any petals.</p>
<p>“Everyone but you, Rich,” says Stan, not looking up from his task. Next to him, Mike laughs, and Stan feels a rush of warmth for him. “Especially Mike,” he adds, quietly. </p>
<p>“Love you too, Stanny,” hums Mike, and it should be weird, that he can say that so easily, but it isn’t. Richie is pretending to gag but Stan doesn’t care about that either. He takes one of his daisy chains, drapes it over Mike’s forehead, his hair, and he opens his eyes and smiles like the sun above them. </p>
<p>They get older and closer still and even though Stan had been half-joking about the daisies, about love, he and Mike do have a particular sort of relationship. Mike joins them when they start high school, after a summer spent arguing about it with his grandfather, and it makes Stan feel a little more secure in himself, just seeing him in the hallways. He is fifteen and he still dreams about death, but Mike knows death too and he talks him out of his terror with quiet reason. He is sixteen and he’s still afraid every time he goes to the synagogue with his parents, but sometimes Mike comes to Shabbat prayers, sits warm against his side, and makes it easier. He’s seventeen and he has panic attacks when he can’t get the taps in the school bathrooms to turn off all the way, but Mike finds him there, and he stops the tap from dripping, and he talks to him, voice quiet and low, about what he’s been doing on his farm lately and about the books he’s reading, until Stan feels like he can breathe.</p>
<p>“Wanna cut last period?” he asks, one of these times, hand at the small of Stan’s back. “We can go to mine, I think I know something that might make you feel better.”</p> <p><a href="http://oneangryshot.tumblr.com/post/166056042752" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, love this, bread baking
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hi! i hope you&rsquo;re doing well! could you do adam + 74 for the oneshot/drabble thing please?
<p>Thanks, Anon! I am doing well. Especially now that I’ve finally written another prompt. This one has slightly more mature content than my other prompts so far. Hope that is ok! If not, let me know. Also, please note that I no longer have a strong opinion on what college Adam goes to, since my favorites (i.e.: Boston area schools) appear to have been ruled out by the length of the blurred out school in that one excerpt Maggie posted that one time, so what I describe here is pretty generic for that reason. Anyway, enjoy!</p>
<hr><p><b><br/></b>“So this is it,” Adam says, throwing his duffel bag into the back seat of his shitty car. He shuts the door and turns back to Ronan and tries his best to ignore the pathetic look on his face. Part of him wishes Opal was still around to provide an appropriate distraction, but he said his goodbyes to her yesterday.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>	Ronan crosses his arms over his chest. “You sure you got everything.”</p>
<p>	“I’m sure.” Adam had checked and double checked his bags and plastic bins the night before. “Come here.”</p>
<p>	Ronan hesitates before taking a step towards the car and Adam, but then he practically falls into Adam’s arms. He presses his face into the hollow of Adam’s neck and inhales deeply.</p>
<p>	“Hey. It’s gonna be ok. I’ll be back before you know it,” Adam murmurs as he rubs a soothing hand up and down Ronan’s spine.</p>
<p>	Ronan doesn’t respond, just keeps breathing deeply into the side of Adam’s neck, making it hot and sweaty in the late August sun, but Adam doesn’t pull away. He gives Ronan all the time he needs.</p>
<p>	Minutes later, Ronan lifts his head with a goofy grin and says, “Fuck it. I’m coming with you.” He pushes away from Adam and races around the side of the car to the passenger door.</p> <p><a href="https://two-of-swords-621.tumblr.com/post/180254566511/hi-i-hope-youre-doing-well-could-you-do-adam" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: pynch, love this
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eddie would you wear makeup someday????
<figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/edf4955e8f283f84daa24e14f59a6280/tumblr_inline_p8bfs38g3J1vulr2e_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p>I have! I don’t wear it casually, but we let Bev play when she’s bored. We went to some wild masquerade sort of party out in the middle of the woods and Bev did all of our make up for that. We made a game out of it and we all had to find each other because we had no idea what the others were wearing or what Bev did to us all. It was a good fucking time.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: 
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Hi can you do #16 + #2 +#5 for the number prompt thing?
<p>Of course!❤️❤️</p><p>16. Come. Sit.</p><p>2. Happy (fluff)</p><p>5. Benverly</p><p>Modern day setting</p><p>-</p><p>Ben and Bev both have full time jobs, yes they love their jobs, but they never see each other anymore, it’s tearing them apart. Yeah, they see each other in the mornings and at night but that’s only a sliver of time before one leaves for work or falls asleep from being overworked. And with their kids? They have to walk home, and they never see their parents. Bev has asked for a day off so she could spend mother’s day with her kids or even their birthdays, but it never happens. She once broke down because she was watching her kids go up from a coffee shop.</p><p>Bev hated it</p><p>Ben agreed</p><p>7:15, their alarm rang. Bev groaned and sat up, her vision all blurry, Monday. Mondays never make her happy, but she felt like she was forgetting something. Then she realized the empty void next to her. Usually Ben would still be alseep seince his job was not till another 2 hours. </p><p>“Maybe he just left early” Bev thought, she slipped out of bed and changed into her uniform. Then left the room. She did her normal routine, shower, hair, dress again, then breakfast. The same thing, every. Single. Day. She sighed and sat down at the table, she saw Ben in the living room, she smiled and finished her breakfast quickly and ran over to kiss Ben on the head, he jumped and smiled.</p><p>“Bye babe!” Bev said as she walked over to the door<br/></p><p>“Hey! Bev!” Ben called after her, Bev froze and turned to her husband with a confused look “Come. Sit.”<br/></p><p>“But I have to-” Bev tried to speak<br/></p><p>“No you don’t, I called your work, you have a day off. Now, sit. Relax” Ben soothed, Bev smiled and walked over to her husband, sitting down then kissing his cheek. He smiled “happy birthday baby” Bev smiled. </p>
Tags: benverly, cute!!
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I&#039;magine if people could put mutes in their mouths just like trumplets. And we were all still able to speak but it was just a gentle, muted, but still audible version of our voice.
<p>How&hellip; how you doing Ems? </p><p>But i am into this idea. Some folks speak very loudly and need this feature. </p>
Tags: wife tag, saturday night rambles
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YoUrE oLd
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Blah blah anon hate you suck
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can i pleeeease get #3 or #49 for reddie?? pleasseeee
<p><b>3: </b>he’s been gone a long time<b> &amp; 49: </b>but… i said i love you</p>
<p><b></b><i>“I’ll be over back, okay? Just to back in the living room, and after I deal with this, we can talk.” </i><br/></p>
<p>Eddie had known wasn’t leaving to go get backup snacks, the bad lie he’d used as an excuse. None of the other Losers had seemed to believe it either, but had let it slid. Eddie was the only one who knew the truth, because Eddie had been the one to cave in the kitchen. To finally give in to Richie’s badgering and begging, to tell him what had been bothering him. To finally tell him about Bowers’ bullying had increased, the threats… and the reason.</p>
<p>He’d finally told Richie that he loved him. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/179908947767" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p><b>Stop looking at me like that, weirdo.</b></p><p><b></b></p><p><b>“Stop looking at me like that, weirdo.” </b>Eddie said, glaring at the other man on the bus. He had been stealing glances at Eddie since he got on the bus, watching Eddie from the corner of his eye. Eddie was half expecting him to get up and starting screaming ‘fag’ or ‘homo’. That was normally what people did. Especially when he was in his crop top sweatshirt and rainbow shorts, the outfit completed with copious amounts of glitter. It wasn’t his everyday look, he was coming home from a gay rights rally and had dressed up. His friends had been in similar outfits but they had gotten off a few stops ago, leaving Eddie alone until he got to his apartment. </p><p>	Eddie didn’t care what people thought about him. He was used to stares, used to hearing people mutter ‘twink’ (or worse) at him. But today he wasn’t in the mood for it. He had been in a great mood and didn’t want this guy to ruin it.  Which is why he finally said something. </p><p>	“What?” The other guy asked, looking around to see if Eddie was talking to him. </p><p>	Eddie kept going. “I’m on here for three more stops so if you have a problem with me or my ‘lifestyle’,” He put the word in finger quotes, “Then go sit somewhere else.” He gestured to the nearly empty bus. </p><p>	“No! No!” The guy was shaking his head. He stood, moving to a vacant seat in front of Eddie. “I don’t have a problem with that-at all. Fuck. I am that. Too. Me. Not gay but I’m-” He pointed to a bisexual flag pin on his jean jacket. “See?”</p><p>	Eddie exhaled, feeling instantly relieved. He didn’t want to have the fight about how he was a sinner or going to hell or whatever, not when he was having a good day. “Why were you staring then?” He asked, still guarded. </p><p>	The guy grinned, revealing prominent buck teeth. Eddie kinda liked them. “You’re fucking cute. I couldn’t help it.” </p><p>	“Oh,” He exhaled, feeling a blush spread over his face. “That’s -well-” </p><p>	“Not the answer you were expecting?” The other man asked.</p><p>	“Not exactly.” Eddie took another, longer, look at him. He was wearing a faded denim jacket, covered with pins and patches. His red hair was wild and Eddie could see a few braids in it, holding it back. He had black rimmed glasses that were annoyingly hipster but also kinda cute. In short, he was cute. Eddie found himself smiling when the guy spoke again. </p><p>	“There was another reason.” The man admitted. </p><p>	“What’s that?” </p><p>	“You’ve got an eyelash,” He said, hoping his hand up. Eddie nodded permission and the man’s thumb swept under his eye. He pulled back, showing Eddie the curved lash. “Make a wish.” </p><p>	Eddie pursed his mouth and blew, not failing to notice how the man watched his lips. </p><p>	He threw an arm over the seat and Eddie noticed that his nails were painted black. “What’d you wish for?” </p><p>	Eddie smirked. “If I tell you it won’t come true.”</p><p>	“Give me a hint.” </p><p>	Eddie hummed, thinking about it. Then the bus rumbled to a stop and he glanced up. “Shit!” He said, grabbing his bag, “This is my stop.” He stood and started walking to the exit.</p><p>	“Wait!” Eddie turned, the stranger had stood too. “What’s your name?” He asked.</p><p>	“Eddie, and you?”</p><p>	“Richie.”</p><p>	He smiled. “Good to meet you Richie.” </p><p>	“Hopefully I’ll see you around Eds.”  </p><p>	Ignoring the terrible nickname Eddie nodded and gave him a little wave. “I certainly hope so.” He said before hopping off the bus and walking up to his apartment, feeling happier than he had in awhile. </p>
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You know, I&#039;ve always read fics from other accounts with Mike Hanlon as a football player. Since you mentioned he had a varsity jacket. Stan is a baseball player. So what sport does Mike play. It would be interesting if he was a swimmer or soccer player. Not basketball
<figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/68e859702b3824b26a4a9a9a434e012c/tumblr_inline_phwdaj2ZcL1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p>Mike <i>is</i> on the football team, but he also is on our very tiny golf team. We always joke that he looks like a little old man in plaid pants and hats n stuff, but I actually think it’s a good look for him.</p><p>Sports conversation turned fashion. Not even sorry.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
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<p>Anon! Dont say that I have no self control! It would turn into a 10 chapter beast!! </p>
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For the prompt challange thing &quot;91. + Reddie&quot; - Lili😏❤️
<p>Hello my not-so mysterious friend. This probably isn’t what you had in mind but, well, writers are a fickle folk.</p><p>

<b>Sorry I’m protective over the things I love.</b>

<br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>Richie stood in the middle of the arena, sticking his chin out defiantly as he glared at the Thief Lord. <b>“Sorry I’m protective over the things I love.” </b>He said, with no small mix of ruefulness and sarcasm.</p><p>	The man laughed, cold and cruel. “Oh Richard, I know you are. That’s why you’re in this predicament. Because you couldn’t pick one. You broke the rules and we can’t just let people get away with that sort of behavior. It’s bad for business.”</p><p>	Richie didn’t respond, choosing to wait silently for his punishment. He knew that he had broken several of the guild’s rules in the past several months but he didn’t feel any remorse. He’d endure whatever punishment was doled out on him, it was worth it for the people he loved.</p><p>His first broken rule had started nearly six months ago, when he began skimming off the top of his cut, keeping a bit extra so he could pay for his mother’s medicine that she desperately needed. She had always been there for him, the only one that had believed in him. Richie couldn’t begin to count how many times she had gone without food so he could eat. Now it was time to return the favor. He’d do anything to keep her safe and healthy.  It was easy to justify the stolen few coins every week, without the medicine she’d die, painfully as her insides rotted. He had no regrets. </p><p>	The second violation was less justifiable- at least to others. He had fallen in love with someone else in the guild, which was strictly against the rule. The Lord didn’t want any interferences within his ranks. But what had started with light flirting quickly moved to late night talks and stolen kisses. Richie had known he was playing with fire but he couldn’t stop. Whenever he closed his eyes he saw Eddie’s bright smile and heard his teasing voice. Every time he left Eddie for the night Richie found himself thinking about the next time he’d seen him. He felt happier and lighter whenever he was around the other man and he couldn’t make himself give it up, even though he’d known the danger. </p><p>	The last few months had been perfect and, foolishly, Richie had gotten comfortable. That was when he’d slipped up and gotten caught, first with the coins and then Eddie. Now he was here, awaiting judgement. He’d told the Thief Lord to stuff it, that it was worth whatever punishment he received to keep those he loved safe and the man had simply laughed at him. But he wasn’t worried. He knew that his mom was safe, hidden far away with enough coins to survive for nearly a year. And he’d told Eddie to run, to move to another city, to save himself. Richie was ready for his punishment, he’d take whatever it was as long as it meant that they were safe. </p><p>	“The problem with you Richard,” The older man drawled, standing from his makeshift throne, “Is that you think you’re smarter than everyone else. You think that everyone else is several steps behind you. Well, I didn’t get here by being slower a low level pickpocket.” The Lord gave a quick nod and two cages were wheeled out. As Richie saw the content his heart dropped into his stomach. One held his mom, who had curled up and was looking around the area, clearly terrified. The other held Eddie, standing proud and glaring at everyone who watched. </p><p>	“Since you’re so clever see if you can work this out.” He said, pausing to enjoy Richie’s anguish. “Because you broke the rules, I’m going to kill one of these people. But I’m not entirely cruel. I’ll let you pick who survives.” The man’s eye glinted dangerously. “So Richard, choose.” </p><p>	Both his mom and Eddie immediately started screaming at him, telling him to pick the other person, both saying the other had more to live for and that Richie needed them more. Both were right, Richie couldn’t imagine his life without either of them. He had tried to have everything, to protect the people he loved, and he had failed. His heart hung heavy as he stared at the people he loved, knowing he had to kill one. </p><p>	“Choose!” The voice boomed, not giving him time to think. “Or I choose for you!” </p><p>	Richie closed his eyes and pointed to a cage. </p>
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Prompt 34 with Reddie?
<p>You got it! I hope you enjoy this! &lt;3</p><p><b>34. Remember when you were a kid and you ______ (insert memory).</b></p><p>Ben slammed his pint glass down on the old wooden table in front of them and threw his head back in laughter. The table shook with the force of his hand, making Eddie reach out and grab his martini before its contents spilled out. He took a quick sip before putting it down and lacing his hand in Richie’s, who was seated to his left. </p><p>Bev was going on and on at the other side of the table, giving a dramatic reenactment of their high school graduation. It was chaos. Eddie had shown up late and attempted to sneak off into his seat without being noticed. He was, of course, and the distraction caused Ben to trip over his own feet as he crossed to get his diploma and tumble off the stage. On his way down, Ben tore down the banner displayed across the stage and fractured his wrist. Eddie never lived it down. </p><p>“Oh, oh, oh!” Mike called, lighting up from his end on the table, “What about the time Bill tried to build a treehouse in his back yard!” The entire table roared with laughter, the same memory passing through each of their minds. </p><p>Bill, standing proudly on a plank of wood he’d nailed across some branches on the tree. He was talking about how this was going to be their new clubhouse, big enough to house all of them now that they’ve grown, when the board snapped under his weight and he crashed to the ground. The others were too busy laughing to help him up but thankfully none of his injuries were too serious. </p><p>They all shot back and forth after that. The seven of them has so many memories through the years and the alcohol made the stories flow freely from their mouths. Ben had once tried to climb into a drainpipe to save a kitten and ended up getting stuck. Bev got caught climbing through her window by her mother and got grounded for an entire month but kept using her window to escape. “She didn’t even think to put locks on it!” she had shrieked, doubled over through her laughter. <br/></p><p>“Hey, Richie!” Bill called, wiping tears from his eyes, <b>“Remember when you were a kid and you ran through that glass door?”</b></p><p>“Oh yeah!” Richie shouted, chuckling around the cigarette in his mouth. “I can’t believe you remember that, Billiam.”</p><p>Everyone seemed to sober up at that moment, looking at the two men with curiosity in their eyes. Bill looked around before speaking, “What, did we never tell you guys that one?”</p><p>“Nah. I don’t think so, Bill. This was before the Loser’s Club was officially formed!”</p><p>“No time like the present,” Stan said, raising his glass and motioning towards Richie and Bill to tell the story. Bill moved to speak but Richie just raised his hand. </p><p>“We were probably seven years old,” he started, “and I accidentally broke my mom’s favorite vase. She was so angry! I got grounded for two whole weeks, which was like a death sentence to seven-year-old Richie Tozier!”</p><p>Everyone at the table laughed with a mixture of groans and rolling eyes. </p><p>“And well, Eddie’s dad had passed away in the middle of my punishment and I found out because Bill called my house. I tried to leave to go over to his place and my mom wouldn’t let me. She didn’t know what happened but I was so angry. I just kept shouting, ‘I need to see him! I need to see him!’ but she kept telling me I could see Eddie when I wasn’t grounded anymore. I ended up bolting through the kitchen and straight through the glass door trying to get out.”</p><p>The whole table was quiet, then, and Richie felt a gentle squeeze come from Eddie’s hand. “You told me you got those stitches because you got into a fight with you sister and fell down the stairs,” Eddie whispered. </p><p>“You were so upset, Spaghetti. I couldn’t make it worse. I guess I just forgot to tell you the whole story at some point.”</p><p>Eddie leaned in quickly, pressing a gentle kiss to his boyfriend’s mouth. “You dumbass.”<br/></p>
Tags: omg cute, yes, reddie

Post id: 179896158662
Date: Thu, 08 Nov 2018 09:45:36
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179896158662/could-i-be-tagged-in-the-hawai-honeymoon
Slug: could-i-be-tagged-in-the-hawai-honeymoon
Reblog key: C92k1c6l
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Could I be tagged in the Hawai honeymoon?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="376" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="brannabananaa:j5y6puxoQ6MousT5JGgATg:ZI3CuuvUl3S0"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/03b92099dbb8bad53beaa81c7c5980c8/tumblr_mteguzJ3Vr1ra88llo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="376" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>Of Course! <br/></p>
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3 for the prompt thingy?
<p>Thanks for sending one in! You didn’t specify a ship, so have some Bichie! </p><p>The grass is always greener on the other side. That’s the saying, right? Objectively, yes, one could argue that. perception truly is the key to happiness. The grass is always greener if, any only if, you’re consistently unable to really judge the greenness of your own grass. It’s all a battle of jealously, anyway. What’s you’re is desirable and what’s mine is never good enough. Except it was, once, wasn’t it? Bill Denbrough’s grass was once so green it was blinding. The colors of his life could be compared to the perfect fall day. Stan was his blue skies, Bev was his crisp red leaf, Ben was the sturdy, brown tree trunk, Mike was his yellow flower, Eddie was his orange sunset, and Richie? Well. Richie was his grass. <br/></p><p>Was. </p><p>Now he has no grass. There is nothing but the dull, grey pavement beneath his feet as he walks from his home on Witcham Street toward Bassey Park. It didn’t take him long to get there and soon he found himself sitting on the bench with a clear view of the Aladdin Theater. </p><p><i>There’s nothing more beautiful than watching a movie on a downright shitty day, eh Big Bill?</i></p><p>The words echoed through his mind so loud and clear that it sounded like maybe, just maybe, Richie was next to him on this bench. The cold wood beneath him would be warm to the touch with everything that was Richie, Richie, Richie. His loud, boisterous laugh would fill the entire town of Derry as he cracked obscene joke after joke. The jokes Bill had told him to shut the fuck up over too many times. </p><p><b>“He’s been gone for quite a while,”</b> a sudden voice from behind him spoke. Bill turned and saw Ben, sturdy as ever, standing with his hands on the back of the bench. </p><p>“Three months,” was all Bill said in response. Ben hummed in response and circled the bench to take a seat beside Bill. </p><p>“Have you heard from him?” Ben asked, starting at the sign across the street that read Venom in loud, blocky movie letters. Richie would have loved to see that movie. Maybe he already did. Maybe he was leaning over and whispering jokes into some other boy’s ear hundreds of miles away from them. </p><p>Bill shook his head. Ben, thank god, didn’t press with any more questions or thoughts. He just let the two of them sit in silence while the wind prickled gooseflesh on their skin. Was it warm wherever Richie was? He always talked about California, where the sun would warm his skin so thoroughly that Richie would forget that a Maine winter ever existed at all. Bill had always thought he’d go with him. They would hold hands on Sunset Blvd and make love on the beach by the water. Bill would kiss him on the sidewalk and neither of them would have to fear the lingering eyes of someone who might make them face the consequences for their love.</p><p>Instead, Richie left in the middle of the night with nothing but the keys to his truck and everything he could fit in his backseat. Bill could still remember the last things they said to each other. </p><p><i>You need to grow the fuck up, Richie. You can’t keep pretending that life is one big game!</i></p><p><i>Oh? I need to grow up? You can’t keep living in the past! Our whole lives are head of us! Excuse me for trying to enjoy myself in the present. </i></p><p>Richie slammed the door to Bill’s house and stalked off up the street. Bill didn’t follow him, thinking maybe if they had some time to cool off they could fix it in the morning. This wasn’t the first fight they’d had, after all, and he thought they could weather anything. </p><p>His grass died that night, withering into nothing but straw and dirt.<br/></p>
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Hi! Can you write 94 with reddie, please? Love you and your writing so much 💕💕💕
<p>Hi, sweetheart! Thank you so much! Of course you can, I hope you enjoy it. 💕💕💕</p><p><b>94. You’re an idiot. I married an idiot.</b></p><p>Eddie couldn’t believe he’d actually done it. They’d gotten rings and everything. Beverly helped them pick out their outfits and Bill had pronounced them husband and husband. Everyone was there, too. It was beautiful. Tear jerking, really, though Eddie would never admit to actually <i>crying</i> at his wedding. No, it was just some dirt that got into his eye. That’s all and he’ll swear by it. </p><p>Now, two days later, Eddie felt like the king of the entire world. He was standing on top of the wavy, plastic slide that overlooked the entire playground and gently fiddling with the dying stem of his dandelion ring. The once vibrant yellow was now dim and fading into brown. The green of the stem was limp and quickly wearing out with every passing hour. It didn’t matter, though. They didn’t need rings to be in love and be married. Eddie knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that they would be together forever. </p><p>Eddie was so lost in his thoughts that he almost missed the ring of kids forming on the other side of the playground. Thankfully he didn’t because as soon as he saw Henry Bowers closing in on Richie, on his <i>husband</i>, the ring closed into a tight group.</p><p>Eddie practically threw himself down the slide, tumbling at the bottom but quickly gaining his footing and sprinting to the other side of the wood chips. The thong of kids was thick but Eddie was small, making it easy to slip between his classmates to get closer to all the ruckus. </p><p>In the center of the circle, Henry had Richie pinned to the ground and was alternating between shoving grass into his mouth and punching him in any area he could. </p><p>Richie wasn’t the gargantuan boy he would grow to become in his high school days and Henry towered over him, holding him down until a teacher managed to pick up on the fight and pull Henry off Richie. Eddie took his chance and ran over to his husband, grabbing his shoulders and pulling him in to a tight hug. Richie was an absolute mess. He had a bloodied nose, a busted lip, and his face was soaked with his own tears and snot. Where there wasn’t blood or snot there was dirt mixed with small blades of grass, and lots of it. The sight made Eddie break down into hiccuping sobs. <i>This was his husband, god dammit. </i></p><p>“Wuh-wuh-wuh-what happened, Richie?!” Eddie all but shrieked, his voice coming out higher than it normally would and catching through his tears. </p><p>Richie didn’t answer at first. He just clung to Eddie until he could get his breathing at a more manageable pace. “Henry called you a bad word!” he said, voice wobbling at the end of his sentence. </p><p>“He could have killed you, Richie! He’s two grades above us!” Eddie yelled back. He could feel the heat rising to his face. Richie got into a fight <i>for him?</i><br/>“I had to defend your honor!” </p><p>Teachers were finally coming over to them, pulling Richie up and cooing over his cuts and bruises. Eddie could hear one talking about walking Henry to the principal’s office while the other took Richie to the nurse. </p><p>Before Eddie could process what was happening, Richie was being hauled away and he was following right on their heels. In the nurse’s office, after Richie’s mother had been called and he had gotten multiple brightly colored band aids and a lollipop, Eddie found out that Henry had called Eddie a <i>homo</i> and said that he was going to <i>burn in hell</i>. Eddie couldn’t help but smile at the way Richie told the story. Richie was Eddie’s knight in shining armor and he couldn’t have asked for a better husband. </p><p>“You still shouldn’t have tried to fight him, Richie” Eddie chastised, hiding his smile in his shoulder. </p><p>“I would do anything for you, spaghetti!” Richie replied, voice lisping through the sucker in his mouth. “I’d fight ten thousand Henry Bowers for you! I’d fight some evil, kid eating demon if I had to!”</p><p>Eddie turned away, desperate to hide the blush and smile he knew Richie would tease him for before mumbling, <b>“you’re an idiot, Richard. I married an idiot.”</b><br/></p>
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<p>

<b>Take notes, sweetheart.</b>

<br/></p><p>	Eddie was positive that Richie was doing this on purpose. There was no way he didn’t know exactly what he was doing, and how it was affecting Eddie.</p><p>The pair were in the library, Richie helping Eddie with his math homework. Eddie wasn’t terrible at math but he wasn’t the savant that Richie was. Richie had taken pity on him and agreed to help him with an assignment, which was spread out in front of them now. </p><p>	Except that Eddie couldn’t focus on anything Richie was saying because all his attention was focused on Richie and the lollipop currently occupying his mouth. </p><p>Richie was trying to give up smoking and had replaced the oral fixation with lollipops. Normally, it was something that Eddie supported wholeheartedly. He had even bought Richie a bag to help. Though today, he wished that Richie was still smoking just so Eddie wouldn’t have to see the damn green lollipop lolling around in his mouth. </p><p>Richie kept moving it side to side with his tongue, pulling it out and licking it, making loud sucking noises. Then he’d run his tongue over his lips, tasting the sticky sweetness that collected there. Eddie’s pants were getting tighter the longer he sat there, and he couldn’t stop thinking about Richie’s mouth on others things. </p><p>It didn’t help that Richie was also leaned in close, explaining something about a math equation. Eddie was sure it important but all he could see was the tip of Richie’s tongue as it darted out, wetting his lips again. </p><p>It was distracting, to say the least. </p><p>He kept trying to tear his eyes away, to focus on the page and whatever number Richie was gesturing at with his lollipop but couldn’t. His eyes just followed that damn green circle as it went in and out of Richie’s mouth. </p><p>And, of course, Richie noticed. </p><p>“Are you listening Eds?” Richie asked, eyes wide and innocent. “You seem a little dazed.” </p><p>“I- yes. I’m fine.” Eddie said, shaking his head and looking back at his mostly empty page. </p><p>“Okay?” Richie said, biting down on his lollipop and leaning in more to explain the next problem. Eddie was hit with a rush of sugary sweetness as Richie spoke, pointing to the numbers and explaining the steps. “Eds, you aren’t listening. 

<b>Take notes, sweetheart.</b>” He said the last part with a smirk, poking Eddie’s side with his lollipop stick. </p><p>Eddie jumped slightly then glared at his friend. “I am!” He insisted</p><p>	Richie looked over Eddie’s paper, leaning even more into his space. His hand fell to Eddie’s thigh and he thought the touch would burn him. “Then why is this a 6 and not a 9?” He asked, pointing to Eddie’s answer. “Mind somewhere else Eds?” Richie asked, whispering the question into Eddie’s ear. </p><p>	And Eddie couldn’t handle it, Richie was too close and Eddie was too far gone, drunk on being so close to Richie for the last hour so he did the only thing he could. He started shoving things into his bad, pretending to be annoyed. “You know what Richie, nevermind. You aren’t even helping! You’re just being distracting!” He stood up, swinging his backpack onto his shoulders. “Thanks for your help.” He added as much sarcasm as he could, disappearing from the library with his face still burning. </p><p>	Yes, Richie was definitely doing all that on purpose and Eddie had no idea what any of it meant. </p>
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<p>Ugh,  fine. I’m a sucker for happy Stanlon too.</p><p>Continuation of <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179807990137/are-you-still-doing-the-drabbles-81-for-stanlon">this</a>.</p><p><b></b></p><p>It took Stan nearly an hour to get home, he had forgotten how far the walk would be when he left in his childish huff. His parents were out of town for the weekend and the house was dark. He let himself in, feeling more even miserable than before, now that he had had an hour in the rain to reflect. At least he was alone. He was going to take a shower, put on dry clothes, make tea, wrap himself in a blanket and put on The Breakfast Club, his favorite pick me up movie. It wouldn’t make him feel completely better but it was something, a band aid for tonight at least. </p><p>He went upstairs and showered, feeling moderately better when he came out. At least he wasn’t chilled anymore. He put on the kettle and leaned against the counter, waiting for the water to boil. He checked his phone, surprised that his friends hadn’t texted him to ask what happened. Maybe Mike had lied to them, told them that that he was sick. It was a Mike thing to do, to cover for him. </p><p>Thinking about Mike lying for him made Stan’s stomach clench with guilt. He felt terrible for yelling at him but he wasn’t ready to confess his feelings, he didn’t want Mike to let him down easy. Not yet. He couldn’t handle the soft pity that he knew he’d get. </p><p>He had just started the movie when his doorbell rang. He wanted to ignore it but then it rang again and again. </p><p>Finally he stood, walking over to the door and wrenching it open. Behind it was a very wet, very angry Mike. “I decided that we weren’t done talking.” Mike told him, walking inside and standing in his doorway.</p><p>“I- I don’t have anything else to say.” Stan told him, closing the door behind Mike.</p><p>“Maybe I do.” The hurt was obvious, it came through in Mike’s voice and his eyes. That was the last thing Stan had wanted, he had hoped to just make him leave Stan alone. Then on Monday Stan could apologize and Mike would forgive him and everything would be back to normal. </p><p>Stan crossed his arms, trying not to curl in himself. He watched the water drip from Mike and finally made himself say, “Do you want a towel or something? You’ll get sick.” He couldn’t stop himself from caring about him, even when it hurt. </p><p>“Sure.” Mike said, watching him warily. </p><p>Stan went upstairs, grabbing Mike a towel and a shirt. “In case you want out of that wet one.” He knew it would probably be too small but didn’t want Mike to be stuck in a damp shirt. </p><p>“Thanks.” Mike toweled off and pulled off his shirt, pulling the new one on. </p><p>Stan tried, and failed, not to stare. Once Mike was done they faced each other again, neither speaking. </p><p>Mike broke first. “What the hell is up with you?” He asked, eyes scanning Stan’s face. </p><p>“Nothing.” Stan replied quickly. He didn’t want a repeat from earlier but didn’t know what else to say. Anything else would lead to him saying too much. </p><p>Mike sighed, shaking his head. “Can we cut the bullshit? This is me. Are you mad I have other friends? Are you angry that I became a jock? What is it?”</p><p>“No!” Stan cried, “No, fuck, I’m glad you did that. You’re happy.” </p><p>“What then Stan? Why do you always look sour when I’m with the football guys?” </p><p>Stan’s jaw worked. “It’s not the guys.” He finally said, closing his eyes at his admission. “It’s the cheerleaders.” </p><p>“What- why?” Mike asked. Stan heard him move closer, felt Mike’s hand on his arm. </p><p>“I don’t- they fall all over you.” He said, opening his eyes again. Mike was inches away from him and Stan’s heart was beating wildly. </p><p>Mike furrowed his brows. “And, what, they’re too good for me?” </p><p>“No, fuck. I just, I hate seeing it.” </p><p>“Why?” Mike asked, his voice strained and confused. </p><p>“Because I love you!” Stan finally yelled, stepping back as he said it. “Because I hate fucking seeing other people touching you and you smiling at them. It breaks my heart!” Stan made his voice softer. “But you deserve it, you deserve to be happy.” </p><p>Mike looked confused for a minute and Stan was trying to think of a way to take it back, to save this, but before he could Mike surged forward and kissed him, his hands cupping Stan’s face. Mike pulled back, “Why are you so difficult Stan?” He asked, chuckling ruefully. “Couldn’t you just tell me this, instead of stomping out of the party?”</p><p>“No,” Stan said, wishing his brain would catch up with what was happening. </p><p>Mike smiled again. “I know, that’s why I like you. And, you like me too?” He asked and Stan nodded, his head still in Mike’s hands. “Good.” Mike said, kissing him again. </p>
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<p><b><i>“No, no I’m sorry, but that was adorable.”</i></b><br/></p><p>The one thing that Richie hated the most about being a senior in High School was that he really had to focus on his work instead of pushing it aside and doing it at the last minute. Of course, he was a smart guy, top of the class actually and a shoe in for valedictorian but with his college education on the line he supposed he’d better get his head down and focus. </p><p>Which lead him to where he was that evening, laying on his stomach in Eddie’s bedroom, head buried in a copy of ‘To Kill a Mockingbird’. As part of their final English grade, as partners, Eddie and he had to create an essay highlighting all the points and themes for their final grade. </p><p>However, as much as Richie was trying to focus, all he could really pay attention to was the way Eddie’s lips were wrapped around the tip of the pen. All he could see was the way Eddie’s fingers were tapping absentmindedly against the notebook. All he could <i>think </i>about was how yesterday Eddie’s lips were pressed against his as they kissed in the library at school.</p><p>Richie watched with a soft smile on his face as Eddie pulled his lower lip between his teeth, clearly pondering over some part of the essay and he couldn’t help but let out a very small, very faint laugh. Eddie was just…so cute. Eddie must have heard him, as his head shot up, eyebrows furrowed together.</p><p>“What?” He asked, tilting his head to the side. “Do I have some leftover pizza on my face?”</p><p>Another chuckled left Richie’s lips, this time a little louder and he shook his head, “<b><i>No, no I’m sorry, but that was adorable.</i></b>” His smile turned into a full on grin as he watched Eddie’s cheeks turn a light red, “What? It’s true.”</p><p>Eddie cleared his throat and turned his attention back to the book, “We uh, uhm…we need to finish this essay remember?”</p><p>Watching the way Eddie focused back on the paper, Richie’s smile faded and he felt his shoulders slumped. He racked his brain back over the past 24 hours, since their kiss, and he quickly realised that Eddie had been acting…weird around him. He swallowed thickly, connecting the dots in his head and he let out a breath,</p><p>“You regret it, don’t you?” He whispered and Eddie looked back up at him, frowning. God, why was he always so cute?</p><p>“What are you talking about?” Eddie asked. “Regret what?”</p><p>“The kiss, Eds, or has the past 24 hours escaped your memory?” Okay, so Richie could have worded it a little nicer, but he was upset, sue him.</p><p>“You think I regret kissing you?” Eddie asked. “What…what makes you think that?”</p><p>“You can barely look at me, Eds. Honestly? Everything just seems…off with you…” Richie whispered, feeling odd for being so vulnerable. “I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable, but please can we just go back to being Eddie and Richie again?”</p><p>Eddie was silent for a few moments before he pushed himself off the floor and crossed the room so he was sitting across from Richie, “I’m sorry for acting weird…but I don’t regret the kiss, Rich.” Richie’s eyes widened but Eddie continued before Richie could speak, “I’ve been acting like that because I wasn’t sure if it was a one time thing or not…and I really didn’t want it to be. I’ve been trying to find the right time to bring it up.”</p><p>“<i>Eds</i>,” Richie breathed, shifting closer and cupping Eddie’s cheek with his hands. “That kiss was definitely not a one time thing.”</p><p>“It wasn’t?” Eddie asked, relief clear in his eyes and Richie shook his head, finally leaning in and pressing his lips to Eddie’s in a soft second kiss. </p><p>“Definitely not.”</p>
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<p><b>i just used reddie bc that’s my go-to ship.</b></p>
<p><b>p.s: this is really short and i’m sorry</b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>The first time, it was soft and gentle. Hands on either side of his face, Richie blinked slowly. Eddie’s eyes were still closed, breathing shallowly out of his mouth and heart racing in his chest. Richie could count the boy’s lashes, dark and full as they rested on his cheek - and, he figured, if he blew hard enough, he could make a wish with each one of Eddie’s freckles.</p> <p><a href="https://delicatetozier.tumblr.com/post/175244451660/14" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>hi! both of those prompts have major angst potential but my heart can’t handle angst right now so instead i have a meagre offering of ridiculousness i hope that’s okay &lt;3 i’m going with #5: “Please don’t do this.”

<br/></p><hr><p><br/></p><p>“Does this seem like a good idea?”<br/></p><p>“It’s a fucking <i>great </i>idea,” Ronan said.<br/></p><p>Adam warily took in the scene before him. Ronan had purchased – not dreamt – an above ground swimming pool and had set it up next to one of the barns. He was wearing nothing but swimming trunks and was talking to Adam from halfway up a ladder as he climbed to the roof of the barn. His intention was all too clear.</p><p>“It’s a great idea if your objective is to break a few bones,” Adam pointed out dryly.<br/></p><p>“Ye of little faith.”<br/></p><p>“I have plenty of faith that you are <i>absolutely </i>going to hurt yourself.”<br/></p><p>Ronan had now reached the top and stood near the edge of the roof. He grinned down at Adam.</p><p>Adam squinted up, using his hand to shield his eyes from the sun. Summer was at its hottest and most humid, and Ronan’s new pool really did look very inviting. Adam just didn’t understand why they couldn’t just climb over the side like normal people to get into it.</p><p>“Come on up, Parrish,” Ronan called teasingly. “It’ll be fun.”<br/></p><p>Ordinarily, Adam would have caved by now, but this seemed less like your average scrapes and grazes and more like a trip to the ER.</p><p>“Come on, Ronan, please don’t do this. You’re setting a bad example for Opal,” Adam said, even though Opal was currently nowhere to be seen.<br/></p><p>“Damn, and I was going for role-model of the year as well,” Ronan said cheerfully. He stepped up closer to the edge and peered over at his pool.<br/></p><p>From his point of relative safety on the ground, Adam saw Ronan <i>hesitate</i>. He smiled. “What’s the hold up, Lynch?”</p><p>“No hold up, Parrish,” Ronan said. “It’s just it does actually look a bit higher from up here than it does from down there.”<br/></p><p>“Uh huh.”<br/></p><p>Ronan took a step back, then seemed to change his mind and stepped to the edge again, taking another look down. He shook his head. “Nope. Fuck that.” </p><p>He made a beeline for the ladder and climbed halfway down to a much safer distance. “Will you still think I’m cool if I jump from here instead?” he asked.</p><p>“That would imply I ever thought you were cool in the first place,” Adam said with a smirk.<br/></p><p>Ronan gasped with mock offence. “Ice <i>cold, </i>Parrish.” With no further warning, Ronan leapt off the ladder and into the pool, sending a wave over the edge and soaking a fully-dressed Adam to the bone.</p><p>Really, it was about how Adam had expected this to go. </p><p>He shook his hair out and wiped excess water off his face, and when he looked back up, Ronan had his elbows perched on the edge of the pool and was peering over the top at Adam. His expression was one of complete innocence – or at least, Ronan’s best approximation of complete innocence.</p><p>“Come on in, Parrish. The water’s <i>great.”</i></p>
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Hi have you got any fic recs? Reddie and Stenbrough or Stanlon
<p>Yeah! These are some of my favourites I’ve read, and you can dm me for more and some Wattpad recs as well :)</p><p><b>Bright as yellow</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mDB92J7TjQ5VuWx4TquuKnA">@speakslowtellmelove</a> (speakslow on Ao3)</p><p><b>ugly moon </b>and <b>dreamboat </b>by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mSk4cmwu0lB4N-9y_jIwKdQ">@finnwolfhard</a> (weepies on Ao3)</p><p><b>Grown Wild</b>, <b>Georgie has two daddies</b>, <b>The third date rule</b> and <b>Grow through dirt</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> (tinyarmedtrex on Ao3)</p><p><b>Key to the jungle</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjt7hjy8wRZQVoQgU7Z3cNQ">@hypnoidvoid</a> (hypnoidvoid by Ao3)</p><p><b>empty world</b> and <b>paranoia</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/muw9KoTAI8o_yaWf4GrI3XQ">@lo-v-ers</a> (sunsetozier on Ao3)</p><p><b>Online Gaming</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> (leighwrites on Ao3)</p><p><b>Janneman</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> (reddies_spaghetti on Ao3)</p><p><b>the sea around us</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> (enjoltaiRe and reddies_spaghetti on Ao3)</p><p><b>How things are supposed to be</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> (enjoltaiRe on Ao3)</p><p><b>The Losers Club Chat</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA">@sam-i-am2468</a> (shanisafan and Cant_help_but_love_malec on Ao3)</p><p><b>Zero Characters Left</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mj5Ac5_3T63JvNTGyQ_uOfg">@stellarbisexual</a> (stellarbisexual on Ao3)</p><p><b>The start of a beautiful friendship</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> (mseg_21 on Ao3)</p><p><b>To the guy at the bus stop: </b>by Ragno on Ao3 (I don’t know their tumblr!) </p><p><b>the years go by like days</b> by georgiestauffenberg on Ao3 </p><p><b>All’s well that ends well</b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRtpK2Xu3N4vgVb2TuEvh5Q">@happytreasure</a> (happytreasure on Ao3)</p><p><b>Growing up a Loser</b> by Sarah_Vincent1506 on Ao3 </p><p><b>The Losers of ‘89 Were Here</b> (series) by deadlydecember1214 on Ao3</p><p>That’s all I can remember rn but like I said, dm me for more :)</p>
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from one bottom who has diarrhea just a little too often to another:  how do you cope?
<p>what</p>
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I cant believe you did that in the last ch. of We happy few. You really did that. I thank you for doing that. I love it.
<p>I thought this was going a <i>whole </i>other direction fjdsfsfs. (I’ve been yelled at for the angsty).</p><p>It was a much needed talk and kiss! You’re welcome :) </p><p>It’s thanks to <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> that it ended on a fluffy happy note bc i broke the fic, richie, stan, and myself.</p>
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Hiya Emily, just stopping by to say hello. See you tonight in your dreams. -Paul Bunyan
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&quot;It&#039;s just rain, you&#039;re not gonna melt!&quot; + Stanverly? Pretty please?
<p><i>‘ it’s just rain, you’re not going to melt! ‘ </i><br/></p>
<p><i><b>send me a sentence or word with a ship for a drabble</b></i></p> <p><a href="https://aestheticuris.tumblr.com/post/180029413773/its-just-rain-youre-not-gonna-melt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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when reddie are like idk 16 they&rsquo;ve been dancing around their feelings for months now and at one of their many sleepovers they&rsquo;re the only ones awake and there&rsquo;s just an awkward silence as occasional snores fill the room etc. and Eddie just goes &ldquo;richie, do you like me??&rdquo; and homeboy starts to like choke on his own spit bc slow down partner (yes i do) but he&rsquo;s so flustered and just kisses eddie and then starts crying but reddie get together after that night so it&rsquo;s worth it
<p>reason #234543 why I am Richie</p><p>okay but seriously though this is canon. Like, half of Richie is saying “ARIFUIDKJUS HE FOUND OUT????” and the other half is saying “shit does he like us back?” So he’s bouncing back and forth for about ten seconds on how to respond but then Eddie goes, “do you?” and Richie just kisses him as an impulse decision. The kiss is like two seconds long so Eddie doesn’t get to kiss him back, then they’re dead quiet so Richie panics and starts crying because he thinks he fucked up. Eddie jumps right into Protect Richie mode and starts frantically asking whats wrong but Richie can’t respond because he’s crying. After three minutes, through the tears, Richie goes “y-you don’t like me back s-so I f-f-fucked up our f-friendship and- and” so Eddie kisses his tear soaked lips and that just, stops Richie completely. After an awkward conversation they laugh and decide to finally go out. Neither of them ever tell the truth about how they got together though, never ever. </p>
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Daily reminder that I love you &lt;3
<p>daily reminder that i love you even more. &lt;3</p>
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Never. It&#039;s my inbox now
<p>sorry but in order to be in my inbox, you gotta have more than four reblogs </p>
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<p>You heard me. </p>
Tags: chocolatemangoose

Post id: 180018566802
Date: Sun, 11 Nov 2018 20:24:38
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180018566802/never-its-my-inbox-now
Slug: never-its-my-inbox-now
Reblog key: s7el4TxP
Reblog url: https://chocolatemangoose.tumblr.com/post/180018476012/never-its-my-inbox-now
Reblog name: chocolatemangoose
Never. It&#039;s my inbox now
<p>sorry but in order to be in my inbox, you gotta have more than four reblogs </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180018548077
Date: Sun, 11 Nov 2018 20:23:58
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180018548077/punk
Slug: punk
Reblog key: PuIA6Ryg
Reblog url: https://chocolatemangoose.tumblr.com/post/180018524732/punk
Reblog name: chocolatemangoose
punk
<p>Punk is dead. </p>
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<p>Punk is dead. </p>
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<p>Punk is dead. </p>
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<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="133" data-orig-width="796"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3fd6a87a6f359af5ab9124647b01fa3b/tumblr_inline_pi1zrqDyK81vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="133" data-orig-width="796"/></figure><p><b>For this <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179905927757/for-the-prompt-challange-thing-91-reddie">fic</a> (Richie vs the Thief Lord)</b></p><p>Alright look, I’ve got three endings for this fic so consider this a ‘Choose your own ending’ thing (though I think I know what people will pick).</p><p>Warning: 2 out of 3 involve major character death.</p><p><b>Ending 1</b></p><p>Richie opens his eyes and refuses to pick, insisting that they kill him. The thief lord obliges, an arch shooting and hitting Richie in the heart. </p><p><b>Ending 2 (the one I think happened)</b></p><p>Richie points to Eddie, unable to watch as Eddie is beheaded. When he finally opens his eyes he doesn’t cry, instead walking stoically to his mom and helping her up. The two leave the area and the city. </p><p>What Richie doesn’t know is that the Thief Lord poisoned both captives before bringing Richie in. She dies two days later. </p><p>No one crosses the Thief Lord and gets away with it. </p><p><b>Ending 3 (what I’m guessing everyone will pick) </b><br/>As Richie closes his eyes, preparing to point to Eddie he hears a familiar yell, telling him to get down. Richie hits the ground and opens his eyes to see his oldest friend Beverly swinging down from the rafters. She kills the thief lord with a well aimed throwing knife and opens the cages. Richie runs to them, gathering both in his arms. </p><p>The guild is now under new leadership, with Richie and Eddie acting as Bev’s right hand men. </p>
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Post id: 180006566632
Date: Sun, 11 Nov 2018 13:50:21
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180006566632/your-gooey-little-venom-is-absolutely-adorable
Slug: your-gooey-little-venom-is-absolutely-adorable
Reblog key: qGHAUKHh
Reblog url: http://edsbrak.tumblr.com/post/180006132011/your-gooey-little-venom-is-absolutely-adorable
Reblog name: edsbrak
Your gooey little venom is absolutely adorable!!!! I wish I had a jar full of that cute lil guy.
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35 for the promts with reddie? Btw I love your blog ♡
<p>Hi! Thank you so much! of course you can! Have another little cute kid!Reddie drabble. &lt;3</p><p><b>35. I’ll just tell your mom on you.</b></p><p>“Henry, no!” Eddie screamed, frantically scrambling after the older boy. Henry didn’t answer at first, he just laughed and placed his hand on Eddie’s forehead, keeping him a decent length away and holding his other arm out. Henry had lured him out and around the side of the school building, out of view from the ether kids and teachers. </p><p>“What’s the matter, queer-boy? Gonna choke without your asp-ee-rater?” Henry jeered, emphasizing the object Eddie was desperately reaching for. He was already wheezing, breath coming out in small, quick puffs as he reached his arms out as far as he could. It was no use. He was incredibly small compared to Henry and his strength wasn’t anything to brag about. He could hardly do ten pushups in gym!</p><p>“Please!” Eddie cried, “Or else I’ll tell the teacher you took it!” </p><p>Henry narrowed his eyes, a devious smile creeping across his face. “Oh yeah? <b>Well, I’ll just tell your mommy</b> you were over there rough housing with that four-eyed freak.”</p><p>Eddie blanched. The entire school knew about his mother’s crazy tendencies. She had come into school numerous times to yell at the gym teacher, among other staff, enough times for word to get out. Several times she had picked him up from school wailing about a bruise on his arm or phantom bags under his eyes. </p><p>Eddie immediately stopped fighting and Henry threw his head back in a triumphant laugh. He looked at Eddie’s inhaler, spinning in around in his hand a few times before a dangerous look flashed across his eyes. Eddie didn’t even have time to react before Henry dropped the piece pf plastic onto the ground and brought his boot down on it, <i>hard</i>. </p><p>Eddie’s scream could be heard from across the entire playground. He dropped to his knees, desperately trying to pick up the tiny pieces of broken plastic surrounding the metal canister. Henry just walked away, leaving Eddie alone. </p><p>Eddie wiped the rapidly forming tears from his eyes. His inhaler was completely smashed. No amount of super glue or tape was going to put it back together. He was positive Sonia was going to have his head when she picked him up from school. He spent the rest of recess trying to calm himself down, stating behind the corner of the school until the bell sounded, signaling it was time for everyone to go to their final classes of the day.  </p><p>Eddie trudged himself inside, mixing in with the throng of kids and heading to his second to last class of the day. Language Arts was a drag. Normally, Eddie loved his writing assignments, practicing the pretty swirls and curls that accompanied their Learning Cursive workbook. Today thought, he sat silently while the teacher went over their vocab lesson and then worked slowly, almost absently, on his notebook. He couldn’t think of anything other than how his mother was going to turn red in the face and probably take him to the emergency room where they would spend all night and maybe some of tomorrow. </p><p>The bell rang and Eddie rose, slowly putting his books in his pack, and walked to his geography classroom. He took his usual seat next to Richie but didn’t even acknowledge the other boy’s smile and wave. Eddie just sat down and put his head on the desk. </p><p>“Eds, what the matter?” Richie whispered. “You disappeared during recess and now you look like someone stole Mr. Teddy right from your room!”</p><p>Eddie slowly turned his head, speaking voice quiet as he spoke to Richie. “Henry Bowers broke my inhaler. My mom’s gonna kill me.”</p><p>Several emotions passed over Richie’s face then. The first was shock, then anger. Eddie knew Richie would have no problem going after Henry and getting his own ass kicked. Eddie moved to say something, to tell Richie not to do whatever stupid thing he was thinking, when Richie’s face suddenly lit up. </p><p>“Don’t worry your pretty little head off, Eds!” Richie turned around, grabbing his backpack and riffling through it. He then turned around, producing a small, red aspirator from the front pocket. “Here!”</p><p>Eddie shot up off his desk, grabbing the inhaler from Richie’s hand. “Where did you get this?”</p><p>“I always keep a spare on me. Just in case.” Richie’s smile could have lit up the entire room, no, the entire school, with how bright and big it was. Eddie’s wasn’t far behind. He could feel his grin taking up his entire face, the strain of it making his jaw ache. <br/></p>
Tags: reddie, wife tag, kid!reddie, love this, even if its not canon, tsk tsk
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28 &amp; Benverly
<p>Wife I would write literally anything for you</p><p><b>28. What do you think a cupholder is for? </b></p><p>As long as Beverly had known him, Ben had been riding around in this little beater car. It was a 1996 red Toyota Corolla that Ben had very affectionately named Rudy. Why did he name it Rudy? Because whenever he went up a hill he chanted <i>Rudy! Rudy! Rudy! </i>under his breath to help make sure the little guy didn’t break down. The first time Bev had ever ridden in it they were 25. Ben had saw her walking along the sidewalk – well, limping was a better word. The heel of her left shoe had snapped off and she was adamantly trying to power walk away from or toward something. Ben never asked. He just pulled up beside her, cranked his manual window down, and asked if she needed a ride somewhere. </p><p>“You don’t have to worry about me kidnapping you,” he joked, “the locks on my car don’t even work.”</p><p>This had earned a hearty laugh out of her and she had accepted his offer. Maybe something in his eyes or voice told her he was trustworthy and she decided to take a chance. He took her home and she took out a business card and handed it to him. </p><p>That when he found out it was Beverly Marsh he had picked up and taken home. She was the founder of a major fashion corporation that had gone worldwide. He rented a tux for a wedding from Marsh Fashion not long before they met. </p><p>“Call me, sometime.” She had said. He didn’t. </p><p>The next time he saw Beverly she was hosting a Gala in the city and Ben had happened by. He didn’t exactly go inside, he just walked past a group of people gathered outside smoking cigarettes. He noticed Bev in the far corner, smoking and laughing next to some other people. He pressed on, certain that she didn’t remember him, when suddenly her head shot up and she smiled the kind of smile that would take a man’s breath away. And it did. Ben was knocked right off his feet as she ran over to him, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him into to a tight hug. It took his body a moment to catch up with his brain and he slowly hugged her back, releasing her as soon as she pulled away. <br/></p><p>“Oh my god! It’s you! Guys, look!” She called over her shoulder. “It’s my knight in shining armor. The guy I told you about!”<br/></p><p>Ben had been so shocked that he couldn’t even speak. She remembered him? Beverly Marsh, hot shot fashion designer, remembered him? After that Bev had practically whisked him into the party. Ben Hanscom and his ripped jeans and cowboy boots among some of the most well-dressed people in Chicago. What a sight.</p><p>This time she had made sure to get his number. The rest was history. </p><p>They went out casually a few times until Bev asked him to accompany her to major events. Soon the media got wind and Benverly was the newest, hottest couple.</p><p>They were a mismatch made in heaven. Bev and her fashion and money and beauty paired with Ben and his boots and his whiskey and his little, beater car. Ben refused to buy a new car, insisting Rudy was perfectly fine despite his constant need for oil and the screaming the belts made when he started it. Nope, it was fine. It got him from point A to point B. </p><p>“Ben, your radio doesn’t even work anymore. You’re playing music from your phone!”</p><p><b>“What do you think a cupholder is for?”</b> Ben retorted, motioning to his phone. It was placed in the cupholder, speakers down so the music was able to bounce off the plastic and echo throughout the car. It was quiet, sometimes quieter than the road of the engine, but it got the job done. </p><p>Bev just rolled her eyes, crossing her arms and leaning back in the seat. <br/>“And you won’t even consider a new car?” She asked, her voice a light teasing tone.</p><p>“I’m not wasting the money on something I don’t need, hun.” He said, reaching over and lacing their fingers together. </p><p>“But what if you didn’t need to spend any money on it?” she retorted, wiggling her eyebrows in a way that made Ben laugh. She had that effect on him. They’d been together almost three years at this point and was still impossible for him to not smile or laugh at the things she said. </p><p>Ben just shook his head and continued on their way, giving Bev’s hand a loving squeeze and dropping it so he could take the wheel and turn onto their street. They passed the several houses in front of them before pulling up to their shared home. </p><p>“Babe, why is your car outside the garage?”</p><p>Bev’s 2018 Subaru Forrester sat on the left side of the driveway, leaving ample room for another car to squeeze next to it and slip in their one car garage. Ben preferred to park on the side of the road, not wanting to take up unnecessary space. </p><p>She didn’t say anything, just smiled as she raised their house keys and clicked the garage door button. As the door slowly crawled up, Ben could see the reveal of a, impeccably clean 2019 Toyota Corolla. </p><p>“Don’t be mad! It’s the same make and model! I just – I didn’t want you –” She blurted pausing and taking a deep breath. “Ben, you’re such an amazing guy. Such a hard worker. You deserve so much more than a car that can’t even play music while you drive. If you hate it I’ll take it back.”</p><p>Ben didn’t say anything. For a moment, they just sat there staring at the new car in the garage. Then, suddenly, Ben reached over and pulled his girlfriend in for a kiss. </p><p>“What did I ever do to deserve someone so absolutely wonderful?”<br/></p>
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Post id: 179998008957
Date: Sun, 11 Nov 2018 09:01:22
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179998008957/can-i-please-be-added-to-your-perma-tag-list
Slug: can-i-please-be-added-to-your-perma-tag-list
Reblog key: ynksN9Z9
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Can I please be added to your perma tag list :)
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<p>

<b><strike>drabble prompts!!</strike> || NOT accepting!!</b>

<br/></p>
<blockquote><p><i>36. “I wish I could hate you.”</i></p></blockquote>
<hr><p>Eddie wrinkles his nose, trying to flinch away from Richie’s kisses peppered over his cheeks. “Knock it off, Richie! I’m trying to do my homework.”</p>
<p>“Boring,” Richie replied, pressing a particularly obnoxious, loud kiss to his jaw.<br/></p>
<p>Eddie groaned and batted him away, wiping his face on the back of his hand. “Don’t pretend like I’m lame for doing my homework, you’re the straight-A  nerd here.”</p>
<p>Richie gasps in mock offense, a hand dramatically resting on his heart. “Nerd? Is that any way to talk to the love of your life, Eds?”</p>
<p>A flush covers Eddie’s cheeks at that choice of words, and he bats at Richie in annoyance. “Just let me work, Rich,” he says.</p> <p><a href="http://ticklishraspberries.tumblr.com/post/179664100587/if-youre-still-accepting-the-drabble-prompts" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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37
<p>Hi! Thanks for sending in a prompt! You didn’t specify a ship, so have some NSFW Stozier!</p><p><b>37. I had a dream about you.</b></p><p>Stan crossed the living room slowly and deliberately. On the other side of the room, perched on the couch, was none other than his roommate and resident best friend Richie Tozier. He had his nose buried in the notebook he was scribbling in. Stan recognized it as Richie’s journal. He had seen Richie writing and doodling in it several times since they’d moved in together but had never seen the contents. Richie was a rather open book. Stan knew that if he wanted Stan to know what was inside he would have told him by now. </p><p>He looked beautiful like this. His eyes were framed by the dark rim of his glasses and his curly, black hair danced wildly over his features. He almost looked like he was struck by lightning, but it was the lightening of a God who made Richie entirely too attractive. If he was being honest with himself, it pissed Stan off. Who did Richie think he was being so attractive like that?</p><p>“Staniel, what’s up?” Richie said as Stan got closer, sitting on the chair instead of next to Richie. </p><p>“Nothing. TV is out here,” Stan said quietly, grabbing the remote and clicking on the box. Bright colors danced in front of his face but he didn’t notice them. He could feel Richie’s eyes on the side of his face. He wanted to ask Richie why he was staring at him but then Richie would stop and Stan didn’t want that, no matter how much he didn’t want to admit it to himself. </p><p><b>“I had a dream about you last night,” </b>Richie said. Normally Stan could read everything about Richie from the tone of his voice, but right now his voice was a steady, even tone and did nothing to hint at the nature of the dream.</p><p>“Oh?” Stan didn’t take his eyes off the television but he could still feel Richie’s eyes burning holes into the side of his face. </p><p>A small yeah was all Richie offered him in response. He wanted Stan to ask. He wanted Stan to want to know and god dammit he did. </p><p>Carefully, Stan looked at his roommate. Richie had set his notebook on the empty cushion next to him and was leaning forward in his knees. His eyes were blown out in the dark room and his lips were wet from what Stan could only assume was Richie licking them. The sight was entirely too attractive. “Do you want to talk about it?”</p><p>Richie suddenly stood, moving directly into Stan’s line of sight and forcing him to look up. He hesitated once, hands twitching slightly at his side, before he placed them gently on Stan’s shoulders. Slowly, he pushed Stan back until he was pressed against the back of the chair. Richie followed suit, climbing into Stan’s lap and straddling his hips and leaning forward. </p><p>“I’d rather show you,” he said, voice smooth against Stan’s ear, “if you’re okay with that.</p><p>Stan nodded dumbly. He couldn’t speak. Not with Richie Tozier on top of him like this. He almost thought he was dreaming until he felt the roll of hips against his. The friction was delirious. He could feel how hard Richie was through his sweatpants and Stan wasn’t far behind.</p><p>Stan’s felt his hips automatically jump up to match the rhythm Richie was setting. His perfect ass ground down onto Stan, drawing sweet, airy moans from his lips. In front of him, he could see Riche’s erection straining against the material of his sweatpants. He uttered a quick, can I? and got a confirmation before dipping his hand in and pulling Richie out. Stan couldn’t think straight. It was moving fast, really fast, but he was loving every second of it. The glazed look in Richie’s eyes told Stan that he was loving it, too. </p><p><br/>“God, yeah, baby. Just like that,” Richie murmured as Stan spit into his palm, taking Richie in his hand and starting a slow pace to match Richie. “God, you feel so huge, Stan. Wanna know what I dreamt about?” Stan let out another moan, feeling Richie press roughly down against him. “I dreamt about you inside me. You filling me up until I can’t take anymore and then slamming into me. God, it felt so good. Bet you’d take control. And I’d be so good for you Stan. I’d be such a good boy.”</p><p>Richie let his head fall back as Stan tightened his grip, twisting his wrist and rubbing his thumb along the underside. God, Richie’s voice was having such an effect on him. Stan didn’t realize how much until he felt the bottom of his stomach tug, signaling he was close. Richie seemed to sense this. He picked up his pace and slammed their mouths together, sliding his tongue against Stan’s and threading his fingers through his curls. </p><p>Stan flicked his wrist one more time and Richie’s obscene babbles trailed off into incoherent moans and he shot all over Stan’s hand and t-shirt. Stan was close behind, soiling his pants and underwear. </p><p>The two of them leaned on each other as they came down from their respective highs.</p><p>“So,” Stan said. a little lost on where this went from here. <br/>“Dinner? My treat? We can go to that fancy Thai place you love so much.”<br/></p>
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prompt 53: Take off your shirt. with reddie please??❤️❤️
<p>Of course you can! Thank you for sending this in. It was interesting to explore the direction I ended up going. &lt;3</p><p><b>53: Take off your shirt<br/></b></p><p>A sudden, sharp noise jolted Eddie from his sleep. It sounded clipped and hurried but when he looked around his room there was nothing out of place. There was no light under his door and nothing fallen off the desk or shelves. He almost thought he dreamed it until he heard it again, but this time it sounded more like a banging. Like a knock, the sound of knuckles on glass.  </p><p>Eddie quickly rose to his feet. Knocking at his window only meant one thing. </p><p>As quickly as the window was open, Richie Tozier was climbing through. <br/>“Heya, Eds,” was all he said as he jumped down, quickly taking off his shoes and crossing the room to Eddie’s bed. Eddie followed behind before sitting down next to him. </p><p>“It’s 2 in the morning,” was all he said before a yawn escaped him. <br/>“Sorry,” Richie murmured, his voice a sullen, low thing. It only took him a second to recover, though. He was so quick Eddie would have missed it if he wasn’t paying such close attention. “I just wanted to see your cute face!”</p><p>Eddie just sent him a simple smile. The two of them ended up shooting the shit for an hour. Richie talked endlessly about his college applications and how he couldn’t wait to be on the other side of the country. Soon, he said. Soon he’ll be long gone.</p><p>Eddie felt a small tug in his stomach at this. Richie might have been ready to go but Eddie sure wasn’t. He wasn’t ready for this to be over. Richie climbing through his window in the middle of the night may have seemed like an inconvenience but really it was something Eddie cherished. It was their own stolen moment in their crazy lives. He knew soon it’d be over forever. </p><p>At some point Richie had snaked his hand between the two of them and placed it over where Eddie’s laid on the bed. He was careful about weaving their fingers together, one by one as to not be noticeable. This is another thing Eddie would miss. This was where Richie let all his guards down. Richie laid back on the bed, pulling at Eddie’s hand until the smaller boy laid with him. It was an easy position, one they were both used to. Eddie would inevitably end up curled into Richie’s side, same as always. </p><p>It was a little weird the first time it happened but they’ve both grown so used to it. It’s become this unspoken comfort for both of them. Eddie from his mother and the world that called him fragile and Richie from the chaos that always seemed to surround him. </p><p>Eddie curled in, ready to take his spot in Richie’s shoulder. Before he could get there, though, he felt Richie tense up and move, dropping Eddie’s hand and shifting away. </p><p>“Uhm,” was all Eddie could manage at first. He gapped slightly, mouth opening and closing a couple times before he could form a sentence. “Did I do something wrong?”</p><p>“No,” Richie’s reply was quick. He shook his head fast before continuing. “You could never do anything wrong Spaghetti Man.”</p><p>Eddie looked at Richie, really looked at him, for the first time that night. His hair was disheveled and his shirt was wrinkles, more than normal. His eyes were just a hair brighter than they normally were and his bottom lip was swollen and currently being worried between his teeth. It suddenly clicked why Richie was here. </p><p>“Rich,” Eddie started, slow and careful with his voice. <b>“Take off your shirt.”</b><br/>Eddie had to give Richie all the credit in the word right then. He didn’t pale, he didn’t run, he didn’t even protest. Instead, in that moment, he had all the strength and pose of a man twice his age. </p><p>Richie slowly, gingerly even, lifted his shirt above his head. Underneath, on his right side, his stomach was covered in a huge red mark, blues and purples already beginning to blossom over the skin. There were no other marks this time but Eddie still felt his stomach turn and lurch at the sight. Gently, he reached out and touched his fingertips to the swollen skin. Richie let out an inaudible hiss and Eddie could see the muscles of his stomach contract. </p><p>“Richie,” Eddie started, but the words just hung in the air between them. The only other sounds in the room came from Richie. Gentle, almost silent, sniffling.  </p><p>“One day, Eds,” Richie said, voice thick but steady. “One day we’re gonna get out of this shit hole.”</p><p>“We are, Rich.” Eddie replied. He laced their fingers together again, bringing Richie’s hand up to his mouth and pressing a gentle kiss to the knuckles. <br/></p>
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Hi darling! HC for a reddie coffee shop meet cute??
<p>Only for you 😘</p><ul><li>Eddie is a barista at this coffee shop that also has an open mic night for comedians/musicians</li><li>Richie is one of those guys who expresses his comedy through music.</li><li>He frequents the coffee shop and has gathered quite a following, as well as the fact that he clearly has the hots for Eddie.</li><li>Eddie obviously feels the same, but he’s had little to no luck with guys so he isn’t quite sure how to approach Richie.</li><li>Then, during one of Richie’s shows, Richie sings a song that is literally titled “Eddie, will you have coffee with me”</li><li>Eddie doesn’t hesitate to say yes and on his break they do indeed, drink coffee.</li><li>By the following week, they’re dating and Eddie’s name pops up frequently in Richie’s songs and his comedy acts.</li></ul><p><br/></p><h2><i><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/ask">Send me in an au and I’ll write 5+ headcannons for that au!</a></i></h2>
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Never forger Kate
<p>I quit</p>
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You ain&rsquo;t old! (How old are you?)
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49? Any ship!
<p><b>“But, I said I love you.” however I changed it to “But, I love him”</b><br/></p><p>Stan sighed, taking a seat at the bar, wiping his eyes from the stray tears that had stained his face. After finally<b> </b>admitting his feelings to himself, after months of denial, he had finally gone to tell Mike how he felt. However, it seemed that he had spend <i>too</i><b></b>much time in denial, as when he got to Mike’s house, it was only a few hours after his ex boyfriend had proposed to him. </p><p>Now here he was, sulking over a glass of whiskey in a bar that belonged to his oldest friend. Just as the thought passed his mind, another glass slid across the bar and someone slipped into the seat next to him. “Do you want to talk about it?”</p><p>Turning his head, Stan met the eyes of Richie and he took a big gulp out of the glass, “I did what you suggested. I went to Mike’s house to tell him how I felt and…and Lucas was there.” </p><p>“Lucas? As in…Mike’s <i>ex </i><b></b>Lucas? I thought they broke up because Mike couldn’t trust him? You know, all the shady shit he was pulling?” Richie asked, crossing his arms.</p><p>“Well, looks like Mike maybe can trust him now. Considering Lucas asked him to marry him and Mike said yes.” Stan muttered and Richie choked on his drink, spitting it out over the bar.</p><p>“Come again?”</p><p>“I went to his house, with full intentions of finally coming clean about my feelings, but when I got there it was just a few hours after Lucas had shown up and asked Mike to marry him.” He explained, running his fingers through his hair. “It’s so…fuck Richie why do I have such bad luck? I finally let my walls down to tell him how I feel and I…I can’t have him. How am I supposed to be around him now without breaking down?”</p><p>Stan felt Richie wrap his arm around his shoulder in a comforting hug, “I know this…I know this situation sucks. I completely get that and I am so sorry man, I mean that.” He cleared his throat. “But Mike…Mike’s still your friend Stan and as his friend you…you need to <i>be</i><b></b>his friend. No matter how much it hurts.”</p><p>“How did you do it? Before you and Eddie got together? How did you walk around just being his friend…especially when he was dating that other guy?” Stan asked and Richie let out a breath. </p><p>“Well, at first it was really hard. Every time I saw him with that asshole it would make my blood boil, but…after all the initial hurt and anger faded away I realised that I needed Eddie in my life even if we were just friends. It still hurt, but it hurt just a little bit less because his happiness was what mattered.”</p><p>“<b><i>But, I love him</i></b>, Richie,” Stan whispered and Richie pulled him into a hug.</p><p>“I know. I know you do.” Richie sighed, “It’s going to be hard, but I can promise you Stanny, it’ll all be okay. Trust me.”</p><p>Stan swallowed and nodded his head, breathing out slowly, “But what do I do now?”</p><p>“Well, why don’t we just focus on one day at a time hmm?” Richie suggested, pouring him another drink. “And for tonight…let’s just drink.”</p><p>And Stan could drink to that. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 179831285857
Date: Tue, 06 Nov 2018 12:35:27
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179831285857/4546-with-reddie-for-the-prompts-please
Slug: 4546-with-reddie-for-the-prompts-please
Reblog key: bcSwqFyA
Reblog url: http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/175181285942
Reblog name: stephenskings
45/46 with reddie for the prompts please :)
<p><b>45: do you trust me?</b> &amp; <b>46: can i kiss you right now? </b></p>
<p><b>A/N: </b>Myra’s existence and relationship with Eddie is very important to canon <i>but this isn’t canon and i can do whatever i want. :) </i></p>
<p>Somehow the drop hadn’t seemed quite so high in childhood, Richie marveled to himself as he stared down off the edge of Quarry. It had been three years since Richie had tossed what little worldly possessions he had into the back of his shitty pick-up truck, bid farewell to his parents and Mike, and driven off to UCLA with no intent of ever looking back. </p>
<p>Richie had driven to the Quarry the second he’d gotten into Derry, not even bothering to drop his stuff off at home. He couldn’t explain even to himself why he’d suddenly gotten overwhelmed by the urge to come home. He just knew he’d woken up yesterday morning and called his parents to say he was coming home for spring break. </p>
<p>“Well, are you just going to stare down and are you going to jump?” A familiar voice- oh, all too familiar, it brought on the best kind of ache in Richie’s chest- called from behind him. Richie jumped and nearly ended up falling off the cliff. <br/></p>
<p>Eddie Kaspbrak slapped a hand over his mouth and cackled as he watched Richie attempt to regain his footing. The Eddie standing by him now was far from the Eddie which Richie had known in his youth. He’d traded out the tiny colourful shorts with polo t-shirts for beige khaki pants and soft looking sweaters. His hair had grown out to curl at the ends, his skin had tanned and there wasn’t a single fannypack in sight. He’d shot up, too, not as much as Richie for sure, but Eddie seemed to own his body with a confidence that Richie had never had in himself.</p>
<p>He was, in short, more beautiful than ever and it made Richie’s chest tight with something he hadn’t been able to describe at eleven years old but maybe he knew what it was now. </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/175181285942" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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what aboit bev marsh in 4?
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You art is so pretty and cute  😍😍
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<p><b>	“Excuse me for falling in love with you,” </b></p><p>“Stan! Wait!” Stan heard Mike yelling for him but he kept going, trudging through the dark streets. He was cold, he’d grabbed his jacket before stomping out of the party but had ridden there with Richie. In his haste to leave he hadn’t wanted to wait for Richie to stop sucking face with Eddie. He had just left, disappearing out the front door and hoping that no one would notice.</p><p>	But of course Mike did. Mike always noticed. It was sweet, under normal circumstances but right now he wanted to be left alone. </p><p>	“Stan!” Mike grabbed his arm. “Come on. You can’t outrun me, you know that.” He could hear the joking tone in Mike’s voice, laid over his concern.</p><p>	Stan stopped but didn’t turn. He didn’t want to look at Mike. “Leave me alone. Go back to the party and all your cool football friends.”</p><p>	Mike moved so he was in front of Stan. “What’s wrong? Did I do something?” </p><p>	“No,” He replied petulantly. Mike hadn’t done anything. He had been hanging out with the other people on the football team. Then one of the cheerleaders walked over and sat on Mike’s lap, curling into him. That was when Stan had decided he needed to leave. So no, Mike hadn’t done anything wrong besides being his charming self and unknowingly ripping out Stan’s heart. </p><p>	“Well something is wrong Stan, I can tell. You just stalked out of the party! Tell me what it is.” </p><p>	“Nothing.” He said, pulling his arm back and wrapping them around himself. He was freezing. November was not a good month to storm out of a party. </p><p>	Mike sighed, his expression softening. Stan admired that, when Mike got frustrated he rarely got angry, he just got sad. Most of the losers couldn’t refuse a sad Mike, those puppy dog eyes had stopped many arguments because they didn’t want to disappoint him. </p><p>	But Stan couldn’t tell explain this, not without telling him how he felt. </p><p>	“Fuck Stan, I’m trying to help. Come back to the party, you’re freezing. I’ll make you tea.” </p><p>	“It’s not your house.” He said, still feeling stubborn. Mike chuckled.</p><p>	“I’m sure I can still find the tea.” He took a step forward. “Come on.” </p><p>	But Stan shook his head, taking a step back. “No, I’m going to walk home.” </p><p>	“Stan-”</p><p>	“Just fuck off Mike!” Stan finally screamed. He didn’t want Mike’s pitying expression or to go back to the party and feel like he was making Mike stay with him. He hated being the person holding Mike back, especially since Mike was enjoying his newfound popularity. Stan couldn’t force Mike to sit with him and make him tea. He couldn’t do that to him. </p><p>	Mike stepped back, his eyes wide. “Well, excuse me for caring.” He said, the hurt clear in his voice. He turned and Stan watched as he walked away. </p><p>

<b>“Excuse me for falling in love with you,” </b>Stan muttered, pulling his collar up and continuing his walk home. He felt even worse than before and knew it was all his fault. <br/></p>
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138, stozier if you can!
<p>

<b>“Stop making your own rules.” </b>

<br/></p><p>	It was their tradition. On Monday nights Richie and Stan would play a board game, just the two of them. They’d started doing it when they were in college, a cheap date night and a break from studying and stress, at least for a little while. Back then, more often than not, it turned into a strip board game and they’d end up having sex next to a half completed game of chess. Neither of them minded. </p><p>	Now though, after dating for five years, the pair usually managed to finish their games (occasionally it still ended in sex, especially when they played battleship. For some reason Stan couldn’t resist Richie’s cheeky expression when he called out his guesses).</p><p>	Tonight they were playing Monopoly, a game that Stan loved and Richie tolerated. Stan liked the precise and rules, the cost benefit to buying a property and their eternal argument about whether the railroads were worth it. Stan insisted on being banker, Richie had a habit of ‘borrowing’ money whenever he had the job. </p><p>	“Richie, you can’t put money in free parking.” Stan said, watching as his boyfriend placed the cash for his fine in the middle of the board. </p><p>	“And why not? Then you get the bonus if you land there! It’s fun!” Richie grinned at him and Stan sighed. He was always doing this, trying to add money or sneak in new self- created cards to the community chest . Stan played strictly by the book, which meant no money on free parking.</p><p>	He pursed his lips. 

<b>“Stop making your own rules.” </b>

</p><p>	Richie stuck out his bottom lip, pouting. “I thought you like my rules.” </p><p>	“Not for this.”</p><p>	Richie kept pouting until Stan leaned over the board and kissed him, playing with his curls. “I still love you, just stop fucking with our game.”</p><p>	Richie smiled, nodding, and they went back to the game, Stan continuing to mutter whenever Richie snuck an extra twenty or tried to reroll the dice. </p><p>Play continued until Stan was drawing a chance card and saw that it was a fake one. “Richie,” He sighed again. Instead of the little monopoly man it was a sketch of the two of them, still reading ‘chance’ on the top. </p><p>	“Just, flip it, please.” Richie asked, surprisingly somber. His tone stopped Stan from arguing any more. He flipped it. The back of the card read, “Take a chance on me?” </p><p>	“What-” Stan looked up to see Richie holding up a ring box with a simple silver ring inside. </p><p>	“Stan, five years ago you took a chance when you agreed to that date. You took another one two years ago when we moved in together. Will you take another one now and marry me?” </p><p>	Stan stared from Richie to the ring, overcome by how perfect the moment was. Finally, he realized that Richie was still waiting for an answer and nodded, smiling. “Yes! Of course.” </p><p> Richie leapt over the board and tackled him, landing on top of Stan and kissing him fiercely. Stan kissed him back, both laughing and smiling. After a few minutes Richie pulled back, grabbing the ring and slipping it onto Stan’s finger. “See? Sometimes it’s good that I make my own rules.”</p><p>	Stan rolled his eyes. “One time, now I’ll never hear the end of it.”</p><p>	Richie smirked. “Never ever- <i>fiance</i>.” </p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p>
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<p>You’ve got it! Thanks!! :D </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="282" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="this-is-your-brain-on-cartoons:v0KSS-kr_S0fhKBLz409lw:ZwS3Ka2ZaLJ8O"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/5086d37e3f32e56fafd43c9d60a6c7fa/tumblr_pbh9ucVr441xpa5xlo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="282" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: woahtherebuddyfriend

Post id: 179802595672
Date: Mon, 05 Nov 2018 16:26:27
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179802595672/ghosts-dont-exist-stanlon-no-one-dies-leave
Slug: ghosts-dont-exist-stanlon-no-one-dies-leave
Reblog key: ogt3ScmU
Reblog url: https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/179799231961/ghosts-dont-exist-stanlon-no-one-dies-leave
Reblog name: reddie-for-anything
&#039;Ghosts don&#039;t exist&#039; Stanlon (no one dies, leave my boys alone)
<p>I’m so sorry this took me literally a month to write. But here you go. Some Stanlon Ghosts</p>
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16532744">Read on A03 the formatting is better there</a></h2>
<p>Tag List:</p>
<p><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a>@<a href="http://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/">jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a>  @<a href="http://studpuffin.tumblr.com/">studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a><br/></p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/179799231961/ghosts-dont-exist-stanlon-no-one-dies-leave" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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The App &mdash; ahhhh! So hot and yummy! Thank you for these amazing gifts you give us! ❤️
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I just finished &lsquo;the app&rsquo; this morning and I loved it so much great work 💘
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You&rsquo;re warm reddie
<p>This has been in my inbox for like a month lol sorry anon </p><p><b>Prompt</b>: “you’re warm.”</p><p><b>Pairing</b>: Reddie </p><p><b>Words: </b>500</p><p><b>Summary</b>: Richie isn’t feeling too good and Eddie is the best nurse and ever. </p><p><b>Rating</b>: G</p><p>p.s I know this is not at all what you probably wanted but here it is anyway</p><p>-</p><p>Eddie bit back an excited noise as he approached him and his husband’s bedroom, holding a plate of freshly cooked eggs and toast.</p><p>“I’m the best,” Eddie mused mainly to himself, quietly pushing open their bedroom door to reveal his husband still tangled in their white bedsheets, his cheek pressed against the pillow, one arm hanging off the side of the bed and snoring a little louder that usual.</p><p>After taking a quick moment to admire his husband, Eddie placed the ceramic plate onto one of their nightstands, brushing some of the unruly black locks out of his face before bending down to cup his face and pressing a quick kiss to his freckled cheek.</p><p>“Good morning, sleeping beauty,” Eddie quipped as his husband began to stir. “I made you breakfast.”</p><p>Richie, who was normally the morning person out of the two of them, let out an incoherent noise in response, and Eddie was ninety nine percent sure that noise was him groaning out word ‘Eds’.</p><p>A small wave of concern washed over Eddie, and being the nurse and loving husband he is, he immediately put the back of his hand up to Richie’s flushed forehead.</p><p>“Rich,” Eddie tutted almost as soon as his hand felt the heat radiating from his skin, confirming his suspicions. “<b>You’re warm</b>.”</p><p>Richie just groaned in response.</p><p>“I’m gonna go get some medicine, okay?” Eddie tried in his gentlest tone. “Try and eat and I’ll take your temperature.”</p><p>“M’ don’ wanna eat,” Richie finally spoke, the words half pressed into the pillow,  clearly a little congested “M’ don’ wanna get you sick and snotty, Eds. I can take care o’myself.  M’ a big boy.”</p><p>He rolled his eyes at him. “If I can swap spit with you once in a while then I won’t mind you giving me the common cold, Richie. We’re not thirteen anymore. I work in a  place filled with sickness.”</p><p>Richie finally pulled his face from the pillows and faced his husband. “But swapping spit s’ <i>hot</i>, babe! I’m not hot right now, m’ ugly and gross,” he sniffed, pretending to cry.</p><p>Giving in to his theatrics, Eddie cupping his husband’s flushed face and gave him a small kiss, brushing his cheekbones with the pads of his thumbs. “You may be gross, trashmouth, but you’re never ugly. Just let me take care of you when you’re sick. It’s what we’re supposed to do for each other.”</p><p>Eddie took it as a win when Richie didn’t argue any further, but maybe that was due to the fact that he was visibly beginning to fall back asleep at the comforting gesture.</p><p>“Whatever you say, Eds,” he said sleepily. “M’ sorry if I do get you sick, though, because you get triple the amount of clingy when you’re sick, which makes me wanna make out w’you, which’ll get me sick, and then we’ll go full circle!” He was speaking in complete half-awake rambles at this point.</p><p>“Don’t worry about it,” he whispered, despite being a hundred percent sure Richie wasn’t conscious enough to process what he was saying.</p><p>“We’ll figure it out.” </p>
Tags: reddie, fic rec
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Could you tag me in the Hawaii reddie fic please
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<p><b>16:</b> Cry me a river </p>
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Reddie</p>
<p><b>send me a number from <a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/179664053087">this list</a> and i’ll write you something!</b></p>
<p>“Eddie, Eds, I’m
sorry, I’m sorry!” Richie wailed loudly, lisping slightly through his missing
front teeth. Eddie’s cheeks were red and swollen, and a rash was spread around
his neck. Eddie was crying softly, very unlike Richie’s loud alligator tears.
 “I didn’t know their were
nuh-nuh-nuts, I suh-swear I didn’t.”</p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/179766437907" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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140?
<p><b>140</b>: You know what happens when you assume things… </p>
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Stanlon with Stan/Richie friendship and mentioned Reddie</p>
<p>

<b>send me a number from <a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/179664053087">this list</a> and i’ll write you something!</b>

 </p>
<p>Richie blew a mouthful of smoke into Stanley’s face, and
snickered at the look of disgust on his best friend’s face. “Tell me again why
you’re sitting in my- quote- <i>absolutely
fucking disgusting </i>bedroom with me on Saturday night instead of getting cozy
over with Heartthrob Hanlon like he asked you to?”</p>
<p>Stan scowled and pushed at Richie’s too-close face. Richie fell
backwards against the pillows and grinned upwards. “Did you have something better
to do, Tozier?” </p> <p><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/179765701027" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: STANLON, my heart, omg, yes, loved this
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Can you please tag be in the reddie Hawaii fic? It looks sooo good
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Afternoon my dude, could I get tagged for the Reddie Hawaii fic please and thanks?
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Hey- do you mind tagging me for the Hawaii fic? 💕
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Hi! could you please tag me in the hawaii reddie fic?🍓
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ah!!!! could you please add me to the tag list for the hawaii fic, please? it sounds so good and i can&rsquo;t wait to read about those sweet oblivious idiots!!!
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PLEASE hit me up with your OHH fic (which is totally the sound Richie makes the first time he sees Eddie&rsquo;s nakey booty). And when I say hit me, I mean hit me. 😉
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Omg operation hawaii! I love that. Tag me pls :-)
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Can you tag me in the hawaii fic? I can&#039;t wait!
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="284" data-orig-width="425" data-tumblr-attribution="samisoffthewall:-3ZNIf0HvpgB9AXKMM5KAQ:Z-of3q20q7ovf"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7f7173bd63723c4c08b96a5467f41ea5/tumblr_o1krqsDWaa1smqfiko1_500.gif" data-orig-height="284" data-orig-width="425"/></figure><p>Thanks! </p>
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<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="250" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="ashleyoungxd:vptyQ0jPOh27jIABNKAzmQ:ZFOfOq24lvjLG"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2094aa900027a23891c37142b99dea0d/tumblr_o53ux9tcTl1sj3hv5o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="250" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: notallowedtohandleaknife

Post id: 179738322082
Date: Sat, 03 Nov 2018 21:00:11
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179738322082/54-reddie-was-very-good-and-i-just-read
Slug: 54-reddie-was-very-good-and-i-just-read
Reblog key: P5iGWiv7
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
54 + Reddie was very good! And I just read Scarefest, oh my goodness mindfuck...😘
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Stanlon
<p>stanlon is literally god tier. it’s up there w reddie for me in terms of favourite ships</p><p>i feel that they would compliment each other so well in terms of compatibility and personalities. take mike’s promise to protect stan in the 2017 movie (and genuine devastation when he fails). his recognition of stan being that afraid. stan being THAT AFRAID but still, in the sewer, he’s the first to run and grab a weapon to defend mike from pennywise. (pretty sure they defend each other multiple times during that fight, back and forth.) or stan eagerly inviting this kid they just met and defended (rock war) to set off firecrackers with them in the book and how happy that makes mike. the only real “brutal honesty” i have here is that you’re a damn fool if you don’t ship them</p><p><b>send me a ship and ill give you my honest opinion about it!</b></p>
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54 + Reddie
<p><b>“Why’s there a pregnancy test in the trash?” </b><br/></p><p>“Why’s there a pregnancy test in the trash?” Eddie asked Richie suspiciously, crossing his arms and looking at his boyfriend. </p><p>“Your mom was here Eds, wanted to see if we’d be blessing you with a little brother or sister.”</p><p>“That’s fucking gross.” Eddie said, hitting Richie’s shoulder as he moved to sit next to him on the bed. “What’s the real reason?”</p><p>“I’m pregnant, another Tozier is a-coming.” Richie said, trying to flash Eddie his patented ‘I’m cute and clever, let me off the hook’ smile. But Eddie wasn’t going to let this go. Something was clearly up, Richie had been acting weird since Eddie had come over. </p><p>“Richie,” Eddie took his hand, squeezing it gently. “You can tell me, whatever it is.” As he said it, part of Eddie wasn’t sure he actually wanted to hear the source of the test. Richie had broken up with his girlfriend less than two months ago, with him and Eddie starting to date a few weeks ago. He was worried that the positive pregnancy test was hers. Eddie wasn’t sure he could handle that- and he knew Richie couldn’t. Their relationship had been volatile and Eddie was worried she’d use this to get him back.</p><p>“Well babe, it’s not my secret to tell.” Richie told him, leaning his head on Eddie’s shoulder. “I can promise that you’re not the father though, since the only place you’ve cum is on my hand.”</p><p>“You’re disgusting!” Eddie replied, frowning. He knew that Richie was using this to get Eddie to change the subject but he wouldn’t be deterred. “Richie, come on.” Eddie hated seeing him like this, quiet and worried.</p><p>Richie was quiet for another minute and then he finally muttered, “Bev. It’s hers.”</p><p>“Oh shit.” Eddie said, his eyes going wide. </p><p>“And you can’t tell Ben!” Richie was quick to reply. “She’s not sure how he’ll react.”</p><p>	“Fuck,” Eddie said, looking from Richie to the door, worried they’d be overheard.”What is she doing to do?” They were young, too young for this. Only 17 and in no way ready for a baby. </p><p>	“I told her I’d leave with her.” Richie’s voice dropped and he stared at his hands. “Run away from Derry. Her dad will kill her if he finds out. She won’t show until after graduation anyway.” Eddie could hear the resolve in Richie’s voice. He’d never let Bev do this on his own, no matter what it meant for him and his future. “I’m sorry Eds.”</p><p>	“Why?” Eddie asked, grabbing Richie’s hands. “I’d go with you.” </p><p>	Richie looked at him, startled. “But- you got into NYU, you can’t give that up.”</p><p>	Eddie shook his head, moving a piece of Richie’s hair that had fallen out of his ponytail. “You and Bev? Raising a baby together? Now way. You’d forget it at the grocery store or something.” Richie smiled a little and Eddie continued. “Besides, I think you’re underestimating Ben. He’s a good guy.” </p><p>	Richie nodded, his smile growing. “You’re sure?”</p><p>	“I’m sure. The others will probably insist on helping too.” </p><p>Richie leaned back against him. Eddie could feel that he had relaxed. “Us raising a baby, can you imagine?” </p><p>	“Strangely enough, yes.” He replied honestly. The thought should be terrifying but wasn’t, somehow all of them working together to raise a baby made sense. </p>
Tags: i cave under pressure, and for domestic reddie, i cant help it
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54 + Reddie
<p><b>“Why’s there a pregnancy test in the trash?” </b><br/></p><p>“Why’s there a pregnancy test in the trash?” Eddie asked Richie suspiciously, crossing his arms and looking at his boyfriend. </p><p>“Your mom was here Eds, wanted to see if we’d be blessing you with a little brother or sister.”</p><p>“That’s fucking gross.” Eddie said, hitting Richie’s shoulder as he moved to sit next to him on the bed. “What’s the real reason?”</p><p>“I’m pregnant, another Tozier is a-coming.” Richie said, trying to flash Eddie his patented ‘I’m cute and clever, let me off the hook’ smile. But Eddie wasn’t going to let this go. Something was clearly up, Richie had been acting weird since Eddie had come over. </p><p>“Richie,” Eddie took his hand, squeezing it gently. “You can tell me, whatever it is.” As he said it, part of Eddie wasn’t sure he actually wanted to hear the source of the test. Richie had broken up with his girlfriend less than two months ago, with him and Eddie starting to date a few weeks ago. He was worried that the positive pregnancy test was hers. Eddie wasn’t sure he could handle that- and he knew Richie couldn’t. Their relationship had been volatile and Eddie was worried she’d use this to get him back.</p><p>“Well babe, it’s not my secret to tell.” Richie told him, leaning his head on Eddie’s shoulder. “I can promise that you’re not the father though, since the only place you’ve cum is on my hand.”</p><p>“You’re disgusting!” Eddie replied, frowning. He knew that Richie was using this to get Eddie to change the subject but he wouldn’t be deterred. “Richie, come on.” Eddie hated seeing him like this, quiet and worried.</p><p>Richie was quiet for another minute and then he finally muttered, “Bev. It’s hers.”</p><p>“Oh shit.” Eddie said, his eyes going wide. </p><p>“And you can’t tell Ben!” Richie was quick to reply. “She’s not sure how he’ll react.”</p><p>	“Fuck,” Eddie said, looking from Richie to the door, worried they’d be overheard.”What is she doing to do?” They were young, too young for this. Only 17 and in no way ready for a baby. </p><p>	“I told her I’d leave with her.” Richie’s voice dropped and he stared at his hands. “Run away from Derry. Her dad will kill her if he finds out. She won’t show until after graduation anyway.” Eddie could hear the resolve in Richie’s voice. He’d never let Bev do this on his own, no matter what it meant for him and his future. “I’m sorry Eds.”</p><p>	“Why?” Eddie asked, grabbing Richie’s hands. “I’d go with you.” </p><p>	Richie looked at him, startled. “But- you got into NYU, you can’t give that up.”</p><p>	Eddie shook his head, moving a piece of Richie’s hair that had fallen out of his ponytail. “You and Bev? Raising a baby together? Now way. You’d forget it at the grocery store or something.” Richie smiled a little and Eddie continued. “Besides, I think you’re underestimating Ben. He’s a good guy.” </p><p>	Richie nodded, his smile growing. “You’re sure?”</p><p>	“I’m sure. The others will probably insist on helping too.” </p><p>Richie leaned back against him. Eddie could feel that he had relaxed. “Us raising a baby, can you imagine?” </p><p>	“Strangely enough, yes.” He replied honestly. The thought should be terrifying but wasn’t, somehow all of them working together to raise a baby made sense. </p>
Tags: i do not need another wip, even if i spent a lot of time plotting this out with oldguybones, damnit
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<p><i>ofc doll! </i>Magical Accidents/Accidentally Saving the Day  </p><p>Bill groaned as the murmuring in the house woke him up. His blemished face reddened as he began to cough again. Slowly he got out of bed, though his rare case of Rose Fever hadn’t let up. As lovely as the name sounded, the illness was quite the opposite. Bill’s skin was red and pink, rashes that resembled rose petals covering every inch of his body. He walked into the kitchen, a blanket wrapped around him while he was greeted by his two boyfriends. </p><p>“Like I said, cat claws will do the trick–” Mike turned to see his sick boyfriend, frowning slightly. “Lamb, what are you doing up?” He sighed heavily, stepping away from the steaming brew he and Stan were trying to create. Being sick was difficult, but Bill was always thankful that he kept company with the two magical beings.<br/></p><p>“Cuh-couldn’t sleep.” Bill sighed, smiling weakly as Mike touched his face. “I luh-look great, don’t I?” He chuckled as the warlock rolled his eyes.<br/></p><p>“Dove, get back to bed you shouldn’t be up.” Stan sighed from his spot by the stove. He looked worried, but he was relieved to see his boyfriend after he had stayed in the guest room for almost three days now. Stan and Mike were worried when they realized their human had fallen ill with a magical disease, but Bill seemed a little happy knowing that the illness let him stay home from work. </p><p>Bill shook his head. “Can’t. I cuh-could hear you both buh-bickering about…” He sniffed. “What are you <i>making</i>?” His brow furrowed.</p><p>“It <i>was</i> a recipe Bev had given me but,” Stan eyed Mike, who wore a cheeky smile. “It’s turned into some bizarre mixture. We can’t really figure it out.” <br/></p><p>“It was just a little pearl dust! Just a pinch!” Mike put his hands up in surrender. “I thought it could use a little… panache.” He grinned as Stanley rolled his eyes. Out of the two of them, Stanley was always the more well-versed brewer, but Mike was still learning and experimenting. They began bickering again, the sight rare and only in the face of magical disasters. </p><p>Bill’s brow furrowed. “It can’t buh-be that bad.” He got to his feet, while the two warlocks flipped through the large book on the counter. Bill approached the bubbling cauldron. </p><p>The smell was peculiar. It was like a bakery and glue, all wafting into Bill’s nose. He hummed, looking to the jars that were neatly organized on the counter. Blindly, he reached for a flem yellow vile one that bubbled like champagne when touched. He poured the liquid in, and the sound made both of the others turn with surprise. </p><p>“BILL WHAT ARE YOU DOING?” Stan yelled, watching as the dark inky liquid mixed with the yellow, turning to a teal hue with the scent of asphalt. The steam rose in dark green smoke, hiding Bill’s face in the cauldron while Mike and Stan pulled him away. <br/></p><p>“Baby are you-” Mike started, but gasped softly as he looked at Bill. Their beloved human’s skin was back to normal, well, his face and neck looked fine. A smile was on his face, pleased with his handiwork. </p><p>“That wuh-wasn’t so hard.” Bill mused. </p><p>Stan sighed with relief, taking the vile from Bill’s hand before placing a kiss on his lover’s unblemished cheek.</p><p>Mike kissed Bill’s auburn hair with delight. “Maybe you got a little magic in you after all, huh love?” He hummed with a smile.</p>
Tags: love these three!!!, yes!!
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<p><b>“Why’s there a pregnancy test in the trash?” </b><br/></p><p>“Why’s there a pregnancy test in the trash?” Eddie asked Richie suspiciously, crossing his arms and looking at his boyfriend. </p><p>“Your mom was here Eds, wanted to see if we’d be blessing you with a little brother or sister.”</p><p>“That’s fucking gross.” Eddie said, hitting Richie’s shoulder as he moved to sit next to him on the bed. “What’s the real reason?”</p><p>“I’m pregnant, another Tozier is a-coming.” Richie said, trying to flash Eddie his patented ‘I’m cute and clever, let me off the hook’ smile. But Eddie wasn’t going to let this go. Something was clearly up, Richie had been acting weird since Eddie had come over. </p><p>“Richie,” Eddie took his hand, squeezing it gently. “You can tell me, whatever it is.” As he said it, part of Eddie wasn’t sure he actually wanted to hear the source of the test. Richie had broken up with his girlfriend less than two months ago, with him and Eddie starting to date a few weeks ago. He was worried that the positive pregnancy test was hers. Eddie wasn’t sure he could handle that- and he knew Richie couldn’t. Their relationship had been volatile and Eddie was worried she’d use this to get him back.</p><p>“Well babe, it’s not my secret to tell.” Richie told him, leaning his head on Eddie’s shoulder. “I can promise that you’re not the father though, since the only place you’ve cum is on my hand.”</p><p>“You’re disgusting!” Eddie replied, frowning. He knew that Richie was using this to get Eddie to change the subject but he wouldn’t be deterred. “Richie, come on.” Eddie hated seeing him like this, quiet and worried.</p><p>Richie was quiet for another minute and then he finally muttered, “Bev. It’s hers.”</p><p>“Oh shit.” Eddie said, his eyes going wide. </p><p>“And you can’t tell Ben!” Richie was quick to reply. “She’s not sure how he’ll react.”</p><p>	“Fuck,” Eddie said, looking from Richie to the door, worried they’d be overheard.”What is she doing to do?” They were young, too young for this. Only 17 and in no way ready for a baby. </p><p>	“I told her I’d leave with her.” Richie’s voice dropped and he stared at his hands. “Run away from Derry. Her dad will kill her if he finds out. She won’t show until after graduation anyway.” Eddie could hear the resolve in Richie’s voice. He’d never let Bev do this on his own, no matter what it meant for him and his future. “I’m sorry Eds.”</p><p>	“Why?” Eddie asked, grabbing Richie’s hands. “I’d go with you.” </p><p>	Richie looked at him, startled. “But- you got into NYU, you can’t give that up.”</p><p>	Eddie shook his head, moving a piece of Richie’s hair that had fallen out of his ponytail. “You and Bev? Raising a baby together? Now way. You’d forget it at the grocery store or something.” Richie smiled a little and Eddie continued. “Besides, I think you’re underestimating Ben. He’s a good guy.” </p><p>	Richie nodded, his smile growing. “You&rsquo;re sure?”</p><p>	“I’m sure. The others will probably insist on helping too.” </p><p>Richie leaned back against him. Eddie could feel that he had relaxed. “Us raising a baby, can you imagine?” </p><p>	“Strangely enough, yes.” He replied honestly. The thought should be terrifying but wasn’t, somehow all of them working together to raise a baby made sense. </p>
Tags: this could be a great AU, Bev having a baby young, and all 7 losers helping to raise it, damn, reddie, tinyarmedtwrites, maggie-nicole125
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How are you so adorable?
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Tags: adorable, eddie, fanart

Post id: 179697832142
Date: Fri, 02 Nov 2018 16:39:09
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179697832142/57-with-stanlon-please-im-doing-this-instead-of
Slug: 57-with-stanlon-please-im-doing-this-instead-of
Reblog key: 03R0Hf0C
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
57 with Stanlon please. I&#039;m doing this instead of working on my own fic. I&#039;m so pathetic.
<p>Requesting Stanlon is never pathetic and this is the PERFECT prompt for them. (also whoever started the ‘stanlon likes to kiss in the rain, ily you magical human)</p><p><b>

We could get struck by lightning, but you want to kiss in the rain.</b>  <br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>It had become a regular thing for Mike and Stan to walk to and home from school together. Stan wasn’t sure why it had started but it was part of his routine now, one of his favorite parts of his day. </p><p>In the mornings, Mike would drive his beat up truck to Stan’s house, parking it there and waiting in Stan’s kitchen until he was ready, politely talking to Stan’s parents. After school, Stan would wait for Mike to finish football practice.  He stayed late for piano lessons and would wait for Mike in the bleachers, watching the last thirty minutes of his practice and then the pair would walk home together.</p><p>	He loved the time alone with Mike. The walks were time away from the others, allowing Stan to admire the cut of Mike’s jaw or how his eyes lit up when he talked about history class away from the prying eyes of the others. He didn’t have to listen to Richie make kissy noises or Bev ask not-so-subtly if they were together yet. Instead, he got to just enjoy being with him, talking about whatever came to mind. It was nice and Stan always looked forward to it. </p><p>	Today though, the walk was looking like it may be less pleasant. Practice ended early because of the prediction of a large thunderstorm. Stan was waiting under the locker room awning, watching the sky grow darker and darker. </p><p>	“Sure you don’t want a ride Mike?” He heard another player ask as both emerged from the locker room. </p><p>	“Nah, we can beat the rain.” Mike said, smiling as he saw Stan. “Right?”</p><p>	“I’m not so sure we can.” Stan said, glancing up again. </p><p>	“We’ll be fine.” Mike said, waving a quick goodbye to his teammates as they started out. They made it less than a block when the sky opened up and the rain began to pour down on them.</p><p>	“Fuck!” Stan said, trying in vain to cover his head. It didn’t matter, both were drenched in under a minute. “All my stuff is going to be soaked.” He said miserably, pausing to debate if he should try to run the rest of the way or find cover and wait. </p><p>	Mike didn’t seem to mind at all. “It’s only a little rain Stan. We’ll recover.” </p><p>	Stan had been looking ahead, trying to see if there was a bus stop they could use for shelter but now he turned to look at the grinning Mike. “You’re enjoying this aren’t you?” He knew Mike loved the rain but he never understood why, to him it just meant being cold and damp- two things Stan hated. </p><p>	Mike shrugged and took a step closer. “You’re cute when you’re wet.” </p><p>	Stan snorted, shaking his head, but Mike  nodded, placing a hand on Stan’s cheek. Stan was surprised how warm it was, even in the chilly rain. “I’d like to kiss you Stan.” </p><p>	“We could get struck by lightning, but you want to kiss in the rain?” Stan joked, glancing at the sky- mostly to look away from Mike. It was too cruel of a joke, to say something like that, especially when Stan’s heart was racing from their proximity. </p><p>	“No time like the present.” Mike replied and Stan looked at him again. </p><p>	“You’re serious?” He asked incredulously. Mike nodded, stepping in so their chests were nearly touching.</p><p>	“Can I?” He asked and Stan noticed how his voice was lower and how his eyes never left Stan’s. Stan nodded and Mike leaned in, pressing his lips lightly to Stan’s. Stan kissed him back, ignoring the<b> </b>dampness of his shoes and his dripping hair. He decided that maybe he didn’t hate the rain. 

</p>
Tags: stanlon, whoops this got long, I cant help it, I love them, and its a good prompt, this is not a drabble, tinyarmedtwrites, (and cant shut up), roobarrtrashmouth
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<p>Monse, I feel like you requested a very angsty prompt so&hellip;I’m sorry. </p><p><b>

I warned you. He warned you. Your freaking mom warned you.

</b><br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>“I warned you. He warned you. Your freaking mom warned you.” Eddie muttered quietly, staring at the hospital bed where Richie laid. He was hooked up to a variety of machines that were helping him breath and injecting him with what seemed like a dozen IVs. “Bill told you not you do it, all of us did. But you never fucking listen.” Eddie continued, clenching his fists as he stared at his friend. He was willing himself to be angry so he wouldn’t break down. “And now look where you are.” </p><p>	Richie, of course, didn’t answer. Eddie could see his chest moving but otherwise Richie was still. It was so strange, to see his normally overly animated friend like this. Barely moving and covered in cuts and bruises. There was a long jagged cut across his cheek and Eddie reached out, running his finger along it. He half expected Richie to jump back but, of course, he didn’t. He didn’t do anything. </p><p>	“Why did you take the bet? You had to know you couldn’t make that jump.” Eddie said, taking a seat next to Richie’s bed and grabbing his hand. “It was too far, even for you. You knew that.” Richie’s hand just lay in his, not returning his grip. It was like holding a dead fish and Eddie hated it but he didn’t let go. He couldn’t. </p><p>	“Now you’re here and no one knows if-” Eddie stopped, a sob rising in his throat. He didn’t try to finish, Richie couldn’t hear him anyway. Instead he lay his head down on Richie’s bed, letting the scratchy sheets soak up his tears. </p><p>	He heard the door open and jumped up, wiping his face with the back of his hand.“Sir, visiting hours are nearly over.” A nurse had popped her head in. “You have five more minutes.” Eddie nodded at her, trying and failing to return her warm smile.</p><p>	Once she left he took a deep breath, trying to think of something to say. Ben was convinced that Richie could hear them and that he’d wake up sooner if he knew someone was there. Eddie had been there all day, sitting with Richie and reading to him. The others had come and gone, Mike finally leaving last half an hour ago.</p><p>  “You have to wake up Richie, who else is going to make fun of Greta with me, or help me with chemistry, or make terrible jokes about my mom&hellip;” He trailed off, finishing the thought in his head as he watched his friend’s chest rise and fall. Who else am I going to wake up next to at every sleep over? Who else am I going to dream about kissing? </p><p>	“Richie, if you’re in there now would be a great time for a sign.” He pleaded, breaking down again. “Please.” </p><p>	But Richie didn’t answer.</p>
Tags: reddie, angst, sorry?, tinyarmedtwrites, jem-carstairs-is-perfection
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<p>thank you so much! if i did 15 it would probably end up very similar to <a href="http://emmerrr.tumblr.com/post/178761433831">this prompt</a> i already did, but i think i can rustle up something including both of the other two, and i even managed to make it sort of halloweeny :) 20: 

“Is there something in your pocket or are you just happy to see me?”  32:

“Just kiss me, you idiot.”</p>
<hr><p><br/></p>
<p>Adam likes to think he doesn’t spook easy. After everything that’s happened through the years – nightmares and visions and demons and unmakings – he rather thinks he should be immune to spookiness. But it has to be said that there is something inherently creepy about pulling up to the Barns at night to find the house dark and silent and apparently empty. And on Halloween, no less.</p>
<p>Adam steps up onto the porch, passing a glow in the dark life-size skeleton that he sincerely hopes is just a halloween decoration. He wonders if it’s a dream-item or store bought.</p>
<p>Inside the hallway, Adam drops his bag to the floor then takes his coat off and hangs it on the hook.</p>
<p>“Ronan?” he calls. “Opal?”<br/></p> <p><a href="http://emmerrr.tumblr.com/post/179631821619" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
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<p>Thanks! </p><p><b>3. He’s been gone for quite a while</b><br/></p><p>“He’s been gone for quite a while,” Eddie commented, trying to peer out into the rain. Of course, he couldn’t see anything. A fog had settled and he couldn’t make out anything outside except for the vague outline of their barricade and the trenches they’d dug. There was no sign of the caravan returning, though it was supposed to be back nearly an hour ago. </p><p>“He’ll be back.” Mike said, placing a hand on Eddie’s shoulder. “Nothing could keep Richie from you.”</p><p>“Even hordes of the undead?” </p><p>“Especially hordes of the undead.” Mike said, gently pushing Eddie aside so he could sit next to him, throwing an arm around the smaller man. </p><p>Eddie wanted to reply that that wasn’t true, there were plenty of things that could keep Richie away from him. Like the fact that it was getting more dangerous to leave the sanctuary or that they were growing weaker and weaker and the infected weren’t or that Richie, always the first to volunteer for supply runs, was getting more reckless every time. But he didn’t say any of that, because Mike already knew all of it. All of them did. </p><p>Mike squeezed his shoulder, probably guessing what Eddie was thinking. “You gotta trust him. He’s not as dumb as he looks.”</p><p>Eddie snorted but didn’t look away from the window. Instead he just leaned into his friend, both waiting silently for the third to return. </p><p><i>prompt list is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179664113382/drabble-challenge-1-150">here</a> </i></p>
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Aaah sorry! I only sent that to a few writers since benverly is so under appreciated. I feel stupid for asking a multiple people and none of them going through with it, my ideas aren&rsquo;t that good that&rsquo;s why I don&rsquo;t write hhh. Anyway (uh I ramble too much) the point of this is that I just wanted to say sorry if the fact that asked multiple people offended you, I don&rsquo;t often send requests and stuff so I didn&rsquo;t know that that was frowned upon. Sorry for bothering you. &lt;3
<p>Hey, don’t worry- I didn’t think it was a dumb idea (I’m actually totally with you about them being underappreciated). I’m totally down to write some benverly. But I just didn’t want to write it if other people were. </p><p>Gimme a week or two and I’ll send some hot benverly smut out into the world. </p>
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3, Stanlon c:
<p>enjoy! &lt;3</p><p><i>send me a ship and a halloween prompt from <a href="https://beepbeep-losers.tumblr.com/post/179633360636/halloween-prompts"><b>this list</b></a> for a lil one shot</i></p><p><b>3. <b></b>“Remember that IOU you gave me? </b><b>Well this is it. You ARE wearing this couples costume”</b></p><p>“This is the most basic costume in the universe”<b><br/></b></p><p>Stan’s whine came from the other side of the bathroom door, and Mike laughed softly. “Come on,” he said, leaning against the outside of the door and tapping his knuckles against it again. “I bet you look cute.”</p><p>The couple was getting ready for the Halloween party at Stan’s office. Stan didn’t want to go, and Mike wasn’t overly excited about it, but they were sure that Stan’s boss would comment if they didn’t show. Usually, Stan would have planned the perfect costume for them. Something creative, albeit obscure, that they would definitely have to explain to most everyone there.</p><p>However, Stan had had a very stressful month. He hadn’t had the time, the energy, or the creativity to come up with a costume. Mike had meant to, but he hadn’t exactly had ample free time either. In result, he was standing outside of the bathroom in their apartment, in a Batman costume, trying to coax his Robin out.</p><p>Honestly, Mike was almost certain that the only reason Stan had agreed to the costumes was due to the avian themes.</p><p>“This is the worst. Can’t we just stay home?” Stan’s voice asked from inside the bathroom.</p><p>Mike smiled, wishing he could say yes. Instead, he leaned further into the door. “Baby. <b>Remember that IOU you gave me? Well this is it. You <i>are </i>wearing this couples costume</b>,” he said, just firmly enough that Stan knew he needed to come out (they were going to be late otherwise).</p><p>After several long moments of silence, the door finally opened, and Mike straightened. Stan stood, looking flustered and disgruntled, holding the door open. He was in a bright red and green shirt, with little green shorts and green gloves, and a short yellow cape. He had a black mask over his eyes, and a pout on his lips.</p><p>Mike thought he was the absolute most attractive Robin he’d ever seen, and beamed at him from underneath the mask that half-covered his own face.</p><p>“Babe, I love it,” he crooned, beckoning Stan to him. Stan melted, one side of his mouth just almost turning up into a smile, and he moved forward into Mike’s arm, pressing his cheek against his boyfriend’s chest.</p><p>“You swear I don’t look cheap and basic?” Stan muttered, his arms finding his way around Mike’s waist. He couldn’t lie, Mike looked amazing in the tight black Batman suit.</p><p>“I swear,” Mike said seriously, kissing Stan’s hair. He leaned back and grinned at Stan, who smiled up at him softly. “I called the uber a few minutes ago, they should be outside soon. Let’s go before they can drink all of the good wine.”</p><p>Stan nodded, and as they walked toward the door Mike gestured at his own costume. “What do you think?” he asked.</p><p>Stan looked Mike over, smirked, and then opened the door. He turned faux innocent eyes to Mike and said sweetly, “We’re definitely fucking as soon as the opportunity presents itself,” before heading out the door, Mike hot on his heels.</p><hr><p><b>permanent tag list:</b> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m1uLeFoahvpm4lnY9I6Slhw">@gayzier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mhww5tHAuMGVB0Wd3-zE7zQ">@oreosrgay</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mfl7qd1wMDFbA3p6jKYLZrg">@secretblog1212</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/my0Eh3X8o_dW9DK_fxTQnjw">@eddierichietozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mN0CG5OwYkLKocRaGfGnNcA">@lonewolfhard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mfaCjRsw_OfFE59RZSYLRGw">@oh-no-stenbrough</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mlxEi5c8fNQpxL4xdJHazNA">@stanathieluris</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mcDuw5rjxgd2ANj9c_Jn9Qg">@missingstanleyuris</a></p><p><i>if you’d like to be added to my tag list, send me an ask/message or reply and let me know!</i></p>
Tags: stanlon, and halloween?, omg yes, I love it

Post id: 179640359455
Date: Wed, 31 Oct 2018 22:00:40
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179640359455/oh-my-god-can-you-do-7-routine-kisses-where-the
Slug: oh-my-god-can-you-do-7-routine-kisses-where-the
Reblog key: jV1iQHTN
Reblog url: http://stevergrsno.tumblr.com/post/179384872096/oh-my-god-can-you-do-7-routine-kisses-where-the
Reblog name: stevergrsno
oh my GOD can you do #7: &quot;routine kisses where the other person presents their cheek/forehead for the hello/goodbye kiss without even looking up from what they&rsquo;re doing&quot; because IT IS SO DOMESTIC AND I ADORE EVERYTHING YOU WRITE???? :&#039;) Thank you for your consideration!
<p>I’M SORRY I DIDN’T GET TO THIS LAST NIGHT I FELL ASLEEP HALFWAY THROUGH WRITING IT. Also this is the kind of prompt my dreams are made of, CHEEK/FOREHEAD KISSES MAKE ME WEAK. </p><p><b></b></p><ul><li><b><i>routine kisses where the other person presents their cheek/forehead for the hello/goodbye kiss without even looking up from what they’re doing</i></b><br/></li></ul><p>It starts when they’re young and stupid and blissfully happy sharing a shitty apartment and an equally as shitty bed. It’s not anything intentional, just, Bucky’s going to work and Steve, without thinking about it lifts his cheek up as though expectant and Bucky without questioning it dips down and brushes his lips across a waiting cheekbone, grabs his coat and is out the door with a quick “See ya later Stevie.” </p><p>It becomes a <i>thing</i> after that. </p><p><br/></p><p>The guys tease them mercilessly for it during the war. </p><p>Dugan calls Steve “Mrs. Barnes” for a solid week the first time Bucky takes his leave and Steve, without thinking about it, tilts his cheek up for a kiss that Bucky leans up to give on automatic. </p><p>Steve would be a lot more annoyed by it if it wasn’t a blatant sign of just how unbothered by the <i>Steve&amp;Bucky</i> aspect of Steve and Bucky their whole unit was. </p><p>“Listen Rogers, I don’t give a rats ass where either of you sticks your dick,” Dugan says once when Steve attempts to bring it up, “Just as long as Barnes doesn’t shoot me in the ass for giving you shit about being his wife.” </p><p>“Nah, I wouldn’t shoot you in the ass Dum Dum.” Bucky says, “I’d aim for your dick, though to be honest, even I might miss with how small that thing is.” </p><p>Dernier laughs like a hyena and Dum Dum makes a noise so outraged the whole group of them know it’s fake, “You’re a real bastard Barnes, you know that?” </p><p>“Funny, that’s not what your Mom told me.  Now, gentlemen and assholes, I’ve gotta take a piss. I know it’ll be hard on you all, but try not to miss me too much while I’m gone.” Bucky says and heads off into the woods surrounding them, though not before he brushes a kiss to Steve’s waiting cheek as he passes by.</p><p><br/></p><p>Steve doesn’t expect it to start up again after everything is the thing. Things change, and sometimes old habits die when exposed to 70 years of separation and ice and brainwashing. He can’t go around expecting Bucky to be exactly who he was before it all, and that includes silly little habits like a kiss before he leaves. </p><p>No matter how much Steve wants them. </p><p>And so it’s a shock when Bucky stops in the middle of putting on his coat to bend down and brush a kiss to Steve’s cheek as he’s saying his goodbyes and heading out the door. It’s not quite timed right, because Steve wasn’t expecting it, and it hits the corner of his eyes more than his cheek, but it’s still a kiss, it’s still one of <i>their kisses,</i> one of <i>their things</i>, and Steve spends a long time staring at the door with a stupid smile on his face after Bucky leaves. </p><p><br/></p><p>Natasha notices first, because of course she does. </p><p>“So you and Barnes, huh?”  She asks after Bucky’s out the door, Steve still rubbing absently at the spot on his cheek where Bucky had bestowed the traditional goodbye kiss.</p><p>Steve stares, a little baffled as to how this is a question that even needs to be asked. “No, we fucked up his HYDRA programming with the power of <i>friendship</i>.” </p><p>Natasha doesn’t react visibly to Steve’s sarcasm, instead waving it away with a “Stranger things have happened.” </p><p><br/></p><p>“You know, when we were chasing your long lost murder boyfriend around I didn’t expect you two to be so damn domestic.” Sam says the first time he sees it, when Bucky goes to get dinner out of the oven and presses a customary kiss into Steve’s cheek as he goes. </p><p>“Wilson, just because I can think of twelve ways to murder you from right here doesn’t mean I can’t be domestic.” Bucky says from the kitchen. </p><p>“We <i>lived together</i>. We just invited you to <i>dinner</i>. Bucky’s <i>cooking</i>. How does that not read as domestic?” Steve asks at the same time. </p><p>“Hey, I’ve seen your cooking Steve. I figured we were going to be sitting on your couch watching shitty documentaries and eating Chinese food, not eating whatever the hell Barnes is cooking in there.” Sam says, very much ignoring Bucky’s vague threats. It’s probably for the best, even if Bucky always seems disappointed when Sam doesn’t take the bait. </p><p>“My Ma’s pot roast.” Bucky says as he emerges from the kitchen with the roasting pan and places it in a point of pride on the table. </p><p>“It’s the <i>best</i>.” Steve says as Bucky brushes past, squeezing at Steve’s shoulder on the way back into the kitchen. </p><p>He returns with a pot of gravy, gets that settled, and then proceeds to pull out the electric carving knife that Scott had given him and that Bucky takes every opportunity to use, a look of glee on his pretty, pretty face. Steve’s pretty sure that that look on Bucky while holding a weapon would fill most people with at least a vague sense of terror, but mostly it just makes Steve want to kiss him. </p><p>“<i>Dad knife</i>.” Sam whispers. </p><p>“Huh?” Bucky’s nose is just slightly wrinkled in confusion. It’s stupidly adorable and Steve dislikes him immensely for it. </p><p>“Nothing.” </p><p>“Riii-<i>iiight</i>.” Bucky says before taking great relish in carving the roast into chunks and then slapping piles of food onto everyone’s plates. </p><p>He gives Steve the most, because apparently all of their old habits die hard. </p><p>For Sam he puts a tiny slice of roast and a single potato, a shit eating grin on his face when he says “I know birds can’t eat a lot.” </p><p>“You know what man? Fuck you.” Sam says, only sounding a little offended as he shoves his plate back at Bucky until he gives him a proper serving of food. </p><p>“Nah, that’s Steve’s job.” Bucky says, finally shucking off his apron and sitting next to Steve, pressing a kiss into Steve’s hair as he goes and seeming to relish in the disgusted groan from Sam. </p><p>“Not while I’m eating man, come on. Don’t ruin this food for me.” </p>
Tags: stucky!
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13 for the Halloween prompts and Reddie
<p>enjoy!! they’re about 15 here!</p>
<p><i>send me a ship and a halloween prompt from <b><a href="https://beepbeep-losers.tumblr.com/post/179633360636/halloween-prompts">this list</a></b> for a lil one shot!</i></p>
<p><b>13. I wanted a treat not a trick, why do you have to be so mean?</b></p>
<p>“Eddie! Eddieeeeeee!”</p>
<p>Richie was standing outside of Eddie’s window, shouting to be let in. Eddie was in his room, sitting at his desk and trying to perfect the dark makeup around his eyes. He was a vampire, and Richie was a werewolf. Inside his room, Eddie was wearing a white button up and black pants and a black cape with one of those big, dramatic collars. His hair was slicked back, his face paled with makeup, and he’d even found fangs to put on his teeth. He was just working on perfecting the black eyeshadow and eyeliner around his eyes.</p>
<p>“Spaghetti-Eddie-ward!”</p>
<p>“I’LL BE THERE IN A SECOND, RICHIE.”</p>
<p>Outside, Richie was in ripped up black tank top and a flannel that he’d had great fun dragging through the mud and grass to fuck it up real nice. He was wearing ripped up jean shorts and the most worn out sneakers he could find. He’d borrowed some of Bev’s brown eyeliner and tried to draw fur around the sides of his face like the tutorials had shown him. He’d even taken the time to black out the tip of his nose and put black lipstick on his upper lip. In his opinion, he looked pretty damn wolfy.</p>
<p>“Edwardio, Edwardio, let down your DICK - <i>ow</i>!”</p> <p><a href="https://beepbeep-losers.tumblr.com/post/179637461691/13-for-the-halloween-prompts-and-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: aw, cute, reddie, fic rec
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35 Pynch or Victuuri whichever you feel please :)
<p>Almost 4 months later…</p>
<p>35: “You heard me. Take. It. Off.” + Pynch</p>
<p>[NSFW. Includes build up to sexy times, light role-play, and a strip tease.]</p>
<p>Adam ran down the sidewalk, his messenger bag thumping against his back, autumn leaves swirling around his feet and his breath puffing out in white clouds. It was a perfect fall afternoon and he was done with classes and ready for the weekend. He was running because Ronan was finally here, waiting for him in his dorm suite. Thinking about Ronan made his heart pound even more, heated his already flushed cheeks. This weekend was going to be amazing.</p>
<p>By the time Adam got to his dorm building he was a breathless, windblown mess. Dustin, one of his roommates, intercepted him in the kitchenette area, his expression harried.</p>
<p>“Uh, dude,” Dustin said, “I just wanted to let you know there’s this guy—”</p>
<p>“Yes, I know,” Adam interrupted, hurrying past Dustin. He had let his roommates know that Ronan was coming, though Dustin, as far as he knew, had never met his boyfriend.</p>
<p>“Oh. Well, if you’re okay…”</p>
<p>Adam frowned slightly, pausing outside his door to send Dustin a puzzled look. “Why wouldn’t I be okay?”</p>
<p>Dustin gaped and shook his head, shrugging. Adam didn’t have time for this. Ronan was on the other side of this door and it had been over a month since they had seen each other in person. He brushed Dustin off and pushed the door open.</p>
<p>Adam couldn’t help the shocked gasp that escaped his lips when he saw the man lounging on his bed.</p> <p><a href="https://dkafterdark.tumblr.com/post/166906128816/35-pynch-or-victuuri-whichever-you-feel-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: pynch, trc, nsfw

Post id: 179599121817
Date: Tue, 30 Oct 2018 16:30:28
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179599121817/ideal-number-of-teeth
Slug: ideal-number-of-teeth
Reblog key: zzbVEaZe
Reblog url: http://charminglyantiquated.tumblr.com/post/179598279584/ideal-number-of-teeth
Reblog name: charminglyantiquated
Ideal number of teeth?
<p>as many as i can get my hands on</p>
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Ben for the character thing!
<p><b>Sexuality Headcanon: </b>Hasn’t put a label on it and doesn’t feel the need to, he loves people</p><p><b>Gender Headcanon:</b> Compared to richie and bill who are boys, Ben is a MAN</p><p><b>A ship I have with said character: </b>BENVERLY, and also Eddie and Ben are a cute concept</p><p><b>A BROTP I have with said character: </b>RICHIE AND BEN, BEST BUDS, NERD BOYS</p><p><b>A NOTP I have with said character:</b> Just don’t ship my precious son with any of the Bowers gang thanks </p><p><b>A random headcanon: </b>He has a list of things the Losers have said at random points and updates it almost every day until one day, when they’re in their 20’s, Ben presents the group with a list as long as 300 quotes of all the bullshit they’ve said and they read it when they feel down and need cheering up (based on my own list lmao) </p><p><b>General Opinion over said character:</b> He’s a sweet boy who just loves Beverly a lot and loves his friends and wants to protect them at all costs. He’s damn loyal and an utter romantic and every girl would dream of a Ben Hanscom okay</p>
Tags: ben hanscom, boy deserves all the love
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I dunno if you&rsquo;re taking requests or if you write for benverly but it&rsquo;s SERIOUSLY lacking in content especially in the smut department and my favourite idea ever is Beverly topping and your writing is amazing so..
<p>Hey anon,</p><p>My requests are open and I do write for Benverly but it looks like you maybe sent this to a few authors. I (like a lot of fic authors) don’t love the idea of doing a request that’s been sent to multiple people. <br/></p><p>So, if you’d like to send me something else <i>or </i>if you can assure me that you didn’t send this to a bunch of people I’ll totally write it. But I’m not going to if other people are already working on it. <br/></p>
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Wait, wait wait. What is this intriguing Publish to AO3 Google Doc? I write all my stuff in Google Drive, but I agonize through fixing the formatting when I paste it from there into AO3. Have I been missing something magical?
<p><b>THIS IS ABOUT TO CHANGE YOUR LIFE.</b></p><p>So, on the <a href="http://archiveofourown.org/faq/cool-stuff?language_id=en">AO3 “Cool Stuff” FAQ</a>, there is a link to <a href="https://docs.google.com/document/d/19eZnBQ4989Dr17v2ODFgE8QWAo9Oahi4USDNS3hOSvM/edit">this document</a> under “Posting and Managing Works.”</p><p>THIS IS THE BEST DOCUMENT IN ALL OF HISTORY. Basically, it has a script in it that has a “Post to AO3″ option and it will go in and fill in ALL the HTML you need - italics, bold, paragraph breaks, you name it!</p><p>It has directions in it for how to use it, but it’s real simple. You just always chose “Make a Copy” when you start writing to make a new document that you can then re-name. Change the language to American English (or whatever language you use) and type away. Then right before you post, click the button, get all the code in there, copy, paste, AND POST. </p><p>It is literally so, so glorious and I want to tell everyone. </p><p>(Also, the AO3 Cool FAQ page has some other cool stuff too!)</p>
Tags: woot woot, reblog to save a life
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STAN URIS YOU FRICKING BETTER LET MIKE TAKE YOU TO HOMECOMING OR ILL COME AFTER YOU
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Tags: stanlon, comics, you can do it Stan!!!, <3
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This is late but for freaky friday!!  Eds and Rich are toasting pumpkin seeds after carving their pumpkins and once Richie washes his hands and dries the knife Eddie is all over him because he loves that Richie was so excited and happy about  it!!  Kinda cute but can turn smutty!! ♡♡♡♡
<p>OK I couldn’t for the life of me make this smutty… but I may make a smuttier part two.  Here goes. :D</p><hr><p><b><br/><br/></b>“Doesn’t mine look like that guy who works in the kitchen at the bowling alley?”  Richie waves the big serrated knife in the direction of his pumpkin, sitting proudly on the kitchen table on top of a pile of old issues of the <i>Portland Press Herald</i>.<b><br/></b></p><p>Eddie sports a wide, crinkly smile, even as he flinches at the utensil.  He gestures to Richie’s glasses.  “I think you should get your prescription checked.”</p><p>Richie tosses the knife haphazardly into the sink and wipes his hands on his jeans.  “Oh yeah?”</p><p>“Yeah.  That looks like Frank Sinatra.”</p><p>Richie screws up his mouth thoughtfully as he saunters over to the counter where Eddie is perched.  “Young, hot Sinatra or old, paunchy Sinatra?”</p><p>“That’s assuming old, paunchy Sinatra isn’t also hot.”</p><p>“Hmmmmm.”  Richie watches his feet as they slowly approach the counter.  “I suddenly feel like way less of a catch based on you finally agreeing to go out with me.  I mean, if Geriatric Blue Eyes does it for you.”</p><p>Eddie doesn’t throw anything back at him, so Richie’s eyes lift, and what he finds nearly knocks the breath out of him: Eddie’s hazel eyes fixed on him, his cheeks flushed, and his lips curled into the kind of smile Richie’s only seen directed at one other guy.  That other guy was some blonde Olympic swimmer-looking fucker who ran Derry’s ice cream shop the summer after their junior year of high school.  For half of July and all of August, Eddie would insist that the Losers all go at least three times a week as opposed to his usual “just this once, you know I’m lactose intolerant, guys.”  It took Richie an embarrassing number of trips there before he noticed Eddie asking for way too many samples as opposed to his usual “just soft serve vanilla in a cone with rainbow sprinkles, please?”  Not to mention how happy he’d look the rest of the afternoon (despite the stomach cramps).  </p><p>Now, Richie thinks back on all the times in all the years they’ve known each other that Eddie hid his eyes from him, turned away, blushed.  He wonders if maybe he’d have been the first to get that look if Eddie’d been bold enough to give it to him.  Still, seeing it now makes every missed opportunity worth it.  </p><p>He’s nearly thirty years old, and his best friend–the little shit–is making his mouth go dry.  He clears his throat.  “What’s up, pumpkin?  Why you lookin’ at me like that?”</p><p>Eddie’s shoulders inch upward.  “I like watching you do things.”</p><p>“Ah yes,” Richie says, stepping closer until Eddie’s knees are pressing gently into his stomach.  “The vaguest pickup line in history.”</p><p>“You know what I mean.”</p><p>“I don’t,” Richie says, enjoying the electrical buzz going through his veins now that they’re close like this.  It’s the closest they’ve gotten all night–and since Eddie’d agreed to go out with him.  (Going out turned into staying in, carving pumpkins, and maybe baking something pumpkin-y.)  He crowds Eddie even more and whispers playfully into his ear.  “Tell me more, tell me more.”</p><p>Eddie pushes his hot face into Richie’s shoulder, whispering back: “I like watching your hands.”</p><p>“<i>Ohhh.</i>  That so?”</p><p>Eddie nods against the side of his neck.  He can feel his smile there, too. </p><p>Richie’s hands hover in indecision before landing gently on the tops of Eddie’s thighs.  “Why Edward Elizabeth Kaspbrak.  Should I turn off this toaster oven so we can go upstairs and get familiar?”  He reaches behind Eddie’s back to fiddle with the dial on it. </p><p>“<i>Richie.</i>  You haven’t even kissed me yet.”</p><p>“I haven’t, huh?”</p><p>Eddie nudges his cheek with the tip of his nose.  “No.”</p><p>He lets out a tiny little gasp when Richie’s hands come up and quickly cradle his face, and Richie wastes no further time gently pushing their mouths together.  Richie hears a sweet sigh coming from the back of Eddie’s throat and feels his hands fiddling with the bottom of his own sweater.  He sucks on Eddie’s bottom lip a little before pulling away.  “‘Kay.  <i>Now</i> can we go upstairs and get familiar?”</p><p>“I had no idea you’d be so romantic.”</p><p>“Quiet, you.”</p><p>Eddie smiles wide and toothy and leans in again, hands slipping up the back of Richie’s sweater as his tongue creeps into Richie’s mouth.  Richie nearly fucking melts against the counter, one hand slipping down to grip the edge for purchase.  </p><p>“We’re not moving too fast?” he asks between kisses–then wants to smack himself for even bringing it up. </p><p>Eddie raises an elegant brow at him.  “You call seventeen years moving too fast?”</p><p>“I just…” Richie starts. <i> I want you to be comfortable.  I want you to be happy.  I want you to stay. </i></p><p>“Richie?”  Eddie takes up the hand curled around the counter and starts playing with it.  </p><p>“Hm?”</p><p>He kisses the tip of Richie’s middle finger.  “Turn off the toaster oven.”  </p><hr><p><b>permatag list: </b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mSKySU6MFTBNGg21RfF2sGg">@hurleyhugo</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9CiKEezwm5jbXgWoT66Xvw">@raspberrywind</a> @losver-kaspbrak <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ">@lilgeorgie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mv50cam99MDq659udUtM6sA">@geckolover001</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqe7yTKWEBeLIqfankD_k5Q">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbmFxFSPJhlzdkrC80RrhWQ">@waypunsarelife</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="http://happytozier.tumblr.com/">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72xg5b9RtMTOaKCFMalrhg">@librablossom</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU9p1s_wL5Gjk8t5LZIsj3g">@aesteddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg1gLw2Fsi9wk25CkTXna1A">@tapetayloe</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mQZsIwfkS3Kw8SIE7dmjNjQ">@spagheddi-kaspbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEHctDzpEmvLDQd3kMNRhgQ">@sadhelianthus</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mIVW6uFqHFBtJrKvXXpneSg">@adhdtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mkvcB_bfgIrta73JdiU6WEQ">@justcallme-trashmouth</a> @fuckboyrichie  <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFYXVZTG0m6fO7P88_FQUNg">@bandaids</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbU-oj7CYb2UpZhZOwaEB7g">@20gayteeneds</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m0UIeqFGchDdPzg9mYXvx7A">@burymestanding</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjP9yoYwyvPl-4uUZh04F6Q">@noahsschnapp</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myNd8XWL_LBF9Vg-wgQgbNQ">@megelizabethvh</a></p>
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<p>“You’re here to audition for the band?”</p><p>Richie purses his lips, not particularly fond of the incredulous disbelief in Eddie’s voice. “Maybe,” he answers simply, crossing his arms over his chest and rocking back and forth on his feet. Raising his brows at Eddie in a challenging manner, he cocks his head to the side and grins. “If you’ll let me.”</p><p>“Of course we’ll let you,” Ben cuts in, glancing at Eddie in confusion, and something about it makes Richie want to giggle like a little kid. When Eddie presses his lips together and offers a visibly tense shrug, Ben turns away, scanning over the rest of the members sitting at the table in silent question. After a moment, he receives four nods of approval. Turning back to Richie with a grin, Ben says, “I’ve seen you around before. Richie, right?”<br/></p><p>“That’s me,” Richie tells him with a smile, though he keeps watching Eddie out of the corner of his eye, seeing the way his features scrunch up slightly in uncertainty, like he’s still trying to process what’s happening and unable to figure out why. “I’ve had a few classes with all of you. Used to be pretty good friends with good ol’ Eds there back in our second year, but I think he forgot about me.”<br/></p><p>The main reaction he gets is light, airy laughter, obviously assuming that Richie if joking, but Eddie looks up at him in mild shock. He barely has time to wipe the look off his face before Mike nudges his shoulder and teasingly scolds, “Eddie! How could you?”</p><p>Forcing a tense smile, Eddie shrugs again, his eyes never leaving Richie’s face as he says, “I never forgot about you, dumbass. We just… drifted apart, I guess. It happens.” And it’s a weak excuse, making Richie have to bite the inside of his cheek to stop himself from laughing. If he didn’t want to piss Eddie off even more than he currently is just by showing up, he’d ask if having an unexpected one night stand and then ignoring all his calls afterwards counts as drifting apart, but he isn’t here to make Eddie upset of make him feel guilty. He’s here because he just finished his third year of college and he wants to spend his summer doing something other than lounge around his house and wait for classes to start back up again. And maybe try to rekindle whatever had been developing between than last year. Plus, he’s a fucking music student and can play every single instrument this band has, so he knows he can be of use. His voice isn’t great, but he can offer background vocals, too, if that’s what they need. Anything that will get him a space on their tour bus and give him some adventure </p><p>“It happens,” Richie repeats with ease, and he sees the way Eddie falters at that. Maintaining eye contact, he continues with, “No hard feelings, Eds.” He waits a moment for Eddie to let out a small sigh, relaxing back in his seat with a slight nod. Satisfied, Richie looks back at the rest of the band members, meeting each of their gazes individually as he says, “And whatever you need a new member for, I know I can do it better than the last guy you just kicked out.”<br/></p><p>Beverly snorts, looking amused and intrigued. “You sound sure.”</p><p>Shrugging, Richie grins. “I’m a music major, I can play over a dozen instruments at a professional level, and the only kind of music I don’t like is country and  screamo. Pretty sure I’d be a nice addition to your indie band.”</p><p>For a moment, they don’t respond, sharing impressed looks, and Richie can see the way Eddie hides a grin behind his palm, and he knows that this was a good idea. New beginnings, and all that shit. Man, his middle school counselor that always told him to put his talents to use would be proud of him right now. Then again, she also told him to learn to keep his mouth shut so he would stop getting in trouble, so fuck whatever she would think.</p><p>After a minute of quiet discussion among the group in front of him, they seem to come to a mutual agreement. Bill murmurs one last things, sees everyone nod, and then turns to Stan, who gestures towards the instruments in the room and simply instructs, “Show us what you got, then.”</p><p><b><i><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/ask">[send me one word drabble prompts]</a></i></b></p>
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&quot;Just friends? Bullshit!&quot; ;^)
<p>“Just<i> friends? Bull</i>shit.” </p><p>Stan Uris scoffed even as he said it, yanking the zipper of his jacket up to his neck in an attempt to block out the chilly Autumn air.</p><p>It wasn’t that Eddie Kaspbrak and Richie Tozier <i>weren’t</i> friends. Of course they were - they <i>had</i> been since probably the second grade, if Stan’s memory serves correctly (it does). It was just that the two of them were so <i>obviously</i> in love, and frankly - the fact that they refused to admit it to each other, or anyone else drove Stan up a fucking wall. </p><p>He rolled his eyes at them now - the two of them walked a little ways ahead, seemingly in their own world - before carefully ducking under the low hanging branch of a tree. They were on their way to the quarry, just the three of them and Mike today - Bill was stuck babysitting and Ben and Bev were off on a date somewhere. Stan quite liked Mike Hanlon, liked how soft his voice got when he spoke to the animals on his parents’ farm, liked the goofy smile that seemed to split across his face whenever he laughed. </p><p>He liked Mike. A lot. More than he was willing to admit to anyone. </p><p><i>Oh, jeez</i>.</p><p>Fallen leaves covered the path that Stan and the rest of the Losers knew by heart - yellow, and red and crunchy beneath their sneakers as they walked. An owl hooted softly from somewhere above in the trees. Stan looked up, hoping he might catch sight of it, the afternoon sun warm on his face, cool autumn wind rustling through his hair. They were <i>supposed</i> to have a picnic up on the rocks that overlooked the water, but Richie managed to devour half the snacks they’d brought along within the span of ten minutes, so the four of them would have to survive off of bottled water and the stray bazooka bubblegums in Eddie’s fanny pack. </p><p>“I mean, look at ‘em, Mike!”</p><p>They walked like they were linked at the hip, for crying out loud! With Richie’s lanky, freckled arm resting in its usual place on Eddie’s shoulders, the two of them fit together like puzzle pieces. They spoke in whispers, hushed giggles - Richie leaned down to nuzzle his face in Eddie’s hair as he said somthing quietly into the smaller boy’s ear. They were so obvious, Stan could pull his own GD hair out. Seriously, how hard was it to admit your feelings to someone?</p><p>“Who knows? Maybe they’re just close, is all,” Mike said thoughtfully, shrugging his shoulders. He was wearing yellow today - a turtleneck the color of a sunset. Stan could almost picture it now, a yellow so deep it was nearly orange. Stan had the sudden urge to reach out and bury his face in the soft fabric, to breathe in the clean, grassy smell that seemed to follow Mike Hanlon everywhere.</p><p>They stood close, close enough for the backs of their hands to brush as they walked, close enough for Stan to count the pretty, sun-made freckles on Mike’s cheeks and gape at the way the sunlight seemed to turn his eyes the color of honey. </p><p>The taller boy caught him staring and frowned. “Something wrong?” </p><p>“Uh…no, I…” Stan blinked. <i>How hard is it to admit your feelings to someone? </i>his own voice echoed in his head. He told that voice to fuck off. </p><p>“Uh…like I said - Richie and Eddie are in love, plain as day,” he looked away, face burning. “And if you can’t see that, then I can’t, um, help yo -”</p><p>Oh.</p><p><i>Oh.</i></p><p>Stan hadn’t noticed it at first, too caught up in his own embarrassment to realize that his and Mike’s hands were no longer just brushing. </p><p>First it was his pinky - the way it curled around Stan’s delicately, like he was giving Stan a chance to pull away.</p><p>Stan didn’t. <i>Couldn’t</i>. It was like he’d been frozen, his entire body seemed to radiate pleasant, buzzing energy.</p><p>They walked with their fingers linked, a pinky promise swinging just below their hips, and everything was <i>warm</i> - sunlight and heat and <i>Mike. S</i>omething in Stan’s chest softened at the intimacy of it all.</p><p>It wasn’t long before their pinky promise became full on hand-holding, the exposed skin of Stan’s wrist brushing against the soft material of the other boy’s sweater - Mike’s hands were only a little bigger than his, freckled and calloused and so <i>nice</i> that Stan could’ve melted right then and there. Their hands fit together like it was meant to be this way, like Stan Uris was meant to intertwine his fingers with those of the honey eyed boy next to him - yellow sweater and freckled cheeks and soft voice and all. </p><p>Suddenly it hit him. Mike. Mike’s hand. Holding his. He and Mike were holding hands <i>holy shi</i>- </p><p>Stan managed to find his voice. “What,” he cleared his throat. “What’re you doing?” </p><p>Mike grinned down at him, teasing eyes and dimpled cheeks and Stan Uris was sure he’d never seen anything so pretty in his life. </p><p>“Just being friendly.” </p><p><b>Taglist</b>: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m2QJtn7fHJ8WQH15l1uo1UQ">@spicyramennoodle3</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mxtNnml7EUdzG1AfMrEWqDw">@stranger-noah</a> </p>
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Will you possibly be selling any of the original TRC inktobers you&#039;ve been making? They&#039;re all so heartwarming and your style is phenomenal! (If you aren&#039;t looking to sell originals, is there somewhere you might sell prints or stickers of them?)
<p>Hi, and omg thank you for loving them so much that you’d want to buy them! I’m always really happy whenever anyone makes a nice comment or tag. A few other people have asked me about purchasing them, which is such a compliment in itself that it warms my heart! </p><p>I don’t want to make any money off of fanart, so I’m actually going to be giving them away! There are so many that I’m not sure how to do it yet, but stay tuned because I’ll post details sometime after Nov. 4th (I’m in a play until then) about how to get one for yourself! </p><p>I was also planning to scan them so that anyone who wants to can make their own prints or stickers for personal use. Maybe, sometime after I get my own comic and merchandise going, I’ll stick copies of these in as freebie stickers or something, too. I don’t know. I’m no good at this! :D<br/><br/><b>PS: I want to keep making little fanarts as often as I can after October, so send me your prompts if you have any!</b></p>
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Could you do a fic where Rich and Ed&#039;s try to figure out which of their worse spots is worst: Richie&#039;s horribly sensitive ribs, or the tops and bottoms of Eddie&#039;s horribly sensitive feet? I think it would be the cutest thing ever! Your Reddie fics are adorable!
<p>This didn’t turn out exactly like the prompt was but I did a thing and I hope it’s okay, it’s more then having to stay quiet while trying to get the other to laugh seeing which is more ticklish but yeah… here ya go. Not even going to edit it so yep. ❤️❤️❤️</p><p>Unknown to one Mrs. Kapsbrak, up in the bedroom of her only child, two boys were laying on the bed, cold, dark, and cuddled up to one another with a movie playing in the background. </p><p>Eddie, the smaller of the two laying on Richies chest, Richies arms wrapped around his lower back tracing lines all across his skin. Soon enough the Mother called that she was going to bed, “It’s your bed time my Eddie baby, you have a big day ahead of you tomorrow. I’ve got you another appointment with the Doctor so you’ll need your rest.”</p><p>The seventeen year old groaned shouting an “Okay mommy, will do!” down to her. He was nearly an adult! There wasn’t anything wrong with him and he had known that for years now, but there was nothing he could do, she wouldn’t ever be convinced that he was okay. </p><p>After a few uncomfortable minutes where the horror movie quietly played in the VHS player Richie couldn’t take the stiff mood anymore.</p><p>“Y’know. Um, I think that the jock dude is going to die soon, and then the cheer queen girl right after. Maybe they’ll be able-“</p><p>Eddie stopped Richie, knowing he was trying to lighten the mood, but that didn’t mean it was working. Eddie smiled at him then gave him a peck on the lips to let him know he was okay. “Thanks Rich but I think we should just go to bed. It’s getting late and like my mom said, I’ll be at the doctors tomorrow.”</p><p>“We can’t go to bed until you’re happy though,” Richie scoffed before explaining. “If you aren’t happy when you go to bed then you’ll wake up in a terrible mood!”</p><p>“Hop off it Richie.”</p><p>“Come on Ed’s, can’t go to bed a sour patch.”</p><p>“Rich-“</p><p>“Smile for me Ed’s.”</p><p>If Richies deep, husky whisper hadn’t been enough to throw Eddie off track right there and then, then the fingers ghosting up his back and sides had thrown him thirty feet from the road.</p><p>His breath caught in his throat as he refrained from shifting or laughing, he didn’t want o egg his boyfriend on to continue this game. “Trashmouth.” He warned. “My mom is downstairs, if she hears-“</p><p>“She won’t as long as you can stay quiet.” </p><p>The teasing only made the light touches tingle, his skin felt like it was on fire, the burning ticklish sensation spreading through his entire being. The more Richies finegets explored the harder it got for Eddie to thing straight. Not one to deny a challenge when he saw one he just shoved his face into Richies neck and his hands fisted Richies dark blue Mickey Mouse sweatshirt. </p><p>“I’ve gotta see that smile Ed’s, maybe even get some laughs. What do you think about that, huh Eddie bear?” The fingers manages to find their way to Eddies stomach, that combined with the words made him flip with a small squeak. He felt exposed and dangerous, it was risky, if his mom found out they would be in so meh trouble but in the moment he couldn’t care less. All he knew was that Richies hands were on his body, it tickled like all hell, and he was loving every second of it. </p><p>No matter how much he was enjoying himself, he could never deny how tickling always managed to lift his spirits, soon enough he knew if he didn’t escape he would start laughing and that wouldn’t be ideal. He sprang into a sitting position andntried to crawl away with a smile spreading ear to ear across his face. “Enough Rich, I feel better but we gotta be quiet.” </p><p>“All you’ve got to do is stay quiet Eddie spaghetti.” He repeated, catching his ankle and dragging his foot back towards him. This was heading into dangerous waters. </p><p>Fingers spidered over the top of his foot and Eddie couldn’t stop the stream of giggles that poured out of him. “Nahaha, bed thihime, no more!” </p><p>Richie, however, did not stop there. He used his left hand to hold the flailing foot still while the other traced lines up and down the soles, fluttering over every inch then again just in case, even venturing up to Eddies ankles which were just as bad.</p><p>Eddies feet had always been a weak spot so it wasn’t any surprise when he sprang back up and launched an attack of his own.</p><p>Richie fell back into the pile of pillows they had and but down on his finger. If he started laughing it wouldn’t be quiet giggles like Eddie had, it would be loud and there was no way Eddies mother wouldn’t hear them.</p><p>Eddies hands weren’t as nimble as Richies, but they did the job just as well, scribbling over his ribs and into his neck with speed and agility. All of Richies attempts to block those devious fingers out were unsuccessful and soon enough Eddie was having to kiss the few giggles that were able to escape from the talkers mouth to keep them from getting out into the quiet house. </p><p>As the kiss deepened their fingers stopped moving. Once their breath was gone and they resurfaced the smiled at each other. The movie had ended somewhere in their small tickle fight, and the play screen was on its upteenth loop through. Eddie tiredly cuddles back into Richies neck as The Trashmouth teen wrapped his arms around his Ed’s back and waist.   </p><p>Neither got up to remove the movie but both were able to fall asleep happy, forgetting about Doctors and Mothers, about Bullies or rules. Just two boys cuddling into each other, happy at being next to each other, and not willing to let go for anything of the happiness they had found as they drifted with soft smiles on both their faces and the scent of each other in their dreams.</p>
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Amelia if u don&rsquo;t write that swim AU I&rsquo;ll cry
<p>Anon! Don’t cry! I think <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a> is writing the fic so you’ll get that good swim team content. </p>
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Amelia if u don&rsquo;t write that swim AU I&rsquo;ll cry
<p>Anon! Don’t cry! I think <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a> is writing the fic so you’ll get that good swim team content. </p>
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Amelia if u don&rsquo;t write that swim AU I&rsquo;ll cry
<p>Anon! Don’t cry! I think <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a> is writing the fic so you’ll get that good swim team content. </p>
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Richie writing something weird and cryptic in Eddie&#039;s year book
<p>Amelia 

❤️ I know I take forever to write these prompts and I’m sorry for that but I hope they’re worth it and you like it. </p>
<hr><h2>Handwritten Confession</h2>
<p><b>Word count:</b> 3,997</p>
<p><b>Pairing:</b> Reddie</p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16430366">Read on AO3</a></b></p>
<p><b>Tag list:</b> 

<a href="https://tmblr.co/mnAh3bkzb1iHs-5JWVEuZ-A">@daddyphantomtbh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw">@yes-dillman-yes</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw">@beepbeeprichiellc</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw">@lemonaayyee</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A">@pennys-pet-kitty</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA">@sam-i-am2468</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg">@nicoperryy</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a></p>
<hr><p>“Can you believe we’re done with school? Like, forever?” Richie asked while spinning in Eddie’s desk chair.</p>
<p>“Richie, don’t do that, you’re going to get dizzy.” Eddie chided, without even turning to look at him. “And it’s not forever. We still have college.”</p>
<p>“Fine. Done with highschool at least.” Richie sain. He stopped spinning and moved on to rolling the chair around the room, much to Eddie’s annoyance. “Can you believe that?”</p>
<p>“It is kind of crazy, isn’t it?” Eddie replied, moving around the room himself, getting a bag ready for their sleepover at Bill’s.</p> <p><a href="http://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/179494717420/richie-writing-something-weird-and-cryptic-in" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: THE FLUFF QUEEN, reddie, love love love
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Stan, what are your pronouns?
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🍂
<p>okay so richie gets a shitty old truck in high school (i’m real original i know) and he absolutely loves it. he names it “Eagles Greatest Hits” much to the losers chagrin. she’s all red and rusting when he gets her, but boy does she run like a dream now — all thanks to eddie and his love of fixing anything that drives, of course. (for all richie’s book smarts, he can’t wrap his head around mechanics)<br/>
in fact, that’s actually like 90% of the reason richie loves his beat up truck so much… he gets to spend time with eddie while the little spitfire fixes it up for him. oh, and the sight of eddie in a t-shirt with rolled up sleeves and grease on his cheeks isn’t so bad either. but he can’t tell him that. not yet. probably not ever, if you ask richie.<br/>
but eventually, everything on richie’s truck is in pristine condition; nothing left for eddie to get down and dirty trying to repair.<br/>
well, that just won’t do. so, richie takes matters into his own hands — he starts breaking shit himself, of course. anything to fabricate another excuse to monopolize eddies time (and to admire him).<br/>
eddie’s no fool, though. he knows “Eagle’s injuries,” as richie lovingly refers to them, they aren’t just wear and tear. i mean, come on, a dent in the hub cap in the shape of a boot? richie you are not slick. but eddie doesn’t say anything for a while, just as content as richie to be spending alone time with his… friend…<br/>
and so it goes on like that. it goes on for almost a year; richie breaking things just to have eddie come and fix them. until of course one day, richie calls eddie to come and fix his car stereo…. but in all his ADHD glory, he somehow forgets to actually do anything to it before eddie gets there. there’s nothing for him to fix. whoops.<br/>
so then it’s out there. they both know that the other knows that <i>they</i> know about this little ruse. there’s no avoiding it now.<br/>
they’re sitting together in the front seat of this damn truck with a stupid name when it all comes out. <br/>
and if that’s where they finally have their first kiss, well, it’s about damn time.</p>
Tags: reddie, cute!
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Stucky. 46. Blind Date  69. Flirting Under Fire
<p>WHAT A BEAUTIFUL COMBINATION. </p>
<p>Be warned, what is about to follow is definitely just me rambling about what I would do and not necessarily an ACTUAL ficlet because I could probably get at least 5k out of this idea if I sat down to actually write it. </p>
<p>Okay, SO, I WOULD <i>PROBABLY</i> go for a version of Steve and Bucky that I SOMEHOW haven’t done before, which is the version where Steve is still Captain America and Bucky is still The Winter Soldier but they weren’t friends and Bucky after HYDRA went down(/maybe breaking his programming before that and helping take down HYDRA???) is also a super hero. </p>
<p>(UNDER A CUT BECAUSE MY RAMBLING GOT TOO LONG)</p> <p><a href="http://stevergrsno.tumblr.com/post/179453690416/stucky-46-blind-date-69-flirting-under-fire" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I adore you, but girl, that was just some funky business with Mike and Bev. Shame, shame...
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="282" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="teenager-stuff:Q5L4s1JIwg20RKfWSCjS8Q:Z0Gsnh2Ll32Ai"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2432d1da18a8fe7e67f8f1a8436fbf83/tumblr_opxqrcmksq1vn2yu8o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="282" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: house of the damned, sorry Bev & Mike, we love you both, ...loved, megelizabethvh

Post id: 179402513462
Date: Wed, 24 Oct 2018 20:54:03
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179402513462/im-back-with-another-bone-who-told-you-to-do
Slug: im-back-with-another-bone-who-told-you-to-do
Reblog key: BTPHy7D0
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
i&rsquo;m back, with another bone. WHO TOLD YOU TO DO THAT? WHO????
<p>The gods &amp; goddesses of fic writing whispered in our ears and said “hurt the ones you love.” </p><p>I’d apologize but it really only gets worse so I’ll save it. </p>
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Bill🍂
<p><b><small>Sexuality Headcanon:</small></b><small>Bi or Straight (look I think sometimes Bill is just a regular straight dumbass but usually I HC him as Bi) </small><b><small><br/>Gender Headcanon: </small></b><small>Cis</small><b><small><br/>A ship I have with said character: </small></b><small>Bichie or Stenbrough </small><b><small><br/>A BROTP I have with said character:  </small></b><b></b><small><small>also Bichie </small>

(I can see them being idiotic frat boys who hook up or best friends. I’ll take both) </small><b><small><br/>A NOTP I have with said character: </small></b><small>Kaspbrough (Mostly because I think Eddie has too much hero worship for it to be a good relationship) </small><b><small><br/>A random headcanon: </small></b><small>Bill went through a faux-punk/skater boy phase and wore fake snakebite piercings for like 6 months. </small><b><small><br/>General Opinion over said character:</small></b><small> My feelings on Bill oscillate so much. Sometimes I love our foolish leader and other times I want to slap him. Right now I’m in a loving Bill phase. <br/></small></p><p><small><i>Send me a character and I’ll answer these questions</i></small></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 179382971172
Date: Wed, 24 Oct 2018 08:38:27
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179382971172/bev
Slug: bev
Reblog key: Aw0XWDTt
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Bev!
<p>Bev! My GIRL.</p><p><b><small>Sexuality Headcanon:</small></b><small> Bi or Lesbian </small><b><small><br/>Gender Headcanon: </small></b><small>Cis </small><b><small><br/>A ship I have with said character: </small></b><small>Benverly (I mean, come on) </small><b><small><br/>A BROTP I have with said character: </small></b><small>Beverie (these two get high and talk for hours and you can’t convince me otherwise) </small><b><small><br/>A NOTP I have with said character: </small></b><small>Edverly (I think they’re such close friends but I just don’t see it as romantic) </small><b><small><br/>A random headcanon: </small></b><small> I think Bev has little activities that she does with each loser (I have a saved draft about this). For Mike, I think the two of them stargaze together and just talk about random shit. Like, Mike knows a bunch about constellations and Bev loves learning about them and just spending some time with Mike. </small><b><small><br/>General Opinion over said character:</small></b><small> I love her and she deserves more content. <br/></small></p><p><small><i>Send me a character and I’ll answer these questions</i><br/></small></p>
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19 for the kiss prompt thing please?
<p>THANK YOU ANON YOU ARE MY HERO. Imagine that it’s like, modern au skinny Steve and Bucky if you wanna, cause tbh I sure did.  </p><ul><li><b><i>kisses meant to distract the other person from whatever they were intently doing</i></b><br/></li></ul><p>Steve’s curled up on the couch, a sketchbook propped on his knees, hunched over as he works with the sort of look about him that Bucky knows means he’s completely tuned out of this world. Bucky knows without a shadow of a doubt that the position is going to lead to Steve in pain later, but he also knows it’s nearly impossible to get Steve out of the zone when he’s reached it. </p><p>Not without getting a little creative. </p><p>Bucky watches for a while, takes in the sight of long fingers curled around a pencil, the little wrinkle between his eyebrows, the slip slide of glasses down his nose and the habitual raise of his hand to push them up only to repeat the action minutes later. </p><p>“Steve.” He says, once he’s drank his fill. Or as close to his fill as he thinks he’ll ever get.</p><p>“Hmmm?” Steve hums out vaguely, his lower lip making it’s way between his teeth as he erases something furiously. </p><p>“Stevie?” </p><p>Steve doesn’t answer, using his finger to smudge at something he’s just drawn. </p><p>“Steeeeve.” </p><p>“<i>Busy</i>.” Steve says, waving his pencil at Bucky briefly before resuming his drawing. </p><p>“You could be busy with other things.” Bucky coaxes, perching himself on the coffee table in front of Steve. </p><p>“I gotta finish.” Steve insists. </p><p>“You got all the time in the world to draw Rogers.” Bucky says, leaning over until he can press a kiss to Steve’s shoulder and then another to the side of his jaw in what he’s sure is a very obvious attempt at distraction. </p><p>“You don’t know that, I could get hit by a train tomorrow and then this would be left unfinished and tragic.” Steve says, and it’s attention, sort of, though Steve’s still intently focused on the drawing in his lap. </p><p>“And I could be left neglected and unkissed. That would be even more tragic.” Bucky insists, kissing at Steve’s jaw a couple more times. </p><p>“Mmmhmmm.” Steve agrees, though it’s the sort of noncommittal ‘mhm’ that signals Steve’s already gone again. </p><p>Time to go hard or go the fuck home. Bucky shifts up off the coffee table and slides himself into the spot behind Steve, Steve shifting back into the spot between his legs more out of instinct than anything else, Bucky’s sure. </p><p>“Steve,” Bucky says, dropping a kiss to the spot between Steve’s shoulder blades. “Stevie,” Another kiss to the back of his neck, “Sweetheart,” Four kisses in a row, dragged across his shoulder. </p><p>Steve very pointedly sets his sketchbook down, then twists around until he’s facing Bucky, “You’re a cheater Barnes.” </p><p>“Damn right.” Bucky says, grinning up at Steve. </p><p>“The absolute worst.” Steve adds and presses a kiss to Bucky’s jaw. </p><p>“That’s me.” </p><p>“A goddamn menace.” Another kiss, this one to the other side of Bucky’s jaw and more of a bite than anything. </p><p>“Yep.”  </p><p>“I was <i>working</i>.” Steve says, words pressed into Bucky’s mouth. </p><p>“Mmmhmm,” Bucky agrees and kisses Steve with the same sort of single mindedness Steve gives his art. </p>
Tags: stucky, fic rec
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O2 for Stan my man?? (I&rsquo;ll always request happy stan ones and I&rsquo;m not sorry)
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12 for the kisses?
<p>Bless you for sending one of these. BEHOLD, THE FLUFF. </p><ul><li><p><b><i>a hoarse whisper “kiss me”</i></b></p></li></ul><p>Steve can’t even begin to explain why he’s so nervous. He shouldn’t be. He’s known Bucky practically his entire life. Lived with him, fought a war with him, broke brainwashing and fought Tony Stark and helped save the whole damn universe with him. There should be no reason to go ahead and be nervous over going on a date with him. </p><p>Somehow, someway, he is though. </p><p>“Relax Rogers,” Bucky says, steering Steve out of their apartment and towards the subway station with a hand on Steve’s elbow and clearly a mind reader all of a sudden. Or it’s possible that Steve’s being incredibly obvious about just how nervous he is. That’s definitely a possibility. “We’re gonna go watch a movie and eat some food and then maybe we’ll even, and bear with me here cause I know I’m about to shock you, kiss at the end of it all.”</p><p>“Pretty presumptuous to think I’m gonna let you kiss me Barnes.” Steve teases and knocks Bucky’s hand off his elbow so that he can slide their hands together and curl their fingers together.</p><p>“I don’t just think you’re gonna let me kiss you Stevie, I think you’re gonna be the one putting the moves on me.” </p><p>“<i>James Barnes.</i>” Steve says, all faux scandalized in what he thinks is a pretty dead on imitation of one of Bucky’s dates every time he’d whispered something in one of their ears way back when when he’d drag Steve out on doubles. </p><p>Bucky snorts at Steve’s impression and squeezes at his hand. </p><p><b><br/></b></p><p>The movie is good. </p><p>Maybe. </p><p>To be entirely honest, the movie could be the worst thing in the world and Steve wouldn’t have a damn clue. </p><p>He’s been far too distracted by Bucky next to him, the brush of their shoulders together that became a yawn and an arm dropped over his shoulder that even later became another yawn that ended with Bucky’s hand on Steve’s knee. </p><p>Bucky’s not even close to as smooth as he thinks he is, but Steve also can’t find it in himself to make fun of him for it and risk it stopping. </p><p>“<i>Buck</i>,” Steve whispers hoarsely, when Bucky’s hand creeping ever so <i>slowly</i> up Steve’s leg becomes a thing he absolutely cannot in any way ignore. </p><p>“Yeah Stevie?” Bucky whispers back, and Steve can see the edges of his smile in the low light of the theater. </p><p>“Kiss me.” Steve says, <i>demands</i>, and Bucky doesn’t need to be told twice. </p>
Tags: cuteeee, yes, loved it, stucky
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hi, no pressure and i really don&#039;t want to be annoying but do you plan on positing the second part of the app?? i feel so bad asking cause you post so much content for us but i just really loved the first part of that one!
<p>part 2: 
oh im dumb. i just saw a post saying it has 11 pages. i should probably 
at least read one page of your blog before sending an ask. SORRY
        
     </p><p>This ask was so adorable and nice! Don’t worry! <br/></p><p>I finally finished writing Chap 2. It currently stands at 14 pages (woohoo!). I’m asking a friend (or 6) to read it over and then I need to edit it. <br/></p><p>My plan is to do a teaser for it this week and release it within the next couple. I can’t promise it’ll be out by Halloween but if not it’ll be shortly after. <br/></p><p>Thanks!! <br/></p>
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Can I please be tagged to scarefest?? Holy shot it&rsquo;s amazing
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i refuse to be deterred, b?
<p>Love (and appreciate!) the persistence! I haven’t answered B!</p><p>

<b>B:</b> Any of your stories inspired by personal experience?

<br/></p><p>For sure! Partners in Crim was straight up my 1L experience (except that reddie had a lot more fun) and a lot of Richie’s puns are things I’ve said (because I too flirt with puns). </p><p>Thank you! </p>
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Hi Amelia, C &amp; Z for the ask thing! Love you ❤
<p><b>Love you toooo!! Thank you!</b></p><p>

<b>C:</b> <b>What character do you identify with most?

</b><br/></p><p>This is hard. Probably a mix of Richie (like everyone else in this fandom) and Ben. I’d love to be more of a Mike but I am not. </p><p>

<b>Z: Major character death–do you ever write/read it? Is there a character whose death you can’t tolerate?

</b><br/></p><p>I do read it and then I hate myself. I can’t read Mike dying. Can’t, won’t. The man is an immortal angel. (luckily I rarely find fics where he dies) </p>
Tags: jem-carstairs-is-perfection
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h :D
<p>I just answered this one but thank you for sending it! </p>
Tags: happytreasure
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S, K, E (Grow Through the Dirt) please oh beautiful and wonderful wife
<p><b>A rogue angel appears and blesses me with an ask &lt;3 </b></p><p>

<b>S: Any fandom tropes you can’t resist?

</b><br/></p><p>SHARING A BEDDDDDD. Ugh. </p><p>And hating eachother to reluctantly falling in love (if you can’t tell since that’s half my fics). </p><p>I also love a good ‘meeting before but not realizing it’. </p><p>

<b>K: What’s the angstiest idea you’ve ever come up with?

</b><br/></p><p>If we’re excluding the Slasher fic, probably reddie- broken up- at Benverly’s wedding and one of them has an amazing date and the other is unhappy and pissy so they sleep with a bridesman/groomsman for revenge. (Will I ever write it? Who knows) </p><p>

<b>E: If you wrote a sequel to [insert fic], what would it be about?

<br/></b></p><p>Oh my lovely Stanlon fic. It would probably be pre-epilogue and them navigating dating more (and them sleeping together for the first time). </p>
Tags: wife tag, reddie-for-anything
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H and P for the fic meme!
<p>

<b>H:</b> How would you describe your style?

<br/></p><p>Punny? I’m not sure. I think I write better dialogue than descriptions so something with that?</p><p>

<b>P:</b> Are you what George R. R. Martin would call an “architect” or a “gardener”? (How much do you plan in advance, versus letting the story unfold as you go?)

<br/></p><p>I try so hard to plan things in advance and it never ever works so, generally, I’m a ‘let the story unfold’ gal. I usually have  vague plot idea but not much else (and sometimes the story ends up someplace totally different anyway).</p><p>Thanks for the ask! </p>
Tags: stevergrsno
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May we please get some soft Stanlon?
<p>Yes you may. absofuckinlutely. I will do this as soon as I can so don’t think I’m ignoring you or anything, cos i promise you I’m not, I’m just busy so I’ll try and do this this weekend!</p>
Tags: omg, im soft, stanlon
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i love you my darling harpie wife!
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="375" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="gameraboy1:uQ-aIkSs5Xz5GO2U7ev1aQ:ZhfUxc2UdhFww"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a8479ddd1933b80458bff538cd06d92d/tumblr_p39vo2NBFK1wzvt9qo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="375" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>You’re the bestest!</p>
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Reblog name: 
Saturday the 14th, Versions of the Same Mask, AND House of the Damned?! Are you a freakin&rsquo; spooky Halloween Santa Claus or something? I don&rsquo;t even know how to thank you for all these amazing gifts! (Got that notification for HOTD and I swear, I started screaming) ❤️
<p>Ommgg thank you!!!! </p><p>I love the idea of being a spooky Santa Claus. I’m so in for that. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="298" data-orig-width="496" data-tumblr-attribution="despairingfever:rJJV67m3ypMDsdk3Rx6fNA:ZCK5wf2GJmGbg"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1f1ccf9a5c12b303afdef344aaeb8958/tumblr_ohzuqlJ9jf1vfevtto1_500.gif" data-orig-height="298" data-orig-width="496"/></figure>
Tags: as long as I get to preen like Jack, because come on, I've got my IHH fic coming soon too, all the halloween things!, megelizabethvh
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i love your work, it&rsquo;s fucking amazing! but i got a bone to pick with you on this new fic..... WHO TOLD YOU TO COME FOR OUR NECKS LIKE THAT, IM INVESTED NOW AND I HAVE THEORIES AND SHIT NOW! 🤦🏽&zwj;♀️😭
<p>

fgdggddd

<br/></p><p>COME OFF ANON AND TELL ME ALL YOUR THEORIES PLEASE. </p><p>Also, sorry not sorry. It only gets worse</p>
Tags: House of the damned, who are you?, tell me your theories, Anonymous
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Reblog name: reddie-for-anything
Excuse you, after the way you hurt me with two fics this week u have no right to be hurt by amelia breaking my brain with sweet nothings :(
<p>So what you’re saying here is that I should be upset with Amelia</p>
Tags: 
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I feel Stanlon would be that couple that isn&rsquo;t big on pda but when it happens, it&rsquo;s vomit inducing. Like Stan would sit on Mike&rsquo;s lap with his hand in Mike&rsquo;s hair or something while Mike is rubbing circles on Stan&rsquo;s hip with his thumb. Or they&rsquo;d be huddled up together, talking quietly with soft smiles on their faces and giggling and possibly occasionally pecking the other&rsquo;s lips
<p>YES and while we’re at it let’s just add in some more Stanlon PDA headcanons for shits and giggles why knot </p><ul><li>Stanley doesn’t like to show affection that much, all the losers know that almost too well. He’s mostly stoic, his humor is dry, his laughs are few and far in between, but it’s Stanley, what more could they expect. <br/></li><li>Mike, on the other hand, finds love and beauty in everything. Even before Stan and Mike started dating, he would always be rather affectionate towards him, and the other Losers for that matter. Any gesture of affection from Mike Hanlon was like the sun’s rays kissing your skin on a hot summer day.</li><li>But, when the two lovebirds (ha, get it.) started dating, Mike would always reach for Stanley’s hand, their fingers lazily intertwined while they talked casually, enjoying one another’s company. </li><li>Of course, the first few times, Stanley was nervous, his cheeks tinted pink and gaze always diverting from Mike’s loving gaze. He got used to it eventually, and after a while, became the one initiating holding hands, fingers running over Mike’s knuckles tenderly. </li><li>To Stan, it was a reminder of Mike being there. Present. A constant. Their hands rarely parted.</li><li>It was a simple act of love, but all the other Losers went NUTS. </li><li>“Wait, Stan are you actually <i>holding</i> Mike’s hand???” Bev gasped one time, and all of them were up in arms, teasing and giving Stanley a hard time about this sudden gesture of affection.<br/></li><li>But, that was basically the bulk of their ‘PDA’, just casual hand holding. </li><li>Sometimes, in the rarest of cases, a peck to the cheek or to the lips with a warm smile, a gentle ‘I love you’ is exchanged with a smile and a quiet giggle. They’re soft lovers, tender and slow. Displaying their love was never something they prioritized.</li><li>But then there are other times, where yeah, they publicly display their affection. The Losers are <i>way</i> too familiar with this.</li><li>One time, when Beverly invited everyone over to watch movies and drink, the rarest of things happened. Stanley was curled up in Mike’s lap on the couch, his head resting on Mike’s shoulder while Mike absentmindedly toyed with Stan’s curls. They didn’t even bother to talk to anyone, let alone pay attention to the movie, they just sat, quietly whispering to one another and giggling about unheard things. </li><li>It was a little annoying to the rest of the losers, but they never let Stan and Mike live it down.</li><li>“I’m so tired.” Stan would yawn. “Awh why don’t you take a nap in my lap, Stanny? I’ll braid your hair while you sleep.” Richie snickers back, while Mike chuckles quietly with an eye-roll. <br/></li><li>On the rarest of occasions, when Stan, Mike, Eddie, and Richie went out on a double date, Richie managed to get Mike in a game of drinking. </li><li>Neither of them could quite remember how any of it happened. But, the Losers know that every time Richie and Mike get together, chaos ensues.</li><li> The night was rather a blur of recklessness and uninhibited joy. There was the signing of “Wild Boys” by Richie and Mike but that also felt like a dream.</li><li>Apparently, Stanley had lost a sock. He kept both shoes but he’s missing the sock. (they had blue sailboats on them).</li><li>Eddie swore he could get high using his inhaler. (Richie had convinced him)</li><li>The only concrete evidence of the night is a video of Mike holding Stanley in his lap and yelling “I LOVE MY BEAUTIFUL BIRD BOYFRIEND!!!” while Stanley was laughing with drunk delight, straddled atop his boyfriend with his lips pressed to Mike’s neck.</li><li>They got banned from the bar. </li></ul>
Tags: stanlon, the fluff, im so happy
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okay i&#039;m currently crying about Stan so could you maybe do a one shot of Stanley Uris Takes a Bath but instead of Patty finding him dead in the bathtub, the door is unlocked and finds him lowkey panicking so she gives him a beer and washes his hair and helps him relax and calm down and let it but fluffy. my boy deserves some happiness. also patty is an angel so
<p>anon, your mind? amazing. ur so right, stan deserves all the love. sorry this took so long lol, i hope you like it!!</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 1,014</p>
<p>Patty knew there was something
wrong before Stan even hung up the phone. “Who was that, love?” she asked as he
walked over. </p>
<p>But he walked past her, refused to
look at her. “Wrong number.” A chill spiked through Patty’s chest; Stan never
lied to her – she didn’t think she’d ever heard him use that voice before. It
was cold and distant, nothing like any of the voices he used with her. Stan was
soft with her, sweet, loving. Patty felt glued to her chair as she watched him
walk up the stairs.</p>
<p>“Baby?” she called, her voice
wavering slightly. “Where are you going?”</p>
<p>“Just taking a bath,” he assured
her, his voice and smile both flat. Patty knew Stan never took his baths this
early in the night, but she pressed her lips shut and held in her growing
concern. Whatever the call had been was clearly personal, and Patty knew Stan
would tell her when he was ready. </p>
<p>Or at least, she hoped he would. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/179159669842/okay-im-currently-crying-about-stan-so-could-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hell yes, stanpat, loved this
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Hey um I&rsquo;m luv u
<p>ohmygosh I’m luv you too!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="491" data-orig-width="618"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0c07c135dde929ce892d28ff4ef91c1e/tumblr_inline_pgrvd7A9L51vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="491" data-orig-width="618"/></figure>
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18 with Stanlon  :)
<p> Hi ho this took me forever. Enjoy some murder-y losers</p>
<p>

<b> “How was I supposed to know that that would kill them?!”</b>

<br/></p>
<p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/38252309">Here</a> on AO3 </p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p> “How was I supposed to know that that would kill them?!” Stan asked, staring down at the not moving, very much dead body.</p>
<p>	Bill shook his head, sighing. “You’re the poisoner here Stan. It’s literally your job to know things like that.” He kicked the body slightly, clearly annoyed. “Just, fucking get rid of it. I don’t care how. Your body your problem.” With that, he turned on his heel and stormed out. Stan gave a frustrated sigh, watching him leave then turned back to the body, staring at it unhappily.</p>
<p>	Mike jumped off the counter he had been sitting on and walked over to Stan, looking down at the corpse. “Really, you just killed him a few hours ahead of time. That’s all.”</p>
<p>	Stan looked at him, eyes narrowed. “Are you fucking making fun of me?”</p>
<p>	Mike put his hands up in a gesture of innocence. The new guy was touchy, good to know. “No man, just commenting.” Stan huffed and Mike continued, delicately, “I’ll help you with this. Do you want the arms or feet?”</p>
<p>	Stan paled slightly and Mike was reminded how green he was- and how cute he was when he wasn’t trying to be tough. His face was as pale as his curls, which moved as Stan shook his head. “Neither.” </p>
<p>	Mike give him a wry smile. “Not an option.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179224459147/18-with-stanlon" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reblog, for stanlon

Post id: 179229936787
Date: Fri, 19 Oct 2018 21:12:39
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179229936787/49-and-adam
Slug: 49-and-adam
Reblog key: OapSdb72
Reblog url: https://two-of-swords-621.tumblr.com/post/179229388243/49-and-adam
Reblog name: two-of-swords-621
49 and adam
<p>The prompt was “I love you but you love him. It’s OK. I get it.”</p>

<p>…I fudged the definition of “OK,” okay</p>

<p>-</p>

<p>Adam never asks for advice, but advice finds him anyway. The internet and well-meaning adults and cheesy pop culture artifacts have all kinds of “wisdom” to offer someone who had the back luck to fall in love with their boarding school roommate – or, if not that exactly, then someone who has a crush on a friend. A lot of the advice is misguided, unhelpful, or downright appalling, but the overall gist is that Adam just needs to be himself.</p>

<p>Adam has never found that <em>being himself</em> makes anything better.</p>

<p>Especially not since the person that Ronan wants is so obviously not Adam.</p>

<p>“Which clubs have you been in, Parrish?” Gansey asks from his perch on the foot of Ronan’s bed.</p>

<p>“I haven’t.”</p>

<p>Gansey looks up from his notebook. “What, not any?”</p>

<p>Adam flips a page in his physics textbook. “No.”</p>

<p>They are, as usual, spending their evening free time in the room that he and Ronan were assigned at the beginning of the year. Technically it’s a four-person room, but the other two juniors they live with are afraid of Ronan and avoid the room as much as possible. At first, Adam had refused to do the same out of principle, because it wasn’t fair that the most obnoxious person got the room to himself. As the year went by, it was less about principle and more about the fact that he liked Ronan’s company.</p>

<p>But their roommates abdicating their stake in the room means there’s no one to complain that Gansey is <em>always there</em>. Adam can’t complain about it; he likes Gansey. He can’t complain about having his friend hang out in his room. He can’t possibly complain, about about having a front row seat to the way that Ronan smiles at Gansey’s jokes, and listens to his scolding even when he pretends not to care, and takes every opportunity in the world to touch him, while Adam sits on the other side of the room, part of the conversation but out of arm’s reach, not that anyone ever reaches out to him.</p>

<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16311518">(Read the rest on the AO3)</a></p>
Tags: pynch, fic rec
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18 with Stanlon  :)
<p> Hi ho this took me forever. Enjoy some murder-y losers</p><p>

<b> “How was I supposed to know that that would kill them?!”</b>

<br/></p><p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/38252309">Here</a> on AO3 </p><p><b></b></p><p> “How was I supposed to know that that would kill them?!” Stan asked, staring down at the not moving, very much dead body.</p><p>	Bill shook his head, sighing. “You’re the poisoner here Stan. It’s literally your job to know things like that.” He kicked the body slightly, clearly annoyed. “Just, fucking get rid of it. I don’t care how. Your body your problem.” With that, he turned on his heel and stormed out. Stan gave a frustrated sigh, watching him leave then turned back to the body, staring at it unhappily.</p><p>	Mike jumped off the counter he had been sitting on and walked over to Stan, looking down at the corpse. “Really, you just killed him a few hours ahead of time. That’s all.”</p><p>	Stan looked at him, eyes narrowed. “Are you fucking making fun of me?”</p><p>	Mike put his hands up in a gesture of innocence. The new guy was touchy, good to know. “No man, just commenting.” Stan huffed and Mike continued, delicately, “I’ll help you with this. Do you want the arms or feet?”</p><p>	Stan paled slightly and Mike was reminded how green he was- and how cute he was when he wasn’t trying to be tough. His face was as pale as his curls, which moved as Stan shook his head. “Neither.” </p><p>	Mike give him a wry smile. “Not an option.” </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>He gave Stan another minute to respond and then, when he didn’t, prodded him gently. “Waiting won’t make this any easier.” </p><p>	Stan looked at him, then back at the body, exhaling loudly “Why the fuck am I here?” Mike shrugged. Then, unhappily, he added, “Arms, I guess.”</p><p>	Mike went to the feet, pulling the feet up and waiting for Stan to grab the arms. He didn’t know why Stan was here. He had showed up one day, looking for work, and Bill had offered him a job, saying he had grown up with Stan. Supposedly he was good with poisons and the group needed that. Except, the man they were carrying was supposed to still be alive and just in severe pain. Instead Stan had killed him. It wasn’t a big deal, the man was schedule to die anyway, but Bill had wanted information from him.</p><p>	“We can take him to the incinerator.” Mike said as they started walking. “It’ll be the easiest.”</p><p>	Stan nodded, still looking put out. He didn’t talk as they walked. He was scowling slightly, muttering to himself. Mike watched as his lips moved, something about ‘dumbass’ and ‘can’t even kill a guy right’. Even that was cute, how annoyed Stan was with himself. Mike could tell that he was harder on himself than anyone else would be.</p><p>	“Penny for your thoughts?” Mike asked as they heaved the body into the incinerator. </p><p>	“Why are you helping me?” Stan asked, looking directly at him. He had an intense gaze when he wanted, one that made you want to tell the truth. It was too bad that he didn’t use that when he was interrogating people. “Everyone else ignores me. Bev hasn’t said a word, Richie just calls me stupid nicknames, Eddie whispers things to him whenever I walk in the room and I’m one mistake away from Bill kicking me out.”</p><p>	Because you’re hot Mike thought. But he didn’t say that. Stan seemed skittish and Mike didn’t want to scare him away. Instead he answered about the other, “Bev takes a while to warm up to people like that, assassins aren’t exactly the most open people.” She specialized in silent takedowns, breaking into houses and killing people while they slept. And she was damn good at it, she had never left so much as a hair for people to find. </p><p>Mike continued. “Richie’s an ass but, deep down, he’s a good guy.” He was their con man, a fast talker who excelled at pulling one over on people. With his boyfriend Eddie working the crowd and keeping people focused on Richie they were an unstoppable team. Bill had found them picking pockets on the streets, Richie doing card tricks while Eddie’s nimble fingers stole wallets. He had recruited them after they managed to lift his wallet. “They’ll both warm up to you.” </p><p>“And Bill?” Stan asked as they started back up the stairs. </p><p>“He let you in for a reason. He’s not just going to kick you out. Besides-” Mike bumped Stan’s shoulder. “You know too much. He’d just kill you.”</p><p>Stan paled again. “How comforting.” </p><p>“I’m joking!” Mike wasn’t, he knew what happened to the last person that disappointed Bill. Greta had mouthed off one too many times and then one day she never showed up for breakfast. Richie had joked that Ben, their cook, had made her into that night’s stew. Mike was pretty sure she was just at the bottom of some river- he hoped at least. He had had three servings of that stew. </p><p>They walked in silence again until Mike spoke, “But I’ll help you, if you want. I know some stuff about poison.”</p><p>“I thought you were the muscle.” Stan said, his eyes straying to Mike’s biceps.</p><p>Mike smirked. “Hey, I’m more than just muscles. I’m the weapons expert too. And I was the poison expert until you showed up.” Mike had connections that the others didn’t, making it easier to get the weapons they needed without any pesky questions or forms. </p><p>Stan’s face fell. “So you guys don’t need me.”</p><p>Mike shook his head. “I accidentally killed a couple guys too. That’s why you’re here.” Mike didn’t have the patience for the precision of poison. He preferred other methods to collect information. </p><p>Stan gave him a small, contained smile. “That, weirdly, makes me feel better.” </p><p>	“Everything is weird around here.” Mike said, putting a careful arm around Stan, giving him a chance to move away. He didn’t and Mike gave his shoulder a small squeeze. “You get used to it.” Stan’s smile grew at his words. </p><p>	“I hope so.” They were back in the main room which was now vacant. Mike removed his arm and was about to leave when Stan spoke again, “Want to come to my room?” Stan realized what he said and flushed slightly. “To help with the poisons.” He clarified. </p><p>	“Of course. Lead the way.” Mike said, following Stan to his second floor room and trying to figure out what Stan already knew about poisons. He hoped that Stan figured it out because he desperately wanted him to stick around. He wanted to learn more about this strange, curly hair man and where he came from. </p><p>
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hskahdka i&#039;m sorry (idk if it&#039;s something to be sorry about???) but one of the main reasons i&#039;m following your blog is because i rarely see other people with the name amelia and so i decided to follow you bc your name is amelia
<p>This is so valid. I would totally do (have done?? maybe??) the same thing.</p><p>Always happy to meet another Amelia!! <br/></p>
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69 and 86 (under fire and accidental turn on)?? With reddie if you could? I think this is weird combo and I love your writing!
<p>This one was so incredibly fun! All the Reddie and a side of Stanlon because Stanlon. 💞 Thank you so much for liking my writing, anon, you’re so sweet to tell me! I hope you like it! ❤️❤️</p><p>~</p><p><br/></p><p>“The pair were surrounded, they were severely low on ammo, and their armor had been rendered useless. The enemy was closing in, fast. Their only shot at survival was to stick together, watch each other’s backs, and maybe make out a little-“</p><p><br/></p><p>“Richie! Less monologuing, more kicking Stan and Mike’s asses.” </p><p><br/></p><p>Richie stuck his lips out in a pout, but he adjusted his hold on the gun in his hands. The room was lit with black light and the walls were murals of foreign worlds in glow-in-the-dark paint that gave the four adults a sense of nostalgia. Techno music mixed with space sounds blared through the speakers and a large clock hung over the entrance that ticked down from 20 beside a scoreboard:</p><p><br/></p><p>R&amp;E: 2085</p><p>M+S: 2030</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie had posted up just beside a large blockade with a hole in its center, perfect for Richie’s favorite surprise shots. He had spotted Mike at the start of his story, but the thought of kissing Eddie for the remainder of the game was just enough to make him lose interest in his not-so-sneaky friend. Eddie, however, was hiding behind a large black pillar, his laser gun held to his chest while he peeked around. “I want to win this time, Richie! No matter what!” As he searched for Stan, he suddenly lit up and the sound of a blast came from the armor on his chest. </p><p><br/></p><p>He groaned. “Oh, fuck you, Stan!”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Gladly!”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie swiveled and aimed directly for Mike, who had given away his position and-</p><p><br/></p><p>“Ha! Direct hit!”</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie’s hands, still firmly clasped around his gun, fell to his side as he looked his boyfriend up and down. “Did you just trick Mike into-?”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie smiled a toothy grin while keeping an eye on the direction Stan’s shot had come from, and he whispered, “if you thought that was something, watch this.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie reached out for Richie’s shirt, pulling him from behind the blockade into the line of fire. He held Richie to him with one arm and pointed the gun using his shoulder to aim. Stan and Mike’s laser guns shot, the lights glowing a bright red just long enough for Eddie to spot. The pair’s shots sent Richie’s vest alight, but Eddie shot back, hitting them both dead on for full points. </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie yanked Richie back out of the line of fire to the next area over where there was a spot to replenish their ammo. He noted the 2 Minutes Remaining on the clock as he said “charge up your gun, babe. We’re about to finish this game with a bang! You rush over to Mike and I’ll cut off Stan-“</p><p><br/></p><p>But Richie wasn’t listening. He was too busy questioning the butterflies in his chest and the warmth that had suddenly coiled in the pit of his stomach. He shifted uncomfortably away from Eddie as he tried, and failed, to casually cover the front of his ripped, black jeans, which were now slightly tighter than before. Richie couldn’t decide if it was Eddie’s brazen laser tag move from moments ago or the sight of him grinning with a look of chaos in his eyes that turned him on, but he was just glad to know that he’d have Eddie all to himself in less than two minutes. </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie, who had immediately noticed Richie’s abrupt change of demeanor and who could read Richie better than most, asked in horror, “Rich, are you-?”</p><p><br/></p><p>He looked as guilty as he felt.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Here?!”</p><p><br/></p><p>“You do things to me, Eddie! It’s entirely your fault, my love.” He reached out a hand and booped Eddie on the nose, who smacked it away with reddened cheeks.</p><p><br/></p><p>“I can’t believe you - that I!- that you somehow-“</p><p><br/></p><p>“I told you, Eds. You do things to me.” Richie’s voice had changed, lowered just enough to send a warm shiver up Eddie’s spine. He moved closer to Eddie, who backed into a speckled wall, eyes wide but looking from Richie’s eyes to his lips and back again.</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie’s voice betrayed him, matching Richie’s hushed tone and asking again, “even here?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Everywhere. Anywhere. Here.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie’s head was titled up towards Richie who was now just inches away. He felt a strange thrill hum within his chest knowing he’d done this to the man in front of him. He wanted him to close the short gap that was left between them, he couldn’t stop himself from moving to meet him halfway.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Are you two finished yet?” two voices asked in unison.</p><p><br/></p><p>They spun around, guns hanging uselessly at their sides. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Fuck.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Laser shots rang out and their vests lit up.</p><p><br/></p><p>The game ended in a tie. The night ended with Richie falling asleep in Eddie’s arms. </p><p><br/></p>
Tags: uughhh, I love it, amazing, reddie
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New to your blog, and in love with all your Losers Club art. Low-key wish you would draw more Mike Handlon (probably didn&rsquo;t spell that right 🙃)
<p>thankyou thankyou thankyou!!! and ur right i should draw him more often he’s such a sweetie. Here’s a good boy for ur woes:</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2777" data-orig-width="2878"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/e4410eb838a771f5d2078149a3fa4fcc/tumblr_inline_p2u3qydD0y1svvxma_540.png" data-orig-height="2777" data-orig-width="2878"/></figure>
Tags: idk if I reblogged this, I dont care, hes amazing and I love him, Mike Hanlon, fanart
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Ahhhhhh! I can&rsquo;t believe that Saturday the 14th is over! That was a fun story to read with all the little surprises and twists in the plot. I bet you had a lot of fun writing it. Thank you for sharing with us! ❤️
<p>Me either!! I did enjoy writing it (even if I hated killing the losers. Poor babies) </p><p>Thank you for the lovely words!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400" data-tumblr-attribution="be-your--own-hero:78X5prTDbH6mnIBbeBxozQ:ZR2quu2FBQWgr"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2be6665f68f99a9314d40e517ac6e84e/tumblr_ohbasisBZO1ra4dyqo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400"/></figure>
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<p>I, uh. I don’t know how it got this angsty. I loved this word, thank you so much. This is kinda based on a song called ‘what about today?’ by Lewis Watson. Listen to it, it’s heartbreakingly beautiful.</p>
<p>———</p>
<p><i>He loves me.</i></p>
<p><i>He loves me not.</i></p>
<p>It had been going on for too long. This <i>whatever</i> it was, was so mentally exhausting Eddie thought he couldn’t do it anymore. He didn’t even know what <i>it</i> was. If he wanted it to stop he wouldn’t even know how to stop it without cutting Richie off from his life entirely. Which he didn’t want to do.</p>
<p><i>He loves me.</i></p>
<p><i>He loves me not.</i></p>
<p>The grass under Eddie started to itch because he had been sitting there for too long. There were four petal-less daisies by his feet, and one with half of the petals left in his hand. It wasn’t like he picked the petals off to actually get an answer, he knew that was stupid. But it was calming. He was barely was aware of his actions when a pair of feet were heard behind him.</p>
<p>”So. Does he love you or not?”</p> <p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179117850330/reddie-daisies" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, adorable

Post id: 179122564387
Date: Tue, 16 Oct 2018 15:30:24
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179122564387/stanlon-home
Slug: stanlon-home
Reblog key: iYyNjuI6
Reblog url: https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179122363135/stanlon-home
Reblog name: eds-kas
Stanlon + home?
<p>My heart is full of love after writing this. Also, this is my first time writing Stanlon and I loved every bit of it.</p>
<p>Neighbor au, anyone? Yes.<br/></p>
<p>———</p>
<p>It was starting to get ridiculous. No, it had actually been ridiculous for weeks. The more Stan thought about it, the harder it was to hold back the laugh that bubbled up his throat.</p>
<p>Next to him in bed, Stan’s kind-of-roommate-maybe-boyfriend-but-really-just-his-neighbor, Mike, was lying on his stomach with his arms under the pillow. The covers had slid down, exposing his bare back. Stan watched as his muscles flexed when he moved as he started to wake up from the sound of Stan’s laugh. It was starting to be a habit; Stan waking up about an hour earlier than Mike, staying in bed to read a book until the man next to him woke up. Stan always let him sleep for as long as he wanted when they didn’t have to go to work. Stan would never have guessed how calming it was to see another person sleep.</p>
<p>”Mmm, good morning,” Mike murmured. The sound of his raspy, deep morning voice sent shivers down Stan’s spine, just as it did every morning.</p>
<p>Stan put the book away. ”Sorry for waking you up,” he whispered as he let his fingers wander over Mike’s arm.</p>
<p>This time it was Mike who laughed. ”Are you kidding? Waking up to your laugh is something I could get used to everyday.”</p> <p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179122363135/stanlon-home" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Oh my goodness your king trashmouth drawing was fantastic  Could you please draw more of the losers?? Thatd be so awesome
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Okay hear me out. Your Losers Club but the heights are switched and Beverly is the tallest and the boys are just furious at how beautiful she is still. Toll gf
<p>I HEAR YOU <strike>and I forgot about the furious part so I guess this is the stage of acceptance</strike> AND YES I LOVE COSIGNED YES<br/></p><figure data-orig-width="3338" data-orig-height="2643" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2d432c52179ee74e4781302c582476ce/tumblr_inline_pepi1vR4VV1qbnexk_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="3338" data-orig-height="2643"/></figure>
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Reddie + jealous, please xx
<p>Okay, first of all. I can appreciate jealous reddie, I can. But I strongly hc them as the most confident couple existing. After years together their trust is as thick as their love, so like, jealousy does not exist. So sorry if this maybe wasn’t what you wanted! ♡</p>
<p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179087140880/send-me-a-pairing-a-word-and-ill-write-a"><b>Send me a pairing + a word and I‘ll write a 500-ish fic</b></a><br/></p>
<p>———</p>
<p>Eddie and Richie had been a thing before they even knew it themselves. They had always had this unspoken thing between them, they had always been touchy, they had always ended up next to each other on movie nights and they were just overall inseparable.</p>
<p>They didn’t even know when they officially got together since it had been like this since forever. Sure, the heavy kisses and the messy handjobs was something that had come along during the last couple of years of highschool, but they had always had each other.</p>
<p>With that being said, they knew where they had each other. They knew they were head over heels for each other, they knew they only had eyes for one another. Jealousy was never something that bothered them. Not at all. The trust between them was as thick as their love.</p>
<p>So when someone came up to Richie at some party during the last year of college and said they’d just seen Eddie flirt with some random dude Richie just laughed in their face.</p> <p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179109628585/reddie-jealous-please-xx" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Can you do 74 + 86 with reddie?
<p>74. Huddling for Warmth </p><p>86. I Didn’t Mean to Turn You On </p><p>—</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="540" data-orig-width="540"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7be41a6a71a37a97e684abe1dc56ad6c/tumblr_inline_pgkf40Bxy81tbqw53_540.jpg" data-orig-height="540" data-orig-width="540"/></figure><p>“Maybe we should just stop. It’s getting cold and late and we would be better off looking for the road in daylight.” </p><p>“No. We can’t stop now! If we stop now then it’ll be hours until we find the others.” Richie replied grumpily, trudging though the brush in an fiery huff. “This is all Beverly’s fault, she was the one who sent us up three campsites for fucking fire wood when there were trees literally everywhere!” </p><p>It wasn’t Eddie’s fault, not really but his harsh words echoed in the emptiness around them repeating his resentment over and over until it faded into the distance. The shorter boy didn’t answer, only kept his eyes forward as he followed his friend though the thickening woods. Richie felt a bubbling guilt in the pit of his stomach but kept it deep down where it was buried along side the rest of his feelings. </p><p>Three weeks ago Eddie had confessed his feelings for him, laying it all on the line in one hell of a display of intimacy and admiration. When Richie didn’t respond, frozen in time and space, Eddie took it upon himself to prove his words by kissing his childhood friend full on the lips. Richie almost fell, almost allowed himself to cave into the ultimate satisfactions of the love he felt gnawing at his damaged heart but as Eddie pulled away it was his fathers words he spoke instead of his own. </p><p>“I’m not a faggot.” </p><p>Since then everything had been in state of disarray, like a tornado of emotion had ripped though the earth leaving it completely wrecked. The Losers tried their best to keep things together. Even when Eddie finally agreed to come out of his house, making only two minutes into their weekly movie marathon before turning tail and running. Even when the trashmouth himself became cold and short with then, his friends did their best to keep their group together. </p><p>Which was why they were camping in the middle of fucking nowhere, so to fill the crack that Richie had created. Beverly thought it was a good idea to send he and the one person who hated him the most out to get some goddamn firewood before it got too dark. The only reason he had agreed to go was because of the guilt trip Bill had given him earlier, telling him to at least try and make Eddie feel better about what had happened. </p><p>And this was surly doing the exact opposite. </p><p>Fifteen grueling minutes later Eddie spoke up again, “Come on we are going in circles.” He sounded so tired, so strained from not only the walk but from the shattered relationship that they stepped on as they moved though the dirt. “Let’s just find a place and bunker down until sunrise so we can actually see where we are going.” </p><p>“No.” </p><p>“God damn it Richie!” Eddie hissed, stopping in his tracks. The sudden change in his tone forced the trashmouth to turn and face him. It had gotten so cold so quickly, Eddie’s short breaths coming out in a small cloud of smoke, his body shivering from the light breeze from the north. “I’m cold and this is getting us nowhere!” </p><p>“Well I’m sorry Eds but it wasn’t my idea to make that left turn.” It was a sharp indication that Richie was out of his comfort zone, placing blame where blame didn’t belong. “And who wears shorts to go camping? Honestly, do you even think about the consequences to your actions?” </p><p><i>Shit</i>.</p><p>The hurt that crossed Eddie’s features made Richie’s heart drop. “Fuck you.” The short boy growled under his breath, the rumble in his chest strong and commanding making Richie whimper in response. “Seriously, fuck you Richie.” </p><p>Richie groaned, rubbing the bridge of his nose and swallowing down the worst of his comment. “I know how that came out but I mean come on…don’t you own a pair of pants?” </p><p>Eddie laughed, actually laughed the noise coming deep from within him almost as if it had been boiling this entire time. “Oh I’m sorry, am I turning you on? I defiantly didn’t mean to do that because you aren’t a faggot right?” The word shook Richie to his bone, the hatred and disgust mirroring what had been spoken that night. “I knew I should have just stayed home, I would rather be with my overbearing mother than with you.” </p><p>“Wow, real nice Eddie.” Richie mocked, the ringing in his ears filling his brain with bees. “Way to make things better.” </p><p>“Ugh, I can’t believe this!” He screeched, pulling at his hair. “I honestly can’t believe fell in love someone like you. What in the hell is wrong with me?” It wasn’t a question that Richie was meant to answer, so he didn’t. “I’m an idiot, a fucking idiot for even telling you.” </p><p>Another shiver ripped though Eddie, tears trailing down the rise of his checks and crashing into the scruff of his collar. He looked so broken then, like there was a long crack down the middle separating him into two. One half being the old Eddie the other being the one who had been created the night Richie had turned him down. Love and hate, pain and pleasure, anger and happiness. </p><p>It was all his fault. </p><p>And Richie knew this. </p><p>“You’re freezing.” He finally breathed after a long bout of silence. Eddie dropped is scorching gaze and shifting his weight from foot to foot. Sighing heavily, he said the only thing that came to mind, “Come here, we can huddle for warmth.” </p><p>“I’d rather freeze to death.” </p><p>“Eddie-” </p><p>“I’m not over being dramatic, I would literally rather die.”</p><p>“Okay let’s just pretend that what happened between us never happened. That we are just normal Richie and Eds, just for right now for the sake of staying alive.” He took a cautious step forward, testing the waters but was met with a cold font as Eddie matched him backward. “I’m sorry okay, sorry for saying what I said and for how things had been for the past few weeks but we can hash that out later because right now if we don’t get you warm you are going to loose a limb.” </p><p>Eddie nodded after what felt like forever, allowing Richie to crowd his space. Ever so carefully Richie snaked his arm around his friends waist, pulling him close. He could feel Eddie’s heartbeat through the contact, hear the small intakes he took as he laid his head onto Richie’s chest and it made it all come crashing down. Eddie’s skin was electric, impulses being shot from where their skin met making Richie’s stomach kneed and twist. There were words on his tongue, soft an sweet ones that should have came that night of his Eddie’s confession. The truth, the painful and freeing truth nearly burst from within him. </p><p>“Eddie?” He whimpered. </p><p>“Yeah?” </p><p>“It think I-”</p><p>“RICHIE! EDDIE! WHERE ARE YOU???” Mike’s strong voice hollered from the distance forcing Eddie to rip himself from his arms. Richie cashed him for a moment, gripping onto his shoulders before the smaller boy shimmied him off. “HELLO? RICHIE! EDDIE!” </p><p>“We are here!” Eddie cried, keeping a stern eye on Richie but allowing their friends light to shine onto them. “We are over here!” </p><p>Breaking their connection Eddie walked away from Richie leaving him cold and wishing for more. </p>
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68 for pynch! absolutely love your fics btw (:
<p>A/N: The prompt was “The paint belongs on the wall, not on me.” This one turned out to be porn. If that’s not something you’re into, anon, give me a new prompt and I’ll take another run at it.</p>

<p>-</p>

<p>“Careful!”</p>

<p>“I know what I’m doing.”</p>

<p>“So you <em>meant</em> to drip paint on my shirt.”</p>

<p>Ronan doesn’t back down, because he is, after all, Ronan. “It’s an ugly shirt.”</p>

<p>“It’s your shirt,” Adam points out.</p>

<p>“So I know what I’m talking about.” Ronan pushes his roller back up the wall, a smooth gesture with even pressure, like he hadn’t just been waving it around over Adam’s head dripping paint on him one second before.</p>

<p>Adam shakes his head and dips his own roller in the paint tray. He can’t make up his mind whether Ronan was simply careless and refusing to admit it, or if he really did it on purpose. Ronan doesn’t lie, but he doesn’t always give a direct answer, either.</p>

<p>Whether it started as an accident or not, Ronan keeps on doing it, and definitely on purpose now that Adam has brought it up. He bumps his roller against Adam’s chest; jostles the paint can so it splashes paint on Adam’s feet; tilts the tray on the top of the ladder right as Adam walks by, striping the front of his shirt with green liquid the consistency of bird shit.</p>

<p>Adam bites back the first three things he wants to say to that.</p>

<p>“We don’t have to paint the room if you’ve changed your mind.”</p>

<p>“I don’t change my mind,” Ronan says.</p>

<p>“Yeah, I’m painfully aware of that.”</p>

<p>(Read the rest on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16301396">the AO3</a>)</p>
Tags: 
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reddie + &lsquo;cute&rsquo;!
<p>Thank you!!</p>
<p><b><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179087140880/send-me-a-pairing-a-word-and-ill-write-a">Send me a pairing + a word and I‘ll write a 500-ish fic</a><br/></b></p>
<p>———</p>
<p>There’s reality and dreams. And then there’s the space in between. That place you’re in for a brief moment <i>in between </i>wakefulness and sleep. Half awake, half asleep. That’s where Richie was right now. He was still held back by his subconsciousness, aware of his dreams but something was trying to pull him out of them. He could feel the presence of someone <i>somewhere</i> but he couldn’t really reach it. His dreams became a mix of subconscious imagination and reality.</p>
<p>Then he heard a sound. Maybe it was the state of hypnagogia that made it sound like angelic music to Richie’s ears, but it was the most beautiful sound he had ever heard. As the sound of someone <i>chuckling</i> reached his ears, he left the <i>in between</i>-state and fully woke up.</p>
<p>Richie opened his eyes and he was staring into a wall. It only took a second to realize that he wasn’t at home. The pillow his nose was pressed into smelled too heavenly to be his own, the sheets around his body felt like silk and then there was the pressure of another body behind him.</p>
<p>He was in Eddie’s bed.</p> <p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179088652510/reddie-cute" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Sad? Sad no! Three easy steps!! 1. :(  2. Imagine Hanlon tickle fight 3. :,)
<p>This is exactly what I do when I’m sad.</p><p>- Stan claims he isn’t ticklish. Actually he very much is, but he just has a really good pokerface. It comes in handy when Richie tries to poke or prod at him to get a laugh. </p><p>- Most of the Losers gave up trying to tickle Stan a long time ago, knowing he would never break his face to show “weakness”. </p><p>- Stan rarely lets his guard down when it comes to physical touch. PDA isn’t his strong suit. </p><p>- Mike knows, however, that whenever Stan is calm and out of the public eye, he melts right into touch, and he initiates it sometimes. </p><p>- It’s a nice, cool day out, and Stan and Mike are spending it in Mike’s room. An old Beach Boys record is scratching away quietly, Mike is slowly turning the pages of a new book he’s engulfed in, and it’s comfortable. </p><p>- Stan, bored of revising his bird journal, decides to bother his friend, snatching Mike’s book right from his hands. Mike makes a grab for the book back, but Stan pulls it from his reach. So Mike does the first thing that comes to mind. </p><p>- Mike makes a quick movement of grabbing Stans side, tickling lightly. This immediately pulls a quiet giggle from Stan, which neither of them seemed to expect. Mike continues the tickling, which gets Stan laughing a little bit louder, trying to wiggle away, but still holding the book out of reach. </p><p>- It eventually turns into a tickle fight, with Mike trying his hardest to get Stan to drop the book through tickling a series of different spots. Eventually, Stan is laughing so loud his cheeks are flushed and his eyes squeezed shut. He drops the book, but Mike seems to forget about it. </p><p>- Mike stops tickling and just stares at Stan, who’s face is still blushed with color and he’s wearing a smile on his lips, quiet giggles still slipping through. He sits up, so they’re facing each other, and Mike kisses him. </p><p>- Stan is stiff at first, but he eventually kisses back, melting into it. Mike pulls away first, quiet. His hands are trembling a bit.</p><p>- “You said you weren’t ticklish.” <i>“Oh, shut up.”</i></p>
Tags: I love them, Stanlon, tickle fight
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Amelia...Amy here, your dangerous friend. Please continue the reunion kiss fic to after they get back to their apartment! Pleeeeasseeeee????????? 😏😏😏😏
<p>My dear dangerous friend, here is your smutty prompt!</p>
<p>For context, part 1 is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178915787937/reddie-15">here</a></p>
<p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/38124866">here</a> on AO3</p>
<p>This is rated M. It is smut. Idk what else to say. </p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie was pushing Richie against their front door, his lips kissing and nipping Richie’s neck while his hands snaked under Richie’s shirt. Richie had been running his over Eddie’s back and chest, whispering all the things he wants to do to him, but now he had removed his hands as he tried to unlock the front door. The pair had made it to their front door before this started, which Richie thought showed great restraint. </p>
<p>“Aha!” He said triumphantly, finally getting the door open. The two practically fell into the apartment, dragging Eddie’s bags behind them. Eddie pulled his luggage in and slammed the door shut then he attacked Richie again pulling him down for a long, wet kiss. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/179059782202/ameliaamy-here-your-dangerous-friend-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: morning reblog, monday smut anyone?
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Mike learns how to iron just for Stan and his pristine polo shirts. The others tease our boy Mike because big bright farm boy is ironing a salmon pink shirt and kaki shorts but he don&rsquo;t care none cuz Stan&rsquo;s look of relief when he sees that his outfit is nice and ready for tomorrow and he doesn&rsquo;t have to spend the next hour reading it is totally worth the accidental burn on his pinkie (and Stan&rsquo;s appreciation kiss but that&rsquo;s a bonus)
<p>Oh that’s absolutely precious. He totally would.</p><p>-When Stan has a bad day at work, he begins to go into a sort of shut down mode. He gets quiet and stuck in his own head, and he typically retires to bed early without taking care of his normal routine, such as ironing his shirt for tomorrow. When Stan doesn’t do this, he wakes up to a wrinkled outfit, and that makes the next day bad, and the cycle of bad days just continue. </p><p>-Mike, realizing this, eventually gets a step ahead of Stan one day, already knowing Stans been having a bad day from the way he sounded on the phone during his lunch break. Mike lets Stan come home and be his reclusive self, quiet and tired. He retires to bed early, but Mike stays behind, pulling out their ironing board as quiet as he can. </p><p>-When Stan wakes up, he expects to find his clothes layed out on the bed, wrinkled. Instead, Stan finds them incredibly wrinkle-free and crisp, and he just lights up. Mike watches from the doorway to the bedroom, his fingers covered in bandaids, as Stan smiles at his fresh clothes, reading the little sticky note stuck on top.</p><p>-“Today’s a better day, dear. - Mike” </p><p>-Stan comes home that day, his salmon button up still looking as nice as it had this morning and his smile bright and aimed right at his husband.</p>
Tags: shut up Im soft, stanlon, im in love
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I dreamt about you last night for reddie
<p>hi anon thank you for requesting!! I swear I never usually take this long to get to requests I’ve just been crazy busy!! I hope you enjoy!!</p><p><b>Prompt: </b>“I dreamt about you last night.” </p><p><b>Pairing:</b> Reddie </p><p><b>Summary: </b>Richie has a secret. Eddie has one too. </p><p><b>Rating:</b> Teen</p><p><b>Words:</b> a little under 1k</p><p>- </p><p>The cool floor of Richie’s apartment bit into Eddie’s skin as he hiccuped for the hundreth time that night, the multiple glasses of wine he had consumed beginning muddling up his thought process. </p><p>Richie’s form wasn’t too far, also laid across the floor about a foot away from him, the credits of some random movie rolling down the screen of Richie’s living room television.</p><p>They did this sometimes, spend their Saturday nights eating take out in one of their apartments before binging romance films and drinking tons and tons of red wine as they talked about whatever came to their minds.</p><p>But Eddie noticed that Richie was uncharacteristically quiet that evening, only making jokes and comments whenever it was absolutely necessary rather than whenever he felt like it.</p><p>And as Richie picked at his Chinese food and had his brows in a permanent crease (that Eddie <i>so</i> desperately wanted to gently smoothen out with his fingers), Eddie knew something was wrong, but was unaware of how to approach it, because Richie would tell him if something was wrong, wouldn’t he? He and Richie never kept secrets from one another. Not once during their entire friendship.</p><p>Guilt began to creep into Eddie’s system as realized how hypocritical his thoughts were, his <i>own</i> food beginning to look unappetizing. </p><p>Eddie was keeping a secret from Richie. A pretty big one, too. One he’s been hiding since they were fourteen years old, which means he’s kept this secret to himself for over a decade.</p><p>So Eddie decided to keep quiet. </p><p>“Eds?”</p><p>Eddie was suddenly snapped out of his thoughts, remembering that he and Richie were still both laying on the floor. He turned to look at him. “Yeah?”</p><p>Richie, who was simply staring up at the ceiling, his arms on either sides of his head, didn’t answer immediately, leaving Eddie to not-so-secretly admire the slope of his nose and the curve of his jaw. </p><p>“I want to tell you something,” is what Richie said next.</p><p>A wave of sobriety washed over Eddie’s body as he tore his gaze away from Richie’s face, panic induced thoughts filling his brain. </p><p><i>This is why he’s been so quiet. He knows, he knows, he knows, he knows I’m in love with him-</i></p><p>“Eddie?” Richie tried again when Eddie didn’t answer. “Can I tell you something?”</p><p>After a short moment, Eddie took a deep breath and nodded, reluctantly turning towards Richie to look at him once again, and to his surprise, Richie was looking right back. “You can tell me anything, Rich. You know that.”</p><p>They held gazes, Eddie noticing how his bright blue irises danced around like they were searching for something in his own eyes. And then he said it.</p><p><b>“I… I dreamt about you last night.”</b></p><p>Eddie felt as if all the wind had been knocked out of him, because he for sure was not expecting Richie to say <i>that</i>. </p><p>“Y-You what?!” Eddie managed in a high pitched voice, his face now a light shade of pink and his heart going a mile a minute.</p><p>Richie suddenly sat up, his gaze still locked with Eddie’s. “I had a dream. About you,” he repeated, but this time it held more confidence.</p><p>“I’m sorry if that’s weird, or if I made you uncomfortable, but it’s been stuck on my mind all fucking day, and I can’t stop thinking about if and I felt like if I didn’t tell you I would explode-”</p><p>“-woah! Hey, hey,” Eddie cut off Richie ramblings as he sat up as, putting his hand on Richie’s knee instinctively as a form of comfort. “It’s not weird.”</p><p>Richie blinked a few times. “It’s not?”</p><p>“It’s not,” Eddie reassured before retracting his hand from Richie’s knee as if just realizing he had placed it there, suddenly sheepish.</p><p>“What… Uh, what happened? In your dream?” Eddie asked, finally breaking their gazes to stare at the floor. “If you don’t mind me asking, of course!”</p><p>“Oh,” Richie said slowly, processing what Eddie was asking of him. “Do you really wanna know?”</p><p>Eddie shrugged his shoulders meekly, his face feeling as if it was on fire. “I guess.”</p><p>Richie’s eyes were wide, unbelieving. “I… Well, we were having one of our movie nights in my apartment , just like this one, and were sat on the floor after we had dinner and wine, and we were just talking… But then, I kissed you.”</p><p>Eddie finally looked at Richie, his mouth dry and his breaths almost heaving. “What?”</p><p>“I really don’t know. I just… I just kissed you, and we were kissing until I woke up.” He said, before adding, “I’m so sorry, Eddie, I had to tell you before it ate me alive-”</p><p>“Show me,” Eddie blurted out.</p><p>The room went silent, Richie gaping at him, as Eddie tried to calculate where that burst of energy came from.</p><p>“What?” </p><p>Eddie took a deep breath. “Show me how you kissed me,” he repeated firmly. “Please.”</p><p>Before he could get another word in, Richie’s lips were on his, and everything suddenly fell into place.</p><p>Eddie complied easily, his hands immediately going to the back of Richie’s neck as the latter pulled him closer by his waist until their chests were pressed together. It was a mess of mouths and limbs until Eddie pulled away for a sharp intake of breath, harshly pressing their foreheads together.</p><p>“Richie, I’m in love with you,” he breathed, and God, did it feel good to say out loud. </p><p>There was a smile against Eddie’s lips and as  for they met eyes once again, he chuckled. “I think I am too.”</p><p>After that evening, both Richie and Eddie vowed to never keep a secret from each other ever again. </p>
Tags: soft, I love it, reddie
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99: &ldquo;Calm down. I look a lot worse than I am.&rdquo; pynch
<p><i>can do! minor injuries ahead so beware if that’s not your thing.</i></p>
<hr><p><br/></p>
<p>It’s not that bad.</p>
<p>Sure, Adam fell down the stairs in the library, got bruised to fuck and sprained his wrist pretty badly, but it’s not his dominant hand, so it’s not that bad.</p>
<p>He has a brace for his wrist, and a slight limp from where he rolled over on his ankle, but really, honestly, it’s not that bad.</p>
<p>And it’s not like he didn’t <i>tell </i>Ronan. He <i>did</i>.</p>
<p>“Oh yeah,” he said off-hand when he called him that night, “I tripped today and hurt my wrist. But I’m fine.”<br/></p>
<p>What he hadn’t expected was for Ronan to text his roommate and find out the details Adam had left out. Which meant that Adam was woken up <i>very </i>early in the morning by a heavy knock at his door.</p> <p><a href="http://emmerrr.tumblr.com/post/179059209519" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: cute!, pynch
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Heyy, for the ask ...31 si vous plait ❤️
<p><i>31. “Don’t cover your mouth… I like hearing you.” </i><br/></p>
<p><b>NSFW AHEAD. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16297391">AO3</a></b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16297391">.</a></p>
<p>perma:   <b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> </b><b><a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a>  <a>@jem-carstairs-is-perfection </a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFJRWtPlxjfTo-zx8hKLzmQ">@liznielsen19</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mAv2ddYbMmmZUBiLnFOhgjQ">@derrylossers</a> </b></p>
<p><i>(hey, hey, hey, phone sex.. my fav. i had to ask someone what si vous plait meant before i wrote this but other than that i hope you enjoy!)</i></p>
<p>When Richie and Eddie had decided that going off to different colleges would be no problem, they obviously weren’t thinking.</p>
<p>Richie was shipped off across states before Eddie could blink an eye. He was basking in the blazing sun of California, skin most likely glowing with a tan and hair lightened from the rays. The mere idea that Richie’s face is probably scattered with freckles is enough to have Eddie wanting to purchase a plane ticket just so he could see them outside of his cell phone screen.</p> <p><a href="https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/179057203454/heyy-for-the-ask-31-si-vous-plait" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hell yes, phone sex fics are the best, reddie, nsfw, otp tag
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Amelia...Amy here, your dangerous friend. Please continue the reunion kiss fic to after they get back to their apartment! Pleeeeasseeeee????????? 😏😏😏😏
<p>My dear dangerous friend, here is your smutty prompt!</p><p>For context, part 1 is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178915787937/reddie-15">here</a></p><p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/38124866">here</a> on AO3</p><p>This is rated M. It is smut. Idk what else to say. </p><p><b></b></p><p>Eddie was pushing Richie against their front door, his lips kissing and nipping Richie’s neck while his hands snaked under Richie’s shirt. Richie had been running his over Eddie’s back and chest, whispering all the things he wants to do to him, but now he had removed his hands as he tried to unlock the front door. The pair had made it to their front door before this started, which Richie thought showed great restraint. </p><p>“Aha!” He said triumphantly, finally getting the door open. The two practically fell into the apartment, dragging Eddie’s bags behind them. Eddie pulled his luggage in and slammed the door shut then he attacked Richie again pulling him down for a long, wet kiss. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>“So you don’t want a tour of the apartment then?” Richie asked, untucking Eddie’s shirt and letting his hands dance along Eddie’s skin. He pressed his palms against the hollow of his back, enjoying how Eddie felt under them. He had missed every inch of his boyfriend and planned to spend the rest of the night making sure Eddie knew that. </p><p>“Bedroom.” Eddie demanded, biting slightly harder on Richie’s pulse point. His voice was deeper than normal. Richie had to stop himself from just taking him there in the entryway. </p><p>“Fuck yes.” Richie said, grabbing Eddie’s hand and tugging him down the hall. Their bedroom was at the end, plain and undecorated. Richie hadn’t done much, wanting to pick out everything with Eddie. Even their mattress was still on the floor. </p><p>Eddie glanced around before attacking Richie again, pulling off his shirt and running his hands over him. “Eds, god, I missed those hands.” He said, closing his eyes and soaking in the feeling. </p><p>Instead of responding Eddie undid Richie’s pants, slipping them and his boxers off. He grasped Richie in his hand, slowly stroking and Richie couldn’t stop himself from keening into him. “Fuckkkk.” He said, opening his eyes again to see a very satisfied looking Eddie staring up at him. “Be gentle, I’m practically a virgin again you know.”</p><p>Eddie laughed, getting down on his knees and taking Richie into his mouth. “God, I missed your mouth even more than your hands.” He said, moaning as Eddie’s head started to bob. He still remembered how Richie liked it, slow bobs and kitten licks. Richie’s hands tangled in Eddie’s hair and he looked down. “I love you.” </p><p>Eddie removed his mouth with a pop and looked at him. “You too ‘Chee, I missed you. So much.” With that his tongue darted out, licking Richie’s slit and the head.</p><p>Richie keened into it, moaning again. Then he grabbed Eddie gently, forcing him to stop and look at him. “This is going to be over before the main event if you keep that up. You’re underestimating how much all of me missed you.”</p><p>Eddie smirked and let Richie pull him up again, their mouths connecting. Richie’s hands fumbled to undo Eddie’s buttons, throwing his shirt aside. He broke the kiss to pull off Eddie’s undershirt then pushed him onto the bed. Eddie fell with a small ‘oof’ and looked up at Richie, who was staring down at him. “Going to stand there all night?” Eddie asked, propping himself up on his elbows. </p><p>“Fuck, maybe.” He said, taking in his shirtless boyfriend. His hair was mussed, his lips were swollen and he was here. It wasn’t just a memory of Eddie, it was him. </p><p>“You better not.” Eddie said, starting to sit up and reaching for him. </p><p>Richie crawled on top of him, pushing Eddie back down and kissing him again. “I wouldn’t dare.” Richie said, moving down and leaving wet, open mouthed kisses on Eddie’s chest and stomach. He undid Eddie’s pants and pulled them, and his boxers, off. Eddie’s dick swung out and Richie swallowed it in one go, making Eddie cry out as his hips jerked up.</p><p>“Richie!” </p><p>He swore it was the most beautiful sound he had ever heard. Richie started to bob his head, taking in all of Eddie each time and enjoying the pants and moans coming from him. They grew louder as he continued. Eddie was always loud when he could be and now they were finally in their own place and Richie couldn’t wait to see how loud he could make Eddie. Eddie’s hands wound in his hair, making Richie moan into him. </p><p>After a minute Eddie tugged harder, getting Richie’s attention. He looked up, taking his mouth off but running his hands over Eddie’s thighs. “What babe?” </p><p>“This is great but I had really planned on you fucking me.” Eddie told him. </p><p>Richie smirked and pointed to the bedside table. “Hand me the lube and a pillow.” Eddie sat up, grabbing the small bottle, a pillow, and a condom. Richie pushed the pillow under Eddie’s hips then poured some lube on his fingers, rubbing them to warm it up. </p><p>He pushed Eddie’s legs open and nestled between them, taking a minute to appreciate the view of Eddie’s leaking cock and his hole. Starting at Eddie’s cock he licked down until he reach his hole. Licking softly he started to open Eddie up, enjoying the way the moans got deeper and needier as he continued. He left long, slow licks, occasionally pushing his tongue in and watching how Eddie’s chest heaved.</p><p>“Richie, please, I won’t last like this.” Eddie was nearly begging.</p><p>“You’re so tight baby, it’s been so long. Gotta loosen you up.” Richie said but he took pity on Eddie and pushed  a finger in, sitting up to watch the silent O that Eddie’s mouth fell into. Richie slowly started to pump his boyfriend. Eddie was gripping the bed sheets and panting, trying to push back on Richie’s finger.</p><p>“Another, please. More.” </p><p>Richie wanted to make a joke about Eddie’s desperation but, honestly, he was just as desperate. He was ignoring his own leaking cock but seeing Eddie like this made him remember just how long it had been. He added another finger, moaning himself as Eddie cried out. Now he crooked them, watching as Eddie came undone. He was flush from head to toe, his face screwed up with pleasure. Richie bent down, kissing his hips and chest as he worked his fingers in and out. Richie would tell that Eddie wasn’t going to last long. He added a third finger, trying to stretch Eddie out without hurting him.</p><p>“Are you ready?” He asked, feeling like he was going to explode if Eddie said no. Thankfully he nodded, handing Richie the condom which he rolled on. </p><p>“Any preference?”</p><p>Eddie sat up, kissing Richie messily before turning around and pulling Richie behind him on the bed. Eddie sat so his back was flush to Richie’s chest, slowly seating himself on Richie. Both groaned and Richie wrapped an arm around his chest, keeping him close as Eddie started grinding down on Richie, lifting his hips and slamming back down. It was Eddie’s favorite position, he loved how close he felt to Richie and how sexy it felt to be pressed against him. It was also easier for Richie to touch Eddie, which he took full advantage of his lubed hand for, matching the pace Eddie set. He wasn’t sure how long he could last- his thighs were already burning and his dick was begging to cum.</p><p>“Eds, you’re so fucking tight. It’s been so long.” He said, nipping Eddie’s shoulder as he bucked. </p><p>“Never again Richie. I promise.” Eddie told him, arching his back so he could wrap his hands in Richie’s hair. </p><p>“Promise again, please.” Richie asked, quickening his hand as he felt Eddie’s thrusts grow more erratic. </p><p>“I promise,” Eddie said, grinding his hips and gasping as he hit his prostate. “I promise Richie.” The last word came out as a gasp as he came, painting their bedspread with cum. </p><p>Richie let himself come too, gripping Eddie closer and biting his shoulder. They stayed that way for a minute, both catching their breaths. Eddie slowly lifted himself off Richie and fell back onto the bed, Richie tying off the condom then falling next to him. </p><p>“Any food in this place?” Eddie asked, turning to Richie and playing with his hair. </p><p>“I’m stuffed, I just ate a full ass meal.” </p><p>“You’re disgusting,” Eddie said, scrunching his nose and hitting Richie’s shoulder.</p><p> “No, there’s not. But there’s a decent pizza place that delivers. I’ll order as long as you promise not to get dressed for the rest of the night.”</p><p>Eddie put his head on Richie’s chest, sighing happily. “It’s a deal.”</p><p>Richie kissed the top of his head. “Love you Eds.”</p><p>“Love you ‘Chee.” </p><p>
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Cab you write an second part of Smorball?
<p>Hey! I’m glad you liked it! </p><p>As of right now I’m going to say no. I don’t really know what I’d write about and I liked the end. But thanks for the interest! </p>
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Can you make an part to of smorball sometime? When Richie keeps his promise. (And smorball was amazing, as always)  //an proud swedish person
<p>Hi I’m afraid I can’t take credit for this wonderful fic, is it was actually Amelia <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> that wrote it for the <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mztfUW49jINtrex1P9VV3EA">@reddielibrary</a> writing team. 😘</p>
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2 and 69?
<p>I went with Reddie? I’m assuming that’s cool <b><br/></b></p><p>

<b>Flirting Under Fire &amp; Royal AU</b><br/></p><p>“Sir Richard, we are under attack! We need to leave!” Eddie cried out as Richie drew back another arrow, focused on the army of men in front of them. </p><p>“Prince Edward, I’ve told you before. I never retreat from a fight.” He turned to grin at Eddie. “Or from anything else for that matter.” </p><p>“I’ve told you before, I despise that name.” Eddie replied, notching another arrow to hit the man who broke ranks. “And this is not the time to be talking, now is the time to flee!” The enemy had attacked in the night, barely giving them enough time to wake up the troops and ready the horses. As Eddie’s personal guard (among other things) he had woken up next to Eddie and readied both of them to fight. </p><p>“Oh my precious princeling, we can’t flee. We’re surrounded. My only goal now is to protect my love.” </p><p>Eddie flashed a look at Richard between firing off arrows. He was doing the same, effortlessly dropping enemies as they came closer and closer. “I’m your love now am I? And here I thought it was just about sex.”</p><p>The other man paused in earnest now, looking at Eddie. “You wound me. It’s about <i>great</i> sex.” Eddie rolled his eyes but Richard continued. “And love. You knew that, didn’t you?”</p><p>“I-” Eddie paused, letting loose another arrow as an enemy drew too close. “Perhaps I did but you’ve never said anything.”</p><p>“I didn’t think I needed to. It’s always been obvious for me.” Eddie scoffed and Richie turned to him again, taking his eyes off the fight. “But if it wasn’t for you I promise to make it up to you several times tonight.” <br/></p><p>Eddie scoffed but also smiled at Richie’s words. “It’s a date.” </p><p>“I suppose we need to survive then, so I can make you sure live to appreciate me.” </p><p>“I’ll need to live quite a long time for that,” Eddie said with a laugh. Richie chuckled and both returned to the fight, now with a renewed will to fight. </p>
Tags: reddie, royalty AU, flirting under fire, beepbeepbitchard
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21 and 59 🤔
<p>Ohhhh Dystopia and Interrupted Love Confession. You’re after my heart, aren’t you?</p><p>We’re gonna do this zombie style because I’ve been playing so much L4D recently. Also, you didn’t specify a ship, so here is some Stozier. The world needs more Stozier. </p><p>I’m an angst machine. This got way darker than I intended and I‘m sorry for that. WARNING FOR MAJOR CHARACTER DEATH. </p><p>Its present day. Everything is the same except the country has fallen into chaos, the government has been dismantled, and the entire country has been consumed by a virus called P.W. that the CCD couldn’t get under control. Its rapidly approached the northern boarder and has long since invaded parts of Mexico. The entire world is under threat of the disease and other international countries are taking extreme measures to lock America down, including suspending al flights and contact with the country. Any boats seen approaching countries are shot on sight. No one goes in and no one comes out. No aid, no supplies, no contact. Anyone who had traveled back to their home country since the outbreak has been executed by their respective government, bodies burned. No life is too precious to outweigh the existence of all of humanity. The disease started up in Florida (bc its Florida) and the rapid spread was too quick to contain. People became carriers without ever knowing it. Those fun trips to Disney don’t see so fun now, do they?</p><p>America has fucking collapsed. Have you seen the destroyed infrastructure an chaos in any zombie movie? Yeah, that’s whats going on here. The Lucky 7 started out as just that, lucky. Once word was out of the outbreak they knew they needed to leave Maine. Its location at the upper east side of the country was not a safe bet. It was too much in a corner. If something happened they could only go one direction and that would likely be right into the frey. Its easier to escape if you can go any way you want. So, they tried to beat the contaminated masses and travel inland. </p><p>They cut down through New England and the northeast. They don’t know where they’re going but they know they have to keep moving. They spend nights in the homes of families who have died, in abandoned fast food places, in the backs of old vans. They do whatever it takes to survive. By the time they make it central they’ve killed more people, both alive and dead, then any person should have to ever do under any circumstance. They’ve met other survivors but those people were rarely trustworthy. It became a game of survival. Trust no one, they only want your food and weapons. Guns were also severely limited so the losers stuck to Melee weapons. You can’t convince me bullets are plentiful in an apocalypse. </p><p>Ben’s the first to die. All of the losers assumed they were immune because none of them had gotten sick for two months. It was a huge shock when Ben started to show signs of turning. He woke up in the middle of the night vomiting and convulsing. The next morning he looked fine and they all tried to ignore it, but the thought lingered. What if? Two days later he collapsed while traveling. When Bev rolled him over to wake him up she could see the veins of his neck were dark purple and when he opened his eyes they were completely white. Bev chocked back a dry sob as Ben cried out “Please, don’t let it take me. Please, I love you” in a gargled, mangled version of his own voice. Suddenly, he sat up and threw Bev off of him before advancing on her. Just as he loomed over her, his body twisting and mouth leaking black, tar colored blood from the infection, there was a sickening <i>crack </i>of Bill’s axe connecting with the side of his face. They left his body in the streets, too scared to bury him for fear of infecting another Loser. </p><p>After Ben, everyone is too cautious. There’s so much fear of infection, of having to kill or be killed. They eat less, they pick up less stuff, they are too careful of cuts and bruises and coughs. Bill’s the next one to die. The defacto leader of the group, consumed by the guilt of what he did to one of his closest friends. Everyone assured him that he did was he had to, that Bev and maybe someone else would have died if he hadn’t, that Ben was already gone. It didn’t work. As they moved into bigger cities the hordes were larger and more frequent. They found themselves cornered in a convenience store with Richie and Eddie and Mike desperately trying to break a wall down to escape. They were close, so close, but they needed more time. The zombies were breaking down their makeshift barricade and there were too many of them to fight. They would all die if someone didn’t do something, soon. Bill bit the bullet. Before anyone could stop him he uttered a quick goodbye and a declaration of love to the group before slipping under a chair and sacrificing himself. It bought them enough time to escape, to run far far away from the store. At night, they can all still hear his screams. </p><p>Down to five, the group is closer than ever. They sleep on top of each other if they sleep at all. The food rationing is smaller but with less people they make it work. More and more often, Stan finds himself asleep in Richie’s arms, whether he crawled there himself or he woke up with Richie pressed against him, holding into him for dear life. The two get closer and closer, Richie always having Stans back and Stan always running to Richie when something happens. “Stan! Stan, where are you!?” is always frantic in times of fight and flight. Its automatic, no one thinks anything of it. There’s an unspoken sense of comfort with the two. They spend the nights crying into each others arms, the weight of their world crashing down on them, crushing them, until the sun rises and they’re forced to press on. </p><p>Eddie is the next to go. There’s no warning, no signs, no note. Eddie Kaspbrak dies in the middle of the night while Mike is on lookout duty. Under the guise of going to the bathroom, he slits his wrists behind the trees and bleeds out alone, cold, and on his own terms. </p><p>The blow is low and it shatters the now foursome. The will to press on is fleeting, fading in the dark, desolate world they used to call a home. The countryside they once wanted to see is now their own graveyard, the new and exciting cities their tombs. </p><p>It happens in the middle of a fight for their lives. Richie can’t fucking do it, he can’t go on. Maybe Bill and Eddie had it right, maybe this was how they were always supposed to die. What’s the point of fighting. He’s standing on the second floor of a library, looking down at the chaos of his friends battling for their lives. Mike plunges his knife into a zombies skull, Bev runs a pitchfork through another’s chest, and Richie? Richie drops <strike>Bill’s</strike> his axe off the second story and stands there, waiting for the inevitable. </p><p>“Richie, what the fuck are you doing?” Stan cries, taking the steps two at a time just to get to Richie. There’s no zombies up there yet, but Stan can’t leave him alone and defenseless. <br/></p><p>“What I need to do, Stan. I can’t live like this anymore. We can’t.”</p><p>“You can’t leave me alone, Richie! You can’t! I can’t do this without you!”<br/></p><p>“Yes you can, Staniel. The less of us there are, the more you get to eat. The safer you’ll be. You guys will have more weapons, more shelter options. Three is better than four.”<br/></p><p>“Richie, no” Stan sobs, voice cracking and broken as he throws himself into Richie. “I can’t do this without you. I need you. I love-”<br/></p><p>He’s cut off by the shrill screams he never wanted to hear. When he looks down he sees Bev too far from Mike and cornered. Her pitchfork is broken and so is her arm. There’s not enough time in the world to save her and they both watch, in horror, as hands rip her down and teeth sink into her skin. Beverly Marsh has no chance of survival. </p><p>Three is better than four but never better than seven. </p>
Tags: amazing
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How would you combine hospital AU and wedding fic for Reddie? :)
<p>Thank you for sending this!</p><p><b>Prompts are from <a href="https://beepbeepbitchard.tumblr.com/post/178993456700/fanfiction-trope-mash-up">this list!</a></b></p><ul><li>Also, if anyone is interested in seeing any of these as a full oneshot let me know because these are fun and I’d enjoy elaborating and adding dialogue and stuff but I won’t do it if nobody’s interested. Aight now to the actual story whoops</li></ul><p>Eddie is the doctor, Richie is the patient. He’s in the hospital because he, Bev and Bill parked their cars close together and Bev dared him to jump from car to car like he was in a chase scene in a movie. He slipped on the hood of the first car. He’d be pretty banged up, with a broken wrist and a sprained ankle, along with some cuts and a badly bruised tailbone. </p><p>Eddie’s his doctor and Richie flirts w him a lot. He complains about his broken wrist because he’s a lefty and “how am I supposed to jerk off now?” Eddie thinks his jokes are hilarious, although they border on too suggestive for a patient to be saying to their doctor most of the time. Richie’s been in the hospital for a while, doing PT for his wrist and ankle, and Eddie’s had plenty of time to get to know him (like 3whole weeks.) He’s pretty sure he’s falling hard for him, but he can’t do anything about it because Richie’s his patient. Even if he wasn’t, Eddie can’t tell if he actually likes him back or if he’s just naturally flirty with everyone. </p><p>Fast forward to about a month and a half later, when Richie officially does not have to come in for checkups or PT anymore. Eddie still has no idea if Richie likes him, but he decides to take the plunge and ask him on a date. Of course, Richie says yes, and it escalates from there. </p><p>Fast forward again, and it’s Eddie’s wedding. He’s up there with his husband, saying his vows, and we realize that he’s been telling the story of how they first met, before he finishes his vows with something very sappy that leaves everyone crying. It ends with one of their friends (probably Mike) as the officiant, saying “You may now kiss the groom,” and Richie definitely dips Eddie. </p>
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I don&#039;t know if I can still send one but #22 for the kiss thing with hanzier, Amelia dear :)
<p>Hello my friend! You can always send me prompts!!! Especially for Hanzier!</p><p>

<b>22…in a rush of adrenaline.</b> </p><p><b></b></p><p>Mike was trying not to laugh at Richie. The intensely unhappy expression on his face was almost comical and he was gripping the straps across his chest so tightly that his knuckles were white. </p><p>	“Are you sure you want to do this? We can still get out.” Mike offered, putting his hand over Richie’s, wanting to comfort him. </p><p>	Richie turned to him, shaking his head. “No, no I want to go this. I can do it.” The roller coaster lurched forward and Richie let out a small squeak. The coaster crept higher and higher and Mike turned his head, trying to look at Richie. He was pale and muttering something to himself. He shook his head, Richie was only riding because Bev had teased him about being scared. In response, Richie had screwed up his face and grabbed Mike’s hand, pulling him into line. As they had moved up in line he had gotten more and more anxious, staring at the coaster and all the loops and twists they’d be taking.</p><p>Once they reached the top of the curve the coaster stopped just long enough for them to look at the sheer drop in front of them. Richie uttered a quick ‘<i>fuck</i>’ then the coaster tipped over the edge and they fell, careening down the nearly vertical drop.  Richie wailed, screaming as they went upside down and took many sharp twists and turns. Mike was impressed, he was fairly certain that Richie’s scream last the whole ride. He kept his hand on Richie’s as much as he could, dropping it only when he needed to hold on too. </p><p>	When the cart finally pulled back into his starting place they got out and Mike offered Richie his hand, helping him out of the car and back onto the platform. “How was it?” He asked, checking over Richie. He seemed exhilarated now, his cheeks were red and eyes bright. </p><p>“Fucking terrifying and amazing.” He grabbed Mike’s hand, “Feel my heart, it’s beating a million miles a minute.” Mike felt Richie’s heart thumping under his hand. His own heart rate increased as they stared at each other. <br/></p><p>Later, Mike would be hard pressed to say who leaned in first. He thought it was Richie but Richie swore it was him. Either way, they ended up kissing, lips locked and hands holding the other tightly, until the ride attendant told them to move along and make out somewhere else.</p><p>They broke apart and Richie grinned at Mike. “Finally Hanlon, I thought you’d never make a move.”</p><p>Mike scoffed and grabbed Richie’s hand, leading him back to the others (and maybe stopping a few times to steal a kiss or three). </p>
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Oops uh reddie 58 and 60 ❤
<p>Accidental Eavesdropping and Poorly Timed Confession. Ohhhh this is gonna be fun</p><p>Okay! So. Here’s what I was thinking. Lets set it up first. Richie and Eddie have been best friends for years. Decades. Since the day they met on the playground the rest was history. They’ve been borderline inseparable since. Yeah, they’ve had their fights and problems but who hasn’t?</p><p>Sometimes in their junior Eddie realizes he’s gay. He doesn’t say anything for a long, long time. He keeps the secret from everyone, including Richie. It eats him up inside and he pulls away from a lot of his friends but this is the one thing no one can know about. He can’t be gay. He’s a good Christian boy, it would kill his mother, it would ruin is friendships, it would destroy the very fabric of his life. </p><p>This causes a minor fall out between the boys. Eddie pulls back from Richie when they enter into college. They attend the same school but they don’t room together (Eddie’s request) and things go south from there. Different majors give them less time to see each other. Richie rushes a frat and Eddie joins the track team. Its a recipe for drifting apart, which is exactly what Eddie wants. Its better to drift away than to have Richie reject him. Richie, though? Richie is pissed. One day during their sophomore year Richie bursts into Eddie’s dorm and kicks his (terrified) roommate out. He ends up knocking some verbal sense into Eddie and Eddie just kind of breaks down? Hugs Richie and cries and tells him he misses him. He doesn’t tell him the whole truth, though. He just says he doesn’t know what he’s doing and he misses Richie and he was worried Richie was going to abandon him for his new greek lifestyle. Richie assures him he would never and they two of them make sure to put more effort into being friends. </p><p>Cue living together junior year of college. Things are going as well as they can be. Richie and Eddie are back to being inseparable. They’re pulling pranks, dong their own things, and overall just having a fucking blast. Richie sometimes brings people home, boys and girls, but Eddie tries not to think about it too hard. Richie is super discrete and respectful. He tries to do it when Eddie is out or away and mostly Eddie doesn’t find out. But he knows its happening. They have an relatively open communication policy. He pretends it doesn’t eat him up inside. </p><p>And everything goes great until it doesn’t. In their senior year they get an apartment together, a one bedroom because its cheaper and they’re used to sharing a room. They shove two twins in it and call it a day. Word gets out, somehow, and some asshole ends up starting a rumor that they’re dating. People don’t blink twice at it because they’re RichieandEddie and they always have been. Richie laughs it off and just slings an arm around Eddie’s shoulder, making a quick, “Well, they finally got us pegged, huh Eds?” joke.</p><p>Eddie? Eddie loses his fucking mind over it. He starts to pull away again but Richie doesn’t let him. He tries to assure Eddie that the jokes mean nothing but it doesn’t help. They both try to dispel the rumors but Eddie still gets weird. He pulls back. Eventually, he comes home to Richie with a girl on his arm. Richie’s neck practically breaks when he sees her. She’s beautiful, yes, but in all the years Richie has known Eddie he’s never once dated anyone. That, and she has quite the attitude. In the first meeting alone she ends up calling the shots for dinner, their movie choice, and when they go to bed. Richie ends up falling asleep on the couch to the sounds of what he doesn’t know is Eddie’s very awkward first time. <strike>Myra does not rape him. Do not think that. Eddie willingly consents because he is confused and upset and desperate to not be gay</strike></p><p>Fast forward. It’s Eddie’s wedding day, right? Him and Myra have been together for two years and now its finally time to seal the deal. Eddie has been a nervous wreck for the entire month leading up to the wedding and Richie, his best man, doesn’t know what the fuck to do. Eddie won’t tell him anything. He gives short answers on how everything is okay and this is what he wants to do. Richie knows Eddie doesn’t love Myra but no matter how much he tries he can’t talk any sense into Eddie. On the day of the wedding Richie steps out of his Best Man duties to catch a cigarette break. Eddie has been teetering on the edge of a panic attack all day so he calls Bev in to help out. He ends up cutting the cig short, too nervous to get back to Eddie, and he heads inside early. He ends up stopping outside of Eddie’s suite’s door when he hears a broke sob and someone shushing in a soothing tone. He doesn’t want to disturb the moment, thinking maybe it’s good for Eddie to get it all out, when he hears it. </p><p>“God, what am I doing? I love him so fucking much, Bev. But I have to do this! What other choices do I have?! He’d just hate me and I’d lose my fiance, my best friend, and any chance I had at living a normal life!”<br/></p><p>Richie fucking dips out, running outside to man is place at the smoke pole. He’s fucking reeling. Eddie’s in love with him? Eddie’s gay? What the fuck?</p><p>Bev eventually comes out and finds him chain smoking and drags his ass inside, lecturing him about being there for Eddie right now. He had hoped Bev would work her magic, talk him out of the wedding, but the rest of the morning passes in a blur and suddenly Richie is standing beside Eddie while the Pastor reads his speech. </p><p>“Does anyone object to this holy union? Speak now or forever hold your peace?”<br/></p><p>Richie fucking blanches. He hesitates, feeling his tongue swell in his throat. Now is his chance and he has to say something, anything to stop this ceremony!</p><p>“Let us proceed”<br/></p><p>Fuck, he misses his opportunity and it seems like time is speeding up. His entire life is passing him by. The future he didn’t know he could have, the one with Eddie, is disappearing with every passing second. Suddenly, someone is calling his name. </p><p>“Richie? Hello? I need the rings, man” Eddie whispers harshly, prodding Richie i his sternum. <br/></p><p>“No,” is all he manages in response. The entire church, including Myra, lets out an audible gasp. “No, Eddie. I can’t give you the rings.”<br/></p><p>Myra looks like she’s about to explode, her face turning a bright shade of pink and then fading into a dark red. Eddie just fucking gapes at him, mouth opening and closing with thousands of possible sentences. </p><p>“I can’t let you marry her, Eds. I can’t let you throw us away before you even give us a chance.”</p><p>There we go! I hope you like it! This was super fun!!! &lt;3 &lt;3</p>
Tags: reddie, last minute confession
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Amelia! How about Birthday Fic and Flirting Under Fire for the pairing of your choice :)
<p>Hey, how about some Bichie? </p><p><b></b></p><p>	“You lit the kitchen on fire!” Bill screamed as Richie tried to put the fire out with his shirt. It wasn’t working. He ended up just fanning the flames, making them grow bigger until they were licking the ceiling.</p><p>	“I was trying to make you a cake!” Richie said. “I know you miss your mom’s cake and-” Richie shrugged desperately.</p><p>	Bill wanted to laugh at the utter ridiculousness of the situation. “Only you Richie.”</p><p>	“I know, no one fans your flames quite like me.” He said with a wink. </p><p>	Bill laughed. “Exactly.” The flames were getting warmer and Bill wondered if it was time to leave. </p><p>	Richie was, stupidly, trying to pull the cake out of the oven. Bill grabbed his elbow, pulling him outside of the apartment. Richie turned to him, shrugging, “Happy Birthday?”</p><p>	Bill rolled his eyes and kissed Richie. “Hottest one yet.” </p><p>	Richie slumped against the wall. “I won’t try to top this.”</p><p>	“Richie you never top period.” He said, leaning against his boyfriend and dialing 911. </p>
Tags: bichie, literal fire, I know thats not what flirting under fire has to mean, but Richie lighting a cake on fire is so him, oldguybones
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Stanlon 3 and 99 :))
<p><b>

<b>Modern AU  + Magical Accidents </b></b><br/></p><p>Stan knew that mixing wormswart and spider’s eggs was a bad idea. But he had been short on butterfly foot and desperate. He wanted to get this potion right so he could give it to Bev tomorrow before class and it needed to sit for at least 12 hours. He had expected the taste to be off. What he didn’t expect was the explosion and ensuing blue foam that covered his kitchen.<b><br/></b></p><p>“Fuck, no, fuck.” He said, flipping through the pages of his book and trying to find a way to counteract it. “Shit.” He couldn’t find anything and the foam was spreading. </p><p>He could think of only one option. He went next door and knocked on his neighbor’s door. He was a well known warlock and Stan hadn’t worked up the guts to talk to him yet. But, desperate times called for desperate measures. </p><p>The door opened and a gorgeous black man stood behind it, smiling at Stan. “Can I help you?”</p><p>“Blue foam, filling my kitchen, help?” </p><p>He laughed. “Only if I get your name in return.” </p><p>“I’m Stan.”</p><p>“Mike.” The man said, slipping from his door and following Stan to his apartment, where foam was starting to leak out from under the door. </p>
Tags: stanlon, magical AU, modern times, sexy warlock Mike, honeybeehanlon
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EMS!!!! Please tell me how you would combine soulmate AU and time travel for Stanlon!
<p>Ohhhhhh this is super fucking hard because what? But also, yes please. I’m not a fan of soulmate AUs for starters. But this one? This might just be a soulmate AU I can get into…</p><p>SO! Lets talk about the soul mark first. I feel like the clock ones are a bad trope (sorry I think its my bias against soulmate AUs in the first place) but in this case I think it would be super interesting. For a while I was thinking first words or black stain but I don’t think it would flow as well. So a clock it is! The year is 2030 (because I want it to be in the future but not toooo far in the future) and Stan is approaching the age of 25. He, like everyone else in the world, has a small, green clock etched into his ankle that counts down to the day he’s supposed to meet his soulmate. Well, that’s what it’s supposed to do, anyway. For Stan, that isn’t quite the case. The clocks are biological, not government issued, and from the moment Stan was born the numbers read 00:00 with no indication of ever changing. The doctors reassured the Uris family that this sometimes happened. Stan’s soulmate could have been born already and died, maybe they were a miscarriage, maybe Stan was one of the unfortunate souls simply born without one. Either way, it happened more often than people thought it did and Stan was just unlucky enough to be one of those people without a soulmate. Don’t worry, though. He could still find love. There were plenty of people in the world who were also without soulmates, or who simply didn’t buy into the whole soulmate system. Stan could find love with anyone. The bond may not be as strong as a soulmate bond, but it would still be love. </p><p>Cut to Stan’s formative years. He spent a lot of time being a social outcast. Everyone was always gossiping about their clocks once they were old enough to really understand what it meant. They shared their times, speculated about crushes they had, and compared dates. Stan, naturally, was very left out of this. He was one of only ten kids in his school without a working clock. One of whom was Patty Blum. Stan loved his friends, he really does, but it was exhausting to be around Ben and Bev, who were already matched, and Richie and Eddie, who’s clocks were obviously matched but they haven’t met yet. Stan knows Richie from school and Eddie from his neighborhood. Eddie’s mother had taken to homeschooling him, so he hasn’t met very many people in town. The clocks ticking, though. It was only a matter of time before Eddie and Richie met and it was just another match made in heaven to mock the boy who felt like he’d fallen off the clouds. Patty, though. Patty gets it. Towards the end of high school the two of them bond fiercely over their lack of soulmates, connecting in ways they can’t with the others simply because of a difference in life experiences. Eventually, in college, he proposes to her. The get engaged but never marry. Neither can bring themselves to plan the wedding for reasons they don’t understand. It isn’t a problem, though. They are happy with what they have. </p><p>Stan pursues accounting throughout college and ends up working for a small firm in his early twenties. When he’s 23 he meets a man by the name of Adam who is looking for help with his taxes. Adam becomes a regular with the firm and ends up becoming a friend of Stan’s. One day Adam brings Stan around his friends who work in the technology field and they tell him they’ve successfully managed to time travel. Stan had been keeping up with these technological developments in the news but had no idea he knew the people involved. </p><p>They offer to show him the technology up close and they take him to the year 3000 (Jonas brothers? Anyone?) and Stan is fucking entranced. The future is everything and nothing like he’s imagined it. The cars have a sleeker, modern design and the world is powered by wind and solar energy. </p><p>Okay, I’m really bad a conceptualizing the future. Lets move on. </p><p>Stan ends up traveling back not long after. When he gets back to 2030, his ankle feels like its been electrocuted. He collapses in the machine and they others help him out. They investigate his ankle and see nothing is wrong. No burns, no scorches, no cuts. Just the green 00:00 that’s always been there. </p><p>Stan spends the rest of the week thinking about it. Adam eventually offers him another change to travel and Stan jumps on it. Upon arrival in 3000 Stan feels a kind of thrumming electricity he’s never felt before. He chalks it up to nerve and excitement but he knows its something else. They spend a longer time this time and at some point Stan’s shoe gets untied in the middle of a busy sidewalk (because why not) and when he bends down to tie it he see’s the bright green numbers on his ankle moving for the first time. It reads 05:31, 05:30, 05:29. </p><p>Stan, naturally, nearly passes out. Adam comes to his aid and asks him what’s wrong. He tries to explain his situation and ends up working himself into a pull blown panic and runs away, desperate for some peace and quiet. He runs into an alleyway and starts hyperventilating. As he’s stumbling through an alleyway he ends up collapsing near a door and passing out for a moment. When he comes to he finds himself in the arms of Mr. Tall, Dark, and Handsome. At the same moment he opens his eyes three things happen: Mike asks him if he’s okay, two synchronized beeps begin to sound, and Stan throws up. </p><p>Aaaaannnndddd that’s it! That’s what I would do. That’s what I…… might do. I hope you liked it! Sorry it got so long!!</p>
Tags: ugh, I love, stanlon
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84 &amp; 22?
<p>Since u didn’t specify a ship I assumed u meant Reddie!</p><p><b>22. Space AU</b></p><p><b>84. Married to the Job</b></p><p>Prompts are from <a href="https://beepbeepbitchard.tumblr.com/post/178993456700/fanfiction-trope-mash-up">this list</a>!</p><p>Space mechanic! Eddie and space smuggler! Richie</p><p>Richie’s a player. He sleeps around: humans, aliens, guys, girls, or otherwise—doesn’t matter to him. Sometimes it’s to get a hand on an item before anyone else, sometimes it’s because he likes to have fun. He sleeps around, but he’s never been in a real relationship before. Eddie’s too busy with his repair shop to waste time with relationships—sexual or otherwise. It’s not something he’s necessarily upset over, though. Not that he’d admit it if he was. </p><p>One day, Richie comes into Eddie’s shop and begs him for help. His ship is broken and he needs to get a delivery to his boss by the end of the week, or he’ll send his lackeys to come collect it for him. Eddie’s not interested in helping a black market smuggler…even if he is pretty cute. </p><p>In the end, Richie convinces Eddie by promising to pay him back profusely, although he won’t pay him until after the ship is finished. He spends the rest of the week around the shop “helping” Eddie (annoying Eddie.)  Eddie mostly rolls his eyes, but sometimes he finds it kind of endearing. He finishes working on his ship, and asks Richie for payment. </p><p>“Not just yet, sugar, there’s one more thing you gotta do for me.”</p><p>“Don’t call me sugar, asshole.”</p><p>Richie says he needs Eddie to come with him on the trip to his boss in case his ship breaks down again. Now, Eddie is HELLA pissed, but he figures he’ll get an even better reward if he goes with him for backup. He goes with Richie. Does he fall for him along the way? Who knows? </p><p>(I know. He definitely does.)</p>
Tags: cute!, yes!, reddie
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Moe, you beautifully wonderful human being. Today it rained. A marvelous thing, you know? Could you write Stanlon together on a rainy afternoon?
<p>(ofc doll &lt;3 hope this lives up to your expectations.)</p>
<h2>Haven</h2>
<p><b><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F16275785&amp;t=ODc3YmEwNDQ5NjZlZTlhZTg0YTZkYzZjNzc0NDFkYWM1NWQ3NTAwNCw1MDM3NzI2NWJhNmUzZDdjOWUyMjIxMDMwNmNmYjA3OTgwYzc5NzQx">Read on AO3</a></b></p>
<p>Word Count: 2,421</p>
<p>Rating: Teen (mention of death)</p>
<p><i>“Shelter your love in your beloved.”</i></p> <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178985544659/moe-you-beautifully-wonderful-human-being-today" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic rec, stanlon
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Maybe Richie + Take On Me?💞
<figure data-orig-width="4000" data-orig-height="3700" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/55c48f0ca96f096f186cbc34a56e45ca/tumblr_inline_pgi1doa20M1u2gchq_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="4000" data-orig-height="3700"/></figure><p>Richie lost the others in a haunted house.</p><p>(so many of u asked for Richie with this color palette!xd I’ll tag those who weren’t anonymous, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mnA9Yp-_Co3VwzUvMQXiluw">@starry-nightflyer</a> @saybineee <a href="https://tmblr.co/muUPKhL_lATiZIFL1nwyyEg">@honkhonkrichard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m869U8xybnY6oQYBBYTU1Kg">@hikariyaoishipper</a> )</p>
Tags: I love it, richie, fanart
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Is &ldquo; the app&rdquo; chapter 2 out yet and if not when will it be out?!????!
<p>Hello! Chap 2 isn’t out yet. I’m not sure when it will be out, I’m still writing it. Within the next couple weeks for sure! <br/></p>
Tags: 
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I am formally requesting Stozier with &quot;You need to believe me! Please!&quot;
<p>

So this prompt was crying out for a ghost or creature sighting annddd I ignored it. I sorta shoehorned the prompt into the story but hopefully you still like it. 

<br/></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/38061626">Read Here on AO3 </a></b></p><p>“Stan, You need to believe me. Please!” Richie had appeared at Stan’s side and was pleading with him for Stan to come with him.<b><br/></b></p><p>He turned and gave his best glare, determined not to go. “I believe I told you not to call me that.” he said, not even bothering to stand as Richie resumed trying to convince him. </p><p>Richie grinned, cocky and self assured. “Maybe but your real name is so pretentious.” He leaned against the gate that Stan had been lounging near. “Astanphaeus? What a mouthful.”</p><p>His wings ruffled slightly at the insult. His name was holy, given to him millennia ago. “Oh, and Ralvath is so much better?”</p><p>“Nooo,” The other figure drawled, pulling out a cigarette and lighting it with a snap of his fingers. “But I don’t go by that, do I? Everyone calls me Richie. Or Dick, but only if you ask nicely.” He winked at Stan, taking a long draw from his cigarette. “Or not so nicely, depending on the person.”</p><p>With a flick of his wrist Stan made the gate disappear, causing Richie to tumble to the ground, a small ‘oof’ escaping him.</p><!-- more --><p>“Now that you’ve injured me.” Richie said, standing and brushing himself off.  Stan raised an eyebrow, he knew it would take far more than a simple fall to injure something like Richie.  He’d seen him survive falls of thousands of feet without so much as a scratch. “Will you come with me? I have something to show you.”<b><br/></b></p><p>Stan folded his wings around himself, shaking his head. “I don’t believe for an instant that you found a three headed dog down on Earth. There’s only one of those and he’s far from Earth’s surface.”</p><p>Richie strolled over to him, shrugging. “You didn’t believe me when I told you that the humans had finally figured out how to fly in the air either. Who was right then?” Richie reached out, running his hand over the curve of Stan’s wing. Stan shuddered, looking up at him. Richie knew that his wings were sensitive, crowded with nerve endings that made simple touches more intense.</p><p>“Not all of us can simply come and go as we please you know.” He said, turning away but Richie caught his chin, forcing Stan to look at him.</p><p>“I’ll keep you safe, my Sparrow. I promise.”</p><p>“You always say that.” He replied, reluctantly unfolding his wings.</p><p>“And I’ve always kept it. You know I can’t lie.” He said, offering Stan a hand.</p><p>“No, but you are often inventive with the truth.” Richie just winked and Stan nodded with resignation, accepting Richie’s outstretched hand.  When you were an angel in love with a demon you often found yourself going along with plans you didn’t like. He had learned this lesson many times over the millennia.</p><p>He followed Richie to a more remote corner, letting him lead the way. As always, he was struck by how much Richie stuck out here. In a deep purple pinstripe suit, with his slicked back black hair, he clearly didn’t belong. Even the clouds seemed to know it, sagging slightly under his weight like they never did for angels. Stan liked it though, it was what had made him notice Richie the first time, back in the dark ages. He had been on Earth, trying to inspire an artist or two to create great works when he found Richie, lurking in the corner.</p><p>Richie was a lesser demon, more prone to small annoyances than anything truly wicked. He had been convincing a lady’s maid not to empty the chamber pot, and to instead go flirt with the stable boy. What she didn’t know was that this lead to the lady of the house tripping over the pot and tumbling down the stairs, embarrassing the house in front of the visiting Duke and ruining the chance of a lucrative marriage proposal for her daughter. She would go on to instead marry a lesser baron, ruining the mother’s careful plans of growing beyond her station. Every action has consequences after all.</p><p>Richie had seen Stan first, approaching him with an apple- he loved a good reference- and introducing himself. Stan had refused to give him anything beyond his name and Richie had just sat, eating the apple and watching as he whispered inspiration into the minds of young artists. Some of it worked, Donatello had been his pride and joy from that era. Others it lead to madness (still with occasional great art). Speaking to humans was hard, there was a fine line between brilliance and madness.</p><p>It continued that way for years. He’d offer Stan an apple. Stan would refuse. Richie would lounge and watch whatever Stan was doing.</p><p>Finally one day Stan inquired as to why. “Don’t you have better things to do instead of sitting here and observing me? Can’t you go curse a midwife or something?”</p><p>Richie shrugged, smirking. “You’re the prettiest thing I’ve ever seen. Why would I bother with the humans when I have divinity in front of me?”</p><p>The sides of Stan’s lips turned down, seeking out the falsehood in Richie’s words. Demons, like angels, weren’t allowed to lie but they could twist and embellish the truth. But, to his confusion, Stan found none of the usual trickery here.  He wasn’t considered attractive among the angels, he was too low ranking and his affinity for humans made him something of an outcast. He was largely ignored and he preferred it that way. Moving up the angel hierarchy didn’t interest him. He wanted to be here with the humans.</p><p>“You’re a strange demon.” He told the being, finally turning to gaze at him.</p><p>“You&rsquo;re a strange angel. Why do you spend so much time on Earth? Your kind always seems eager to get back to the harps and pageantry.”</p><p>He paused, unsure if he should share this with a demon. Angels and demons were like feuding families, both knowing that they needed the other but not liking it. Angels found demons disgusting and unimportant, demons found them pretentious and boring. For some reason though this demon intrigued Stan. He found himself answering honestly.</p><p>“I like watching the humans in their daily life. They spend so much time striving for a better tomorrow. We never have to do that. We know that tomorrow will be much like today. There’s never a reason for us to fret. These humans, they spend most of their lives worrying about bad things that will never happen. It’s sad and beautiful.”</p><p>Richie stood, walking until he stood in front of Stan. “Let me show you something.” He offered his hand and Stan knew what taking it meant. He wasn’t supposed to associate with demons, he was supposed to be above that. But he liked the twinkle of mischief in his eye, and how warm his hand felt as Stan touched it. So he nodded.</p><p>Instantly, he was somewhere different. He looked around. It was a village or had been, once. Now it was destroyed, likely by the Crusades. Huts were burned down, the ground was red with blood. The air held the scent of death.</p><p>He frowned, vexed that he had fallen for the cruel joke. “Yes, I’m aware. We caused this. Is that what you want to hear? This destruction was our hubris.” His wings ruffled, a true sign of his displeasure. This was a constant debate among the angels, if the crusades were worth it. He felt that the loss of human life made them inexcusable but others saw it as a necessary step and revealed in them.</p><p>Richie shook his head, tsking quietly. “You angels, always assuming that we want to assign blame. That wasn’t why I brought you here.” He took Stan’s shoulders and carefully turned him. Now Stan was looking at the humans, the ones who remained. They were building a house, doing what they could to help one another. Children played behind them, shrieking with joy.</p><p>“It’s the resilience that I like.” Richie told him. “These horrible things happen and they simply grieve then rebuild.”</p><p>Stan nodded. He wanted to ask more. Demons were supposed to reveal in the cruelness of humans, their ability to hold a grudge, not appreciated their persistence. But he didn’t, not yet. Instead he walked to a nearby tree to get a better view of the families. As he did he heard a small song. Looking up, he noticed a tiny bird on the branch, cheeping to itself. He’d always liked birds, though he rarely saw them since he was often in the dirty cities. This one was plain, small and brown. He liked those more than the extravagant peacocks that many rich people kept as pets. These small ones fit better on earth, small and unassuming with their own delicate beauty.</p><p>Richie appeared at his shoulder, also watching the bird. “Are you a bird angel? Usually your type ignores the simple ones in favor of the more ostentatious breeds, or doves. Your kind seems to love doves.”</p><p>“I like this one.” He replied, still watching as it hopped from branch to branch. “What is it?”</p><p>Richie leaned in, speaking into his ear. “A sparrow.”</p><p>Of course, that was hundreds of years ago. Sparrows had been extinct for decades, their homes collapsing as trees were cut down to make room for office buildings and fast food restaurants.</p><p>Stan still inspired artists, though now it was more likely to a vlogger than a painter but he enjoyed it the same. Richie had moved on to modern annoyances, his greatest accomplishment had been the added fees for ticketmaster. He rode that out for decades.</p><p>They reached the end of the clouds and Richie turned to him. “I misspoke about the dog. It was just some child’s prank.”</p><p>“I’m shocked,” Stan replied. Spending so much time among the humans had lead both of them to pick up their speech habits. He found he particularly liked sarcasm.</p><p>“It’s better.” Richie said, snapping his fingers and whisking them to a new place. Stan looked around at the sterile, sanitized environment. There were long metal tables with cages on them. The occupants were small animals. The noise of chirps, barks and grunts was deafening.</p><p>“Where are we?” Stan asked, looking around.</p><p>“A lab. They’re working on recreating extinct animals.” Richie lead Stan to a specific table. “I thought you’d enjoy this one in particular.”</p><p>The table held rows of birds of all different kinds. Ones Stan hadn’t seen for decades- crows, pigeons, blue jays and - “Sparrows.” He breathed, reaching the cage Richie had indicated.</p><p>Richie nodded, letting go of his hand as Stan leaned in, watching the small bird flit about the cage. He was as beautiful as Stan remembered, a mix of browns and blacks for feathers and small, intelligent eyes.</p><p>He heard Richie speak behind him. “Thought you may enjoy it. A sparrow for my Sparrow.”</p><p>He turned, rolling his eyes. “How did I find the cheesiest demon?”</p><p>Richie put his hands on Stan’s hips, pulling him closer. “You didn’t. I found you, remember?”</p><p>Stan leaned in, kissing his strange demon fiercely. What else could you do, when you were an angel who had fallen for a demon?</p><p>Tag List: 
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<p><b>A kiss

 …out of pride.</b></p><p><b>Uhhhh I wrote this in like 20 mins. I hope it’s alright. </b></p><p>	“Jessica is going to ask Eddie to homecoming.” Bev mentioned conversationally at lunch. She looked at Richie, whose eyes whipped to her as she spoke.</p><p>	“Who the fuck is Jessica?” Richie asked, his fork stabbing his meatloaf.</p><p>	“They’re in history together.” Stan said, “She stares at him the whole time.”</p><p>	“Doesn’t she know he’s gay?” Richie gritted out as he looked from friend to friend, shocked that none of them seemed to care as much as he did. Ben was eating his mashed potatoes, Bev and Stan were smirking at him and Mike and Bill were having a silent conversation with their expressions. Eddie was only out to them but most of the school seemed to have guessed it. </p><p>	“She doesn’t seem deterred by that fact.” Bev said, twirling her pasta while still watching Richie. </p><p>	“But that&rsquo;s- that’s fucked up!” His annoyance was met with shrugs from his friends. He threw his hands up. “Why don’t any of you seem to care about this?”</p><p>	“Why would we? Eddie will say no anyway.” Stan said.</p><p>	“Probably,” Bev added. </p><p>	Richie felt his blood pressure rising. He had liked Eddie for years- years!- and this girl was going to swoop in and take him? No way. Richie had too much pride for that to happen. Sure, he had never told Eddie his plans and they had never talked about it but he knew that Eddie liked him too. He had just been waiting for the right moment to make his move. It was just turning out to be a lot sooner than he expected.</p><p>	Eddie walked into the lunch room and Richie shot up, leaving his tray and backpack behind. Eddie smiled as he saw Richie, giving him a half wave, but Richie was already grabbing his elbow and pulling him into an empty hall.</p><p>	“Jessica wants to ask you to homecoming.” Richie said as soon as they were alone.</p><p>	Eddie’s nose scrunched up and he looked unhappy. “Why? I don’t like girls, doesn’t everyone know that?”</p><p>	Richie felt some of the air rush back into his lungs. “So you’d say no?”  Eddie looked at Richie then shrugged and Richie felt that blind panic again. “You’re not sure?” He asked, trying not to sound desperate.</p><p>	“I mean, it’d be easier, right? To go with some girl? It’s not like people are lining up to ask me.” Eddie looked sad for a moment and Richie couldn’t stop himself. He bent down and kissed Eddie, missing slightly and hitting the side of his mouth. As he drew back he saw that Eddie’s eyes were as big as saucers. </p><p>	“What was that?” Eddie squeaked, blushing furiously. </p><p>	“Go with me.” Richie said, grabbing Eddie’s hands. “Go with me because I like you. A lot. And I don’t want to watch you dance with Jessica all night, even if you don’t like her. Please.” He stopped himself from saying more, knowing he was close to babbling. </p><p>	Eddie didn’t say anything and Richie was worried he messed up. Then Eddie nodded, his head barely moving. Richie barked out a quick laugh. “Really?” </p><p>	Eddie nodded again, stronger this time. “Yes, yes. On one condition.”</p><p>	Richie grinned, grabbing Eddie’s hands to keep himself from dancing. “What’s that?”</p><p>	Eddie smiled shyly at him. “Kiss me again.”</p><p>	“Happily.” </p>
Tags: reddie, first kiss, short fic, tinyarmedtwrites, stalll-me

Post id: 178956531062
Date: Thu, 11 Oct 2018 14:19:54
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178956531062/can-i-be-tagged-in-spookums-murder-fic-plz
Slug: can-i-be-tagged-in-spookums-murder-fic-plz
Reblog key: wXVnAdOe
Reblog url: http://aizeninlefox.tumblr.com/post/178956449243/can-i-be-tagged-in-spookums-murder-fic-plz
Reblog name: aizeninlefox
Can I be tagged in spookums murder fic? plz?
<p><i>Ohmygod.</i></p><p><b>Literally on my perma tag list, one of my betas, and an idea giver!</b></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 178937241643
Date: Wed, 10 Oct 2018 22:00:32
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178937241643/is-your-mom-still-on-your-back-eddie
Slug: is-your-mom-still-on-your-back-eddie
Reblog key: I3YVCHd5
Reblog url: https://eddieseleven.tumblr.com/post/178475616204/is-your-mom-still-on-your-back-eddie
Reblog name: eddieseleven
is your mom still on your back eddie?
<figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a35b9e49c332d66d02be6415727a1b20/tumblr_inline_pex079l0Ao1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure><p>Always. Even when she’s not around I still hear her.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
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beverie for 4 please
<p>this hurt me so much to write i love them ))): thank you for the prompt&lt;3</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 454</p>
<p><b>warning:</b> implied child abuse</p>
<p>4. “…where it hurts”</p>
<p>Richie told Bev she could come in
through the back door, but she insisted on climbing through his bedroom window;
she knew Maggie would fuss over her if she saw her in the condition she was in,
and she really didn’t want that right then. Richie respected that, though it
was a struggle, as he thought more than a fuss was in order. His heart broke
just as he always did when he saw the blossoming bruise on her cheek. She was
absolutely swallowed by the oversized black hoodie she was wearing (one that
had previously been Richie’s own), so he was extra careful as he helped her
through the window, as he couldn’t yet tell where she was hurt. Richie cupped
her uninjured cheek, resting his hand cautiously on her waist, his touch
feather light. Eventually she looked up at him, her hazel eyes dim and flat.
She gave him a small, forced smile, which he kissed tenderly. “Thanks for
letting me come over,” she said, her voice rough and strained. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178933799222/beverie-for-4-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<blockquote><p>Warning for major character death and general angst</p></blockquote><p>The full moon shone down into the apartment through the broken window in the living room. Crisp fall air rushed in with a gentle breeze. It was cold, but not nearly as chilled as the blood coursing through his body. Eddie sat in the armchair situated across from the window. His leg bounced anxiously as he waited, a gun tucked in the waistband of his pants. The way it rested against his spine magnified every raw emotion he was currently experiencing. It wasn’t a new sensation; it was one he had felt many times before. </p><p>It was late, or perhaps it was early. Eddie couldn’t tell. He hadn’t slept yet and his eyes hadn’t strayed from the window across from him. Soon enough, Richie would be returning, climbing through the very window he broke hours earlier. </p><p>And when he did, he stumbled through the open window, falling to the ground in a pathetic heap. His clothes were torn and his mouth and neck were covered in blood. Eddie’s heart ached at the sight, tears immediately springing to his eyes as he stood from his chair and rushed over to Richie.</p><p>Eddie fell to his knees and pulled Richie’s body up against his. It wasn’t long before Richie let out a heartbreaking sob as he clung to Eddie’s arm wrapped around his chest. </p><p>“I’m sorry,” he cried, “I’m so sorry. I didn’t want to hurt anyone, Eds. But I couldn’t help it.”<br/></p><p>“I know baby,” Eddie whispered, brushing a hand over Richie’s hair while his other hand reached behind him to curl his fingers around the gun. “<b>I’m gonna protect you from this fucked up world, I promise.</b>”<br/></p><p>“Do it,” Richie demanded, before his voice softened and his words turned into a desperate plead, “Please Eddie. Before I hurt anyone else…”<br/></p><p>The tears streamed down Eddie’s face as he held Richie closer, pressing a kiss to the top of his head. “I love you Richie. I always will.”</p><p>Those were the last words echoed through the apartment before a single gunshot sounded.</p>
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Stanlon &amp; 42??
<p>The two stand in a small coffee shop at the center of town, watching the myriad of different people hustling and bustling around them. They’ve been there for the past couple hours. The place is packed, not a single empty seat in the house. Which is good that the two of them are nestled in a corner, unseen by the human eye.</p><p>“What about those two?” Mike asks, pointing to a young couple at the counter ordering their drinks. He’s got his hand on her lower back while she’s laughing wildly at something he said.<br/></p><p>Stan makes a sound of disinterest, “They’re both trying too hard.”</p><p>“Those two are supposed to be together,” Mike insists firmly, “Look at them! It’s fate!” <br/></p><p>“<b>I don’t want some fated love</b>!” Stan exclaims, following the sound with a frustrated groan, “That’s not what love is about!” <br/></p><p>“That’s exactly what love is about,” Mike’s statement is rewarded with an eyeroll from his partner, “Meeting the right person at the right time, in the right place.” <br/></p><p>“I’m not going to make those two fall in love just because they might be able to pull a two year relationship out of their asses,” Stan says defiantly, “Just because they’re fated to fall in love doesn’t mean they won’t fall out of it.”<br/></p><p>“How is a God of love so cynical?” Mike asks with a fond chuckle.<br/></p><p>“The same way a God of fate is so reckless,” Stan fires right back, smirking down at his partner. He rests his hand in the back pocket of his jeans and leans into him. He uses his other hand to gesture between two women, both standing near the counter. “What about them?”<br/></p><p>“Those two?” Mike asks incredulously, “No way. Their paths aren’t supposed to cross at all. They’re both destined to marry other people.”</p><p>“Love works in mysterious ways,” Stan replies in a sing song voice, working his way closer to the woman at the counter waiting for her drink. He looks back at Mike with a plethora of hope in his gaze. <br/></p><p>Mike sighs softly and follows his love over to the counter. He closes his eyes and presses a light touch to the woman’s shoulder. Almost immediately, she’s got her coffee in hand and is spinning away from the counter, so quickly that she doesn’t see the woman behind her. </p><p>Stan watches in satisfaction as the woman spills her coffee on the woman behind her and thus begins apologizing profusely. And despite having coffee spilled on her, she looks like she’s in love. </p><p>“Our work here is done,” Stan says proudly, slipping his hand into Mike’s and tugging him out of the coffee shop. <br/></p><p>“You enjoy screwing with fate, don’t you?” Mike asks with an amused grin. <br/></p><p>“What can I say?” Stan shrugs, “Love conquers all.”</p>
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<p><b>6. “I made a werewolf friend today.”</b><br/></p><p>“I made a werewolf friend today.” Eddie said, as a matter-of-factly. </p><p>Mr. Kaspbrak looked up to his 6 year old son, and tilted his head in amusement. “Did you now?”</p><p>“Yup!” Eddie bounced in his seat, brown curls bouncing with him. “His name is Richie an’ he says he’s gonna marry me.” <br/></p><p>Frank nodded slowly. “So… where did you meet this little monster?” </p><p>Eddie nearly dropped his fork as he stared his father with horrendous disgust. “He’s <i>not</i> a mo’ster! He’s a <i>werewolf</i>.” </p><p>Frank put his hands up in surrender. “My bad. Where did you meet this <i>werewolf</i>?”</p><p>Eddie regained as much composure as a small 6 year old could have and smiled. “The park. It’s where we’re gon’a get married.” </p><p>Mr. Kaspbrak gave a wide smile as Eddie continued to dig into his potatoes. “Can I.. <i>meet</i>, this Richie before you two get married?” </p><p>“Okay.” Eddie said with a mouth full. “But if he eats you, it’s not my fault.”<br/></p><p>-</p><p>subscribe for more pure content. </p><p><a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/tagged/writing-game"><b>Send me a writing prompt!</b></a></p>
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<p><b>Kiss

…passionately.</b>

</p><p><b></b></p><p>“Can you try to not attack Eddie when you see him? Maybe let the rest of us say hi first, before you two suck face for the rest of the night?” Bev asked, nudging Richie with her elbow.</p><p>	Richie shook his head, causing some glitter to fall from the sign he was holding. “No can do Bev, it’s been 5 long months since I’ve seen my Eds and I’m not wasting a single second.” Bev sighed, though he suspected that she knew that would be his answer. Richie couldn’t stand still, determined to be the first one to see Eddie emerge from the tunnel. </p><p>	Eddie had spent spring semester studying abroad in London.  He had left in January and it was now May. The time apart had nearly killed Richie, he had never been more grateful for skype and snapchat. But that wasn’t enough, he needed to hold Eddie, and kiss him. Dammit, he missed kissing his boyfriend. </p><p>	“You’ll be with him all summer, you can kiss him then. Just, try to remember we’re in an airport.” Mike said. </p><p>	The two were finally moving in together. Richie had been asking Eddie for years but Eddie had wanted to live in the dorms, to get the full college experience. But now, for their senior year, he had agreed to move in with Richie. He would be bringing Eddie to their apartment right after this, then they’d be meeting up with the losers later that night. </p><p>Richie had picked it out on his own, though Eddie had seen it through skype. He hoped Eddie liked it- Eddie had told him countless times that he trusted Richie (and Stan, who Eddie had sent with Richie in his absence). He couldn’t wait to christen it, hopefully several times. </p><p>	“Yes, a very public place.” Stan added.</p><p>	Richie stuck his tongue out at Stan. He knew his friends were (mostly) teasing. They knew how much Richie had missed Eddie, they’d been the ones to comfort him when he started tearing up during movies that reminded him of Eddie, or when he saw a fanny pack and red shorts.  But they were also right, they were in a public place, Richie wondered if his planned passionate dip and make out session wasn’t entirely appropriate.</p><p>	As he thought about it a tired looking blond man emerged from the crowd. The group started shouting. Richie watched as Eddie broke out into a grin, seeing all of them. He frowned slightly as he read the sign (Eddie Spaghetti! in pink glitter) but his smile grew even larger as his eyes landed on Richie. </p><p>	Eddie broke out into a full run, bolting towards him. Richie barely had time to shove the sign at Ben before Eddie was on him, jumping into his arms and wrapping his legs around Richie’s waist. He wasted no time claiming Richie’s lips, his fingers winding in Richie’s curls as Richie’s hands shamelessly grabbed Eddie’s ass, holding him close. Eddie’s tongue was in his mouth, furiously dancing against Richie’s. He tasted like chocolate and wine, his go to for surviving long plane rides. Richie groaned, he hadn’t fully realized how much he missed Eddie until now. </p><p>	This continued for a few minutes until one of their friends (probably Stan) coughed loudly. Eddie broke the kiss and put his forehead on Richie’s, smiling at him. “Missed you babe,” Eddie said, smiling. </p><p>	“God, you too.” Richie said, smiling back. He noticed the others and looked at them. “You losers are going to have to grab Eddie’s bag, I’m not putting him down until I get to lay him down on our bed.” The others rolled their eyes but nodded in agreement, the group walking to find Eddie’s suitcase. </p>
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<p><b>Kiss

…passionately.</b>

</p><p><b></b></p><p>“Can you try to not attack Eddie when you see him? Maybe let the rest of us say hi first, before you two suck face for the rest of the night?” Bev asked, nudging Richie with her elbow.</p><p>	Richie shook his head, causing some glitter to fall from the sign he was holding. “No can do Bev, it’s been 5 long months since I’ve seen my Eds and I’m not wasting a single second.” Bev sighed, though he suspected that she knew that would be his answer. Richie couldn’t stand still, determined to be the first one to see Eddie emerge from the tunnel. </p><p>	Eddie had spent spring semester studying abroad in London.  He had left in January and it was now May. The time apart had nearly killed Richie, he had never been more grateful for skype and snapchat. But that wasn’t enough, he needed to hold Eddie, and kiss him. Dammit, he missed kissing his boyfriend. </p><p>	“You’ll be with him all summer, you can kiss him then. Just, try to remember we’re in an airport.” Mike said. </p><p>	The two were finally moving in together. Richie had been asking Eddie for years but Eddie had wanted to live in the dorms, to get the full college experience. But now, for their senior year, he had agreed to move in with Richie. He would be bringing Eddie to their apartment right after this, then they’d be meeting up with the losers later that night. </p><p>Richie had picked it out on his own, though Eddie had seen it through skype. He hoped Eddie liked it- Eddie had told him countless times that he trusted Richie (and Stan, who Eddie had sent with Richie in his absence). He couldn’t wait to christen it, hopefully several times. </p><p>	“Yes, a very public place.” Stan added.</p><p>	Richie stuck his tongue out at Stan. He knew his friends were (mostly) teasing. They knew how much Richie had missed Eddie, they’d been the ones to comfort him when he started tearing up during movies that reminded him of Eddie, or when he saw a fanny pack and red shorts.  But they were also right, they were in a public place, Richie wondered if his planned passionate dip and make out session wasn’t entirely appropriate.</p><p>	As he thought about it a tired looking blond man emerged from the crowd. The group started shouting. Richie watched as Eddie broke out into a grin, seeing all of them. He frowned slightly as he read the sign (Eddie Spaghetti! in pink glitter) but his smile grew even larger as his eyes landed on Richie. </p><p>	Eddie broke out into a full run, bolting towards him. Richie barely had time to shove the sign at Ben before Eddie was on him, jumping into his arms and wrapping his legs around Richie’s waist. He wasted no time claiming Richie’s lips, his fingers winding in Richie’s curls as Richie’s hands shamelessly grabbed Eddie’s ass, holding him close. Eddie’s tongue was in his mouth, furiously dancing against Richie’s. He tasted like chocolate and wine, his go to for surviving long plane rides. Richie groaned, he hadn’t fully realized how much he missed Eddie until now. </p><p>	This continued for a few minutes until one of their friends (probably Stan) coughed loudly. Eddie broke the kiss and put his forehead on Richie’s, smiling at him. “Missed you babe,” Eddie said, smiling. </p><p>	“God, you too.” Richie said, smiling back. He noticed the others and looked at them. “You losers are going to have to grab Eddie’s bag, I’m not putting him down until I get to lay him down on our bed.” The others rolled their eyes but nodded in agreement, the group walking to find Eddie’s suitcase. </p>
Tags: reddie, passionate kiss, no cut this time, it's short-ish, tinyarmedtwrites, Anonymous
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Your new layout, like you, is gorgeous and amazing
<p>you’re such a flirt. ;)</p>
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7 with stozier please my fantastical wife. it&#039;s that time of month when i need watering. :)
<p>Hello darling wife, always happy to supply you with Stozier!</p>
<p>Prompt list is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178836094992/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">here</a> if you want to send me one!</p>
<p><b>

A kiss…to shut them up. 

</b><br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“Stan, Staniel, Stan the man,” Richie continued calling out Stan’s name even as he stalked away. “Stanny boy. Stan the Songbird. Stanson.” </p>
<p>	He kept walking, refusing to turn and look at Richie. He was furious. Richie had been bugging him for the last hour, trying to guess who he liked. It felt like he had named every boy and girl in their school and it was driving Stan crazy. He couldn’t tell Richie who he liked, ever. Even telling him that he liked someone had been an accident, it had slipped out the other week when he made a self deprecating joke about his crush and Richie happened to hear. He’d been relentless since.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178869213047/7-with-stozier-please-my-fantastical-wife-its" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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4?
<p>I’m assuming you wanted reddie. This is not fluff, fair warning. </p>
<p>List is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178836094992/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">here</a> if anyone wants to send one! </p>
<p><b>A kiss…where it hurts. </b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>	“You’re fine Richie, you’re going to be just fine.” Eddie said, more to himself than Richie. “I promise, we’ll get you fixed up and it’ll be fine. Everything will be fine.” </p>
<p>	“Stop. Saying. Fine.” Richie gritted out, holding his leg, which bent at an awkward angle. Eddie couldn’t look at it, he felt vomit rising in his throat when he even glanced at it. Instead, he tried to focus on Richie’s face. That wasn’t much better. He was pale and sweating, his normally bouncy curls were slicked down with sweat and rain.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178869806222/4" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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could i please be tagged in we&rsquo;re back? i&rsquo;m beyond excited, hon!
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="comedycentral:Y5lRk5Rn-u6-V_bxptDEEQ:ZFsCby26VGAVA"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3cb5ea5e20dad6bb46f4d4bfff4ba369/tumblr_o789w10cFl1qz8x31o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="500" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>Of course!!! Thanks for the interest! <br/></p>
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Can i be tagged in &ldquo;we&rsquo;re back!&rdquo; ?❤️
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Bichie, 24 plss!! i love your writing!!
<p>thank you so much!! okay so i kind of cheated bc this is after they get away from the danger lol, hope that’s all right &lt;3 this is set after the scene in the book when they escape from the neibolt werewolf the first time when it’s just the two of them</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 553</p>
<p>24. “…in danger”</p>
<p> Richie was still holding Bill as
tightly as he could when they rolled to a stop in Bill’s garage. His back stung
where the Werewolf had scratched him, a reminder that what they had just run
from had been real. Their limbs were stiff and trembling as they slowly got off
of Silver, letting it fall to the ground. One of Richie’s hand was still
tangled in Bill’s shirt; he didn’t think he be able to uncurl his fingers if he
tried. Bill gently removed his hand, but only so that he could turn to face
Richie and pull him into a tight hug. In the safety and privacy of Bill’s
garage, he let his friend hold him, let himself hold Bill. Bill buried his face
in Richie’s shoulder, shaking like a leaf in his arms. He stroked his fingers
through Bill’s red curls, not really knowing what he was doing, but rather
mimicking what his mother did for him when he was upset. Bill’s hair was sweaty
from pedaling so hard for so long in the summer heat, but Richie didn’t really
mind. Bill’s arms pressed up against the scratches on his back, making them
sting even more, but strangely Richie also didn’t mind that, so long as Bill
was holding him.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178873120797/bichie-24-plss-i-love-your-writing" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Bichie + 18!
<p>they are truly precious, love these soft bois&lt;3 thanks for the prompt!!</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 542</p>
<p>18. “…as encouragement” (from the kisses prompt list)</p>
<p> Richie’s ceaselessly bouncing leg
was the only indication that he wasn’t one hundred percent confident in what he
was about to do. He was all smiles, shaking hands and making jokes. But Bill
could tell that he was nervous, so he took his hand in his as they sat together
in Richie’s dressing room – his own dressing room, which he’d been assigned
when he first got signed to SNL. Tonight was his first show, and as excited as
Bill knew he was, he also knew that Richie was probably feeling like vomiting
right about now.</p>
<p>Finally, there was a moment where
people stopping flitting in and out of the room, leaving Bill and Richie alone
in the dressing room. Richie heaved out a sigh, the ghost of a smile still on
his face. “You excited?” Bill asked, cuddling up next to his boyfriend on the
couch.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178871312307/bichie-18" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>I’m assuming you wanted reddie. This is not fluff, fair warning. </p><p>List is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178836094992/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">here</a> if anyone wants to send one! </p><p><b>A kiss&hellip;where it hurts. </b></p><p><b></b></p><p>	“You’re fine Richie, you’re going to be just fine.” Eddie said, more to himself than Richie. “I promise, we’ll get you fixed up and it’ll be fine. Everything will be fine.” </p><p>	“Stop. Saying. Fine.” Richie gritted out, holding his leg, which bent at an awkward angle. Eddie couldn’t look at it, he felt vomit rising in his throat when he even glanced at it. Instead, he tried to focus on Richie’s face. That wasn’t much better. He was pale and sweating, his normally bouncy curls were slicked down with sweat and rain.</p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>“This is all my fault.” Eddie said, trying not to cry. He looked around at where they were, the bottom of a pit, with slick mud surrounding them and rain pounding down. </p><p>	Richie’s hands gripped Eddie’s face, forcing him to meet Richie’s eyes. “This is not your fault, it’s those fuckers, Henry and the gang.” </p><p>	Eddie swallowed, gulping back a fresh sob. “But they were chasing me- they wanted me.” </p><p>	“We’re a pair Eds, it’s not like they were going to just leave me alone if you got away.”</p><p>	Eddie nodded, taking a deep breath to calm himself. He put a hand over Richie’s on his cheek. Richie’s hand was cold and clammy. Eddie tried not to focus on that. He looked into Richie’s bright green eyes. All he could think about was that this may be the last time he saw them. </p><p>	No, he couldn’t let himself think like that. This was just a broken leg. They could get out. Somehow. </p><p>	“Do you think you can stand?” Eddie asked, glancing back at Richie’s leg. Blood mixed with dirt and the refrain of ‘infection infection infection’ ran on a loop through his mind. </p><p>	“I’ll try.” Richie said, leaning heavily on Eddie as he tried to stand. Eddie watched as his face contorted with pain but he didn’t cry out until he hit a patch of mud and fell back to the ground. He let out a long, low cry, grabbing his leg. </p><p>“Fuck, FUCK.” Richie said, his tears leaving streaks down his dirt covered face. “I can’t Eds, I can’t stand.” The weakness in Richie’s voice scared him more than anything else. It was like he was giving up. </p><p>	Eddie looked around. He could probably scramble out but there was no way Richie could. Richie seemed to have the same thought. “You go, get help. I’ll be fine.”</p><p>	Eddie looked at his friend, not for a second believing that he would be. But there wasn’t another option. Eddie took off his coat, wrapping it around Richie’s leg as best he could, despite protests from Richie.</p><p>	“I’ll be back, I promise.” Eddie said, standing and debating where would be the best for climbing. He didn’t want to make it up only to slide back because of the mud. </p><p>	He took a step and felt Richie’s hand grab his. He turned back. “What?” He was eager to leave, now that they had a plan. He didn’t want to wait any longer, who knew how long it would be until Richie passed out. </p><p>	“Kiss me, before you leave. Just in case-”</p><p>	Eddie shook his head fiercely. “You don’t get to talk like that.”</p><p>	“Kiss me for the pain then, your sweet lips will help.”</p><p>	Eddie considered it for only a second then he bent down, pressing a kiss to Richie’s lips. Richie’s kissed him back, his hands gripping Eddie’s wet hair. Eddie pulled back, breathless. “Our first kiss.” Richie said, leaning back into the wall of the pit.</p><p>	“But not our last.” Eddie told him. “I’ll be back.” </p><p>	Richie’s eyes closed. “I know, I know you will. Now go, be my knight in shining armor.” </p><p>	Eddie took one last look at Richie and then looked at the pit, running full speed up the side as he tried to escape their muddy prison. </p>
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<p>Hello darling wife, always happy to supply you with Stozier!</p><p>Prompt list is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178836094992/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">here</a> if you want to send me one!</p><p><b>

A kiss…to shut them up. 

</b><br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>“Stan, Staniel, Stan the man,” Richie continued calling out Stan’s name even as he stalked away. “Stanny boy. Stan the Songbird. Stanson.” </p><p>	He kept walking, refusing to turn and look at Richie. He was furious. Richie had been bugging him for the last hour, trying to guess who he liked. It felt like he had named every boy and girl in their school and it was driving Stan crazy. He couldn’t tell Richie who he liked, ever. Even telling him that he liked someone had been an accident, it had slipped out the other week when he made a self deprecating joke about his crush and Richie happened to hear. He’d been relentless since.</p><!-- more --><p>“I know you can hear me, I would have noticed if you had stabbed your ears with a pencil or something.” Richie’s voice was right in his ear and Stan jumped, startled. Richie, of course, laughed like it was the funniest thing ever. Stan continued walking, faster this time.</p><p>“You can hear me.” He didn’t have to turn to know Richie was grinning, he could hear it in his tone. “Come on Stan, tell me who you beat off to at night. Who makes that hair curl. Who gets the blood pumping. We both know I won’t stop until you tell me.”</p><p>Stan finally stopped, abruptly enough that Richie ran into him. He spun and glared at Richie, his fists clenched at his side. Richie looked slightly concerned then recovered, a lopsided grin appearing on his face. “Finally gonna tell you who capture our Staniel’s heart? Who is it? I need to make sure they’re worthy of-”</p><p>Richie shut up only because Stan had surged forward, capturing his lips in a kiss. Richie was too startled to respond and Stan pulled back, furious. “You! Okay! It’s you! You guessed every other fucking person in the school but never thought that maybe, just maybe, it was my idiotic, bumbling asshole of a best-”</p><p>Now Stan was silenced as Richie kissed him, his hand cupping the back of Stan’s head, pressing his curls against his head. It wasn’t as intense as Stan’s, Richie’s lips were surprisingly soft.  Richie pulled back, still grinning but now it was different. “Your idiotic, bumbling asshole of a best friend likes you too, in case that wasn’t clear.”</p><p>Stan smiled, shaking his head. “It wasn’t, you’ll need to kiss me again.” Richie laughed then dove back in, kissing Stan fiercely.</p>
Tags: stozier, a kiss to shut them up, wife tag, probably posting one more of these tonight, get reddie, aizeninlefox, tinyarmedtwrites
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sooo I just read the &ldquo;I can&rsquo;t believe you don&rsquo;t like Disney movies&rdquo; reddie prompt and i REALLY need a part two
<p>Ask and ye shall receive anon. No warnings, just fluff. </p>
<p>Read part one <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16226828/chapters/37930472#workskin">here</a></p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16226828/chapters/37931597#workskin">Read part 2 on AO3</a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie woke up slowly, his eyelashes fluttering as he yawned. As his eyes opened he glanced around, seeing where he was. He looked at Richie, seeming embarrassed. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to fall asleep on you.” </p>
<p>Richie wanted to tell him that it was fine, he didn’t mind if Eddie stayed close, snuggled next to him all day. He watched Eddie slowly wake up, trying not to stare at the patch of skin that appeared as he stood and stretched. Richie wanted to run his fingers along it, above where Eddie’s pajama pants started. But that would be weird and he’d probably be signing his own death warrant if he tried. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178835524022/sooo-i-just-read-the-i-cant-believe-you-dont" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Okay whAt! I stan ur fics and u liking mine is so cool to me omg!!
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for the smut prompts, 3 &amp; 8 (but with 8 it&rsquo;s take instead of swallow). thanks in advance and congrats on your milestone!
<p>(okay i sent in something for 3 &amp; 8 and just realized i never specified: reddie and bottom richie since you’re the queen of bottom richie? if that’s good with you)</p>
<p>

<b>NSFW AHEAD. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16227947">AO3.</a></b></p>
<p><i>i love, love, love bottom richie. eddie ended up a bit more dom than i intended &amp; this ended up waaaaay longer than i wanted, but what can ya do. there might be spelling errors, just an FYI &amp; it might actually suck but. </i></p>
<p><b>Tattoo AU, Pain Kink, Bottom!Richie. (The holy trinity.)</b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>As a child, Eddie always dreamt of becoming a doctor but things don’t always go as planned - especially when you’re still sleeping with a stuffed animal.</p>
<p>At twenty-four, he still deals with his fair share of people passing out and crying underneath a needle, but not medically. Instead, he spent his years in college exploring the world of art and went on to work as a tattoo artist in his own shop. <i>His mother was not pleased.</i> In a way, the two are very similar, at least that’s what he tells himself when a newly legal teenager tells him that they’re <i>so grateful</i> that he’d tattooed the word ‘bitch’ on the inside of their lip.</p>
<p>Going into every appointment he prepares himself for the worst, but the majority of them are smooth sailing. Every once in a while he’ll get the occasional dizzy individual or the one who takes one look at the gun and flees. Other times, they’re calm and quiet through the whole process. All in all, every person he meets is different from the rest.</p>
<p>His last appointment for the night is <i>especially</i> different.</p> <p><a href="https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/178837026779/for-the-smut-prompts-3-8-but-with-8-its-take" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>Ask and ye shall receive anon. No warnings, just fluff. </p><p>Read part one <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16226828/chapters/37930472#workskin">here</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16226828/chapters/37931597#workskin">Read part 2 on AO3</a></p><p><b></b></p><p>Eddie woke up slowly, his eyelashes fluttering as he yawned. As his eyes opened he glanced around, seeing where he was. He looked at Richie, seeming embarrassed. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to fall asleep on you.” </p><p>Richie wanted to tell him that it was fine, he didn’t mind if Eddie stayed close, snuggled next to him all day. He watched Eddie slowly wake up, trying not to stare at the patch of skin that appeared as he stood and stretched. Richie wanted to run his fingers along it, above where Eddie’s pajama pants started. But that would be weird and he’d probably be signing his own death warrant if he tried. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>Instead he shrugged and asked, “Want some breakfast?”</p><p>Eddie glance at his watch and shook his head. “I need to get home.” He stood, grabbing the things he had brought and shoving them into a bag. “Thanks for the movie night, I had fun. I might just be a Disney movie convert.” He said, offering Richie a wide smile. </p><p>“Me too.” Richie replied. He wanted to ask if Eddie had had more fun because it was just the two of them or if he wished that the others were there but there was no way to do it without giving up his cards.</p><p>He waved Eddie goodbye then fell on his couch, thinking about how the smaller boy had felt in his arms. He didn’t know how he hadn’t realized it before, his feelings for Eddie, because now they hit him like a tidal wave and Richie felt like he was drowning in them. He struggled to stay afloat but, really, it also felt good to give in and admit it. At least to himself. </p><p>But admitting it also meant acknowledging other things. Like that he wouldn’t be able to handle touching Eddie anymore. His casual touches and jokes needed to stop. He’d be trying to read into them, trying to tell if Eddie was leaning into him or if he meant something by his constant mother henning. </p><p>Richie vowed to stop them, at least until this crush passed. He was sure it would. He had liked Bev for a week or so last year, then Mike earlier this year. Stan was probably up next. He could ride this out. It would be fine. It felt like a good plan, no one would get hurt and he’d be spared from the embarrassment of everyone learning about his feelings. </p><p>When he showed up at school on Monday he had to stop himself from throwing an arm around Eddie, instead turning it into a high five for Bill, who looked at him strangely but returned the gesture. He resisted pinching Eddie’s cheeks, or commenting on his new shirt. It was for the best, he reminded himself. It would be back to normal soon.</p><p>As the week wore on he realized how often he was next to Eddie, talking to him, teasing him. Now that he was purposely staying away it was obvious how much of his attention Eddie always had. </p><p>Not that Richie wasn’t still watching him when he could. At lunch he’d watch Eddie laugh at Ben’s jokes, tipping his head back and laughing until his cheeks were flush. Richie loved that, how his eyes lit up and how happy he looked. In class, he’d watch Eddie chew on the end of his pencil, his eyebrows scrunched in concentration.  He loved that too, how fully invested Eddie became in everything. </p><p>Richie knew that Eddie noticed the change. He’d look disappointed when Richie stood by Bev and Stan instead of him, or he’d try to walk next to Richie, only for Richie to use his long legs to catch up with someone else. He didn’t like disappointing Eddie but he didn’t see another way to get over this crush. </p><p>“What’s going on with you and Eddie?” Ben asked on Friday afternoon. Richie was walking with him and Mike. They were planning to go to the arcade and then meet up with everyone else at Bill’s for movies later.</p><p>“Nothing.” Richie replied quickly, probably too quickly. He was with the observant friends. If he was with Bev and Bill he’d be fine, they wouldn’t notice his lack of eye contact or the tension in his shoulders. But Ben and Mike gave each other a ‘who does this guy think he’s fooling?’ look.</p><p>“You’ve been ignoring him all week.” Mike said. “He thinks he did something wrong.”</p><p>“He didn’t.” Richie said, trying not to fall into a mumble. </p><p>“Then why are you being weird?” Ben asked. </p><p>Richie sighed and shook his head. “It’s nothing.” He looked at his friends and saw that they were waiting for more of an answer. “I -,” He stopped. He didn’t want to say this, not out loud. It made everything more real. But Ben and Mike were both watching him with sympathetic eyes so he spit it out. “I like him. Like, I like him like him. And I’m trying to avoid him until this passes. That’s all.” </p><p>The two exchanged another look, this one he couldn’t read. “What?” Richie asked, looking from one to the other.</p><p>“You should talk to Eddie.” Ben said and Mike nodded firmly.</p><p>“About this?” Another nod. “No fucking way. Are you insane?” </p><p>“I think it would be for the best.” Mike said. </p><p>Richie shook his head, “No way. It’ll be fine. Look, I’ll sit by him at the movie night and he’ll know we’re okay. Then I’ll get back to getting over him.” Both looked at him, obviously wanting to say something, but instead they just nodded.</p><p>Eddie was late getting to Bill’s, which wasn’t surprising since his mom would try anything to keep him home. Everyone was already set up and Richie patted the spot next to him, “Come on Spaghetti man, come to papa.” </p><p>Eddie scrunched his nose then moved to sit by him. “I thought you wouldn’t want me by you.” Eddie told him, crossing his arms. Richie could tell he was upset. He was acting angry but was probably hurt. Richie felt awful. </p><p>He put an arm around Eddie. “I always want you by me.” He said then cringed, that was too close to the truth. “But I didn’t shower all week, so I didn’t think you’d want the Tozier stench near you.”</p><p>“That’s disgusting.” Eddie told him but he seemed to believe Richie. He nuzzled into closer, tucking his legs under him. Richie fought to remember how to breath. He could smell Eddie’s shampoo and soap. He longed to run his fingers through Eddie’s hair, instead settling on tapping them lightly on Eddie’s shoulder. The smaller boy didn’t seem to mind. He put a head on Richie’s shoulder, both listening as their friends debated movie options.</p><p>“Richie, you’re with me here, right?” Bill said, looking at them.</p><p>Richie hadn&rsquo;t been paying attention to the argument at all. He was too focused on not smelling Eddie’s hair. “I’m with you Big Bill.”</p><p>Bev looked at him, shocked. “Richie! Princess Bride is one of your favorites! You’d really rather watch Rambo?” </p><p>“I-” Richie faltered as all his friend’s attentions turned to him. “I’ll watch whatever Eddie wants.” He finally said. </p><p>“Princess bride.” Eddie declared to the cries of joy from some and boos from others. The group settled in, Mike giving them a blanket which Eddie wrapped around them both. It was cozy and perfect. Richie didn’t know how he went a whole week without touching Eddie. Especially now that he was so close. He found himself glancing down at Eddie, admiring how long his eye lashes were and how full his lips were.</p><p>Eddie’s hand was resting on his thigh, lightly scratching it. The touch was delicious and almost too much, Richie was torn between wanting him to stop and wanting him to move his hand up. </p><p>Halfway through the movie Eddie did just that, shifting slightly so now his hand was a few inches higher. Eddie probably didn’t notice but to Richie it was a world of difference. His hand was now inches away from his dick and his fingers moved close every time he scratched. Richie felt himself getting hard, something he’d been focusing on not doing all night.</p><p>“More popcorn!” He cried out, grabbing the half full bowl and darting out of the room. </p><p>In Bill’s kitchen he popped a bag in the microwave then stood over the sink, trying to catch his breath. He was an idiot for thinking that he could be next to Eddie. He clearly couldn’t handle it, it was too much for him. </p><p>For the first time he wondered if, maybe, this was more than a simple crush. What if this was something bigger? The thought scared him. He could get over a crush. He’d have a harder time falling out of love with Eddie, if that’s what it was. He wanted to groan but the others might hear him so he settled for dropping his head into his hands. </p><p>The popcorn finished and he poured it into a bowl, making a decision as he did so.</p><p> Going back downstairs he dropped it between Mike and Stan and stood, “Gotta go home, me ma needs me.” He said, gathering his things. There were a few cries of protest, and a stare or two from Ben and Mike, but Richie was determined. He needed to leave to figure this out.</p><p>Once he got home he fell on his bed, trying to cuss out his feelings. This was different than his crush on Bev, which had mostly been because she was the first girl to talk to him. Mike was because he had seen his strong arms lifting hay bales. It had fueled his wet dreams for several weeks. But Eddie was different. When Richie thought about him he thought about how fierce and strong the boy was, how he had stood up to his mom and come out on top. He thought about his biting sense of humor and also how adorable he looked in oversized sweaters. Richie wanted to wrap his arms around Eddie and never let him go.</p><p>It was definitely more than a crush. </p><p>Richie had processed most of this when there was a knock on his door. He opened it to find a hesitant Eddie on the other side. “I know you don’t want me here.” Eddie said, playing with the cuff of his shirt. “But we should talk.”</p><p>Richie nodded, gesturing for him to come in. Eddie stood near the door as Richie closed it, staying there as Richie fell back on his bed.</p><p>“I know you hate me now or whatever-” Eddie started, not looking at him.</p><p>Richie had to interrupt. “Eds! I don’t hate you! I could never hate you.” </p><p>“You’ve been ignoring me all week. Then tonight, after we actually spent some time together you just disappear.” Eddie said, his voice wavering. </p><p>Richie stood, grabbing Eddie’s face and tilting it up towards his. It broke his heart that Eddie thought he hated him. It was the last thing he wanted.</p><p>“Eds, I don’t hate you. I swear. I l-” He stopped, biting off the end of the sentence.</p><p>Eddie finally looked up at him, still skeptical. “Then why have you been ignoring me? Ben said that you’d tell me when you were ready but I don’t want to wait.”</p><p>Richie thumb brushed Eddie’s cheek. He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t want to lie to Eddie. “I’ve been- going through some stuff.” </p><p>Eddie’s hands came up to Richie’s cheeks. Now they were holding each other’s faces. It probably looked ridiculous but Richie loved how warm Eddie’s hands were on him, and how carefully he splayed his fingers to cover Richie’s cheek and jawline. “Tell me, please.” Eddie was practically begging and Richie hated himself. He hadn’t thought about how his plan would affect Eddie. To him, it looked like Richie had just abandoned him. </p><p>But that didn&rsquo;t mean he was ready to confess his feelings, especially when he had barely figured them out himself. </p><p>Richie shook his head. “I can’t.”</p><p>Eddie sighed, dropping his hands and stepping back. “We’re supposed to be friends Richie. At least, I thought we were.” </p><p>He could see Eddie turning to leave and knew if he went out the door things would change. There would be a wedge between them, something they never spoke of but both knew. That scenario seemed much worse than him confessing. </p><p>“That’s the problem.” Richie said and Eddie stopped, turning to look at him. “We’re just friends.” </p><p>“What do you mean? Stan is already your best friend so-”</p><p>Richie let out a strangled laugh. “I don’t want to be your friend Eddie. I want-” He faltered. He had Eddie’s full attention now, too late to back out. “I want to take you to the movies, I want to share a milkshake with you, I want to-” his voice got softer. “I want to hold your hand and kiss you whenever I want.” He licked his lips, terrified for Eddie’s reaction. The smaller boy seemed shocked but it was Richie who was stunned by his next sentence. </p><p>“So do it.” </p><p>“What?” </p><p>Eddie walked over to Richie, standing purposefully in front of him. “Do it Richie. Kiss me.” Richie didn’t move and Eddie faltered. “Please? Please kiss me.” </p><p>Richie bent down and captured Eddie’s lips in a soft kiss. Eddie’s hands flew to Richie’s hair, holding him there for a beat before releasing him. Richie looked at Eddie, trying to gauge his thoughts and feelings. Eddie was smiling up at him. “That’s why you were weird all week?” </p><p>Richie nodded, his hands finding Eddie’s hips. “I thought I could get over you if I left you alone.”</p><p>“And now?” Eddie asked, smiling slightly. </p><p>“Now I know I can’t, ever. And I don’t want to.” </p><p>“Good answer.” </p><p>Tag List: 
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🌟 &amp; ✏ for Partners in Crim!
<p>Hellooooo thank you Monse! </p><p>

Was there symbolism/motifs you worked in?

<br/></p><p>Not really. I wish I had planned that well but I didn’t.</p><p>

Would you go back and change anything if you could?

<br/></p><p>I might add another chapter of them actually getting along. I wish I had more of that, since most of the fic is them bickering. </p><p>List of asks is <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178827716112/writing-asks">here</a>!</p>
Tags: this is probably not very interesting, I do have a different chap 1 from Richie's pov, because I was debating which POV to use, wife tag, jem-carstairs-is-perfection
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💎+🔬 for Grown Wild?
<p>Oh, thank you! I love this story! </p><p><b>

 What was your favorite part?

</b><br/></p><p>I really like them finally getting together- sexy calf massages ;P</p><p><b>

Was there one scene you were building up to/knew you had to get just right? 

</b><br/></p><p>When Eddie shows up at Richie classroom. I wanted it the right mix of ‘oh shit you’re here’ plus ‘I really want you’ and ‘I missed you’. Hopefully it worked. </p><p>Questions are <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178827716112/writing-asks">here</a>! </p>
Tags: grown wild, asks, inthebreadbinwrites
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Power Me Up &mdash; wow! I loved it! Thanks for sharing with us! ❤️
<p>Thank you so much!!! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="509" data-orig-width="437"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/4052fc07bbcdd215be79b5c1149933ca/tumblr_inline_pg8y73ckub1vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="509" data-orig-width="437"/></figure>
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Not really halloweenie but how about Persephone! Eddie + Roundabout colorpalette? I would die honestly!
<figure data-orig-width="3490" data-orig-height="3150" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/329848d8952fc8a59dc8d1dac6ff32a8/tumblr_inline_pg8onr6tqx1u2gchq_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="3490" data-orig-height="3150"/></figure><p>Damn he loves them pomegranates 👏 They make him feel nostalgic and remind him of the time when he met his beloved (idiot) husband, Richie, the god of the Underworld. ((Eddie has the key of the underworld with him all the time))</p>
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Hey! I hope you&#039;re doing great! 😊 I just wanted to say that Power Me Up was awesome. I really enjoyed reading it. Thank you so much for sharing it!
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Stanlon observing the beauty in the other&rsquo;s skin color, while Mike&rsquo;s hands are on Stan&rsquo;s back or Stan&rsquo;s legs around Mike&rsquo;s waist. Or how one&rsquo;s pretty cock is swallowed by the other&rsquo;s wide open hole.
<h2>(NSFW AHEAD)</h2>
<p>It’s 10am Sunday morning. The two of them got the rare opportunity to sleep in so they take advantage of it. Stan wakes first and smiles fondly as he watches Mike snooze beside him. After a couple minutes, he gets a little bored and begins to stroke his fingers over Mike’s face, his forehead, his cheeks, and down to his jaw. Eventually, Mike begins to stir, slowly and gently waking from his slumber. </p>
<p>“Mornin’ beautiful,” he murmurs groggily. </p>
<p>“Good morning,” Stan chirps, his fingers now trailing down Mike’s bare chest. He leans over and begins to press a series of kisses along his jaw and neck. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/178813917375/stanlon-observing-the-beauty-in-the-others-skin" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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16 reddie
<p>thank you for the prompt!! ive been in the mood for domestic reddie fluff lately but haven’t known where to start, so this helped a lot lol</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 375</p>
<p>16: “…lazily” (from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">this prompt list</a>) (ships i write for are listed in <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/174071443652/about" style="">my about</a>!)</p>
<p> Sundays are Eddie’s favorite.
Because Sundays are they days when he and Richie both have off. Sundays are the
days they spend cuddled in bed, watching movies or Netflix, often recovering
from hangovers with egg and cheese breakfast sandwiches, or sometimes leftover
pizza.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178802283587/16-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: cute!, reddie, fic rec
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I just finished power me up and like??? I fuckin loved it??? Can I grow up to be as confident as that Eddie Kaspbrak?
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kiss prompt for either &quot;on a falling tear&quot; or &quot;on a scar&quot; for stanlon??? i need content with my two favorite boys
<p>they are such amazing boys!! I love them!! thank you for the prompt&lt;333</p>
<p>okay so this is p angsty, then gets fluffy, then gets angsty again lol so if you want the fluffy ending just ignore the last two paragraphs lmao</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 638</p>
<p>“…on a falling tear”</p>
<p> Mike wasn’t expecting it when Stan
showed up on his doorstep once Sunday afternoon. It had been a few weeks since
they’d defeated It; the weather was starting to cool down, school would be
starting soon. Mike hadn’t forgotten anything like the others were beginning
to, and he knew from the look on Stan’s face what he really meant when he
asked, “You wanna go for a walk?”</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178793666592/kiss-prompt-for-either-on-a-falling-tear-or-on" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: wow, cool, awesome, great, Im fine, stanlon, fic recs
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64 - Ronan
<p>The prompt was “He doesn’t understand you like I do,” which, I don’t THINK this was the direction the prompt was really trying to inspire, but that’s the JOY of PROMPTS, innit.</p>

<p>-</p>

<p>Holiday traditions are a touchy subject for a bunch of orphans, which is too fucking bad, because the holidays basically exist to generate traditions. Matthew trimming the tree, whistling the same damn carols their mom used to sing when she’d do it. Cheng and Gansey recording every shitty Hallmark movie and marathoning them the first night everyone’s back in town. Declan and Ronan trying to out-drink each other at Thanksgiving, which either ends with Ronan throwing up half a turkey, or worse, with Ronan <em>losing</em>.</p>

<p>But forget all that shit – the worst tradition of any holiday, hands down, is Adam’s phone call home.</p>

<p>He didn’t even <em>know</em> it was happening right off. He’d like to think that the first time he noticed was the first time it happened, but he doesn’t buy it. Adam’s always been a little too good with his secrets.</p>

<p>It was their second Thanksgiving together when he caught on. Matthew and Opal were trying to gross each other out with turkey guts, and Ronan was yelling at them for being hooligans, and Adam had slipped past the open kitchen door. He almost looked casual, except he hadn’t stopped to chat, or to tell the nightmare twins off for playing with the crap-tubes of their food. He hadn’t even glanced into the room to see what was happening, and it wasn’t like they were being quiet and boring. He was – just a little too focused, like he was sneaking off somewhere. And usually when Adam snuck away from a group gathering, Ronan snuck with him. So he waited until Adam was past the door and then he followed.</p>

<p>He didn’t spot Adam in the hallway. He must have sped up after passing the kitchen door, and he was <em>definitely</em> trying to get away from people, which mean Ronan definitely wanted to find him. He’d walked halfway down the hall listening at every doorway when he heard it:</p>

<p>“Mom?”</p>

<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16196798">(Read the rest on the AO3)</a></p>
Tags: 
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Harry Potter AU where everything is the same but the theme music is All Star.
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Stanlon and 10??
<p>amelia!! thank you for the prompt!! love me some stanlon lol, hope you like it!!</p>
<p>again, this isn’t technically porn but it is ~saucy~ lol so i’d say it’s<b> nsfw</b></p>
<p>also i said this in a separate post but on mobile a lot of the spaces are being deleted so words are being pushed together?? sorry about that, it looks fine on my desktop so idk why it’s doing that /:</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 470</p>
<p>10. “…desperately” (from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">this prompt list</a>)</p>
<p> Stan had been teasing Mike all
night. They had both had a long week, and now they were spending their Friday
night at a club with their friends. Stan hadn’t really wanted to go, but Mike
had insisted. Unbeknownst to Mike, Stan had wanted to stay in so that he could
ride Mike for hours to make up for the stressful week. So, horny and impatient,
Stan had been kissing Mike’s neck all night, dancing up on him, making him want
what he refused to give him until they went home. Picking up on this, Mike
whispered in Stan’s ear, “You’re gonna keep doing this until I take you home
and fuck you, aren’t you?” Stan just shrugged, a small smirk on his lips.</p>
<p>“I thought you wanted to go out
tonight,” he said, the hint of a smile in his words as he pointedly grinded
back against Mike. The latter groaned and gripped his boyfriend’s hips hard. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178773642127/stanlon-and-10" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, semi nsfw, fic recs, I love this!, desperate stan

Post id: 178775194422
Date: Fri, 05 Oct 2018 20:45:15
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178775194422/36-beverie-blease
Slug: 36-beverie-blease
Reblog key: 1tDirVZz
Reblog url: https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178773886467/36-beverie-blease
Reblog name: bi-beverie
36 beverie blease
<p>oh hell yeah anon lol thank you for this!!</p>
<p><b>words</b>: 527</p>
<p><b>nsfw</b> below!!</p>
<p>36. “a kiss…to give up control” (from<a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a"> this prompt list</a>)</p>
<p>Richie was picking up Bev and
kissing her senseless before they’d even closed the front door. He carried her
into the kitchen, knowing he wouldn’t be able to make it to the bedroom when
she attached her teeth and lips to the sensitive skin of his neck. He groaned
and set her down on the kitchen table. He shoved her legs up her thighs as she
wrapped her legs around his waist, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as
he rolled his hips into hers and groaned. It turned into a desperate whimper
when she simultaneously pulled his hair and bit down hard on his neck. She
removed her legs from his waist then and shoved him backwards. He stumbled
back, his mind still reeling as he watched Bev stand and push a chair out from
the table. She grabbed the front of Richie’s shirt, tugged him into her, and then
shoved him backward into the chair. Richie fell to the seat, watching Bev with
awe all the while. She smiled down at him, her red curls wild around her head.
She stroked his hair gently, but as soon as he leaned into the embrace she
twisted his curls around her fingers and yanked them back again, exposing
Richie’s neck. She kissed up his heated skin until her lips brushed his ear. “I’ll
be back in a few minutes,” she whispered. “I want you completely naked in that
chair, no touching.” Standing back up to full height, she asked, “Understand,
baby?”<br/></p>
<p>“I understand,” Richie all but
moaned, nodding eagerly. Bev smirked. </p>
<p>“Good boy.”</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178773886467/36-beverie-blease" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: beverie, nsfw, fic rec
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Hm, how about pumpkin picking and carving for Stanlon please?
<p>Anon, my heart.  I love this. I just did carving because otherwise it’d be hell long.</p><p>Note: You can still send me fall/halloween prompts! If anyone wants. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/37868471"><b>Read here on AO3 </b></a></p><p>Rated G </p><p><b></b></p><p>This is a terrible idea, Stan thought to himself, laying out newspapers on the table. He’s probably going to hate it. He groaned, feeling the familiar prickles of anxiety rising. It’s not too late, maybe I can think of -the doorbell rang, interrupting his thoughts. </p><p>	It was his first date with Mike. Stan had liked him for years but had long ago accepted that nothing would ever happen. He and Mike were close friends and that seemed to be it. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>At least, until a week ago. Mike had been waiting for him after school, offering to give him ride home, which was somewhat unusual but not enough that he was worried. Mike usually had football practice after school, or he had to go home to help with chores, so he would leave right after the bell rang. But when he was free he would offer Stan a ride, the two sitting and recapping the day events, sometimes going out for coffee or to share a piece of pizza. This time was different though. Mike was silent the whole time, which made Stan nervous. </p><p>	“Did I do something?” He asked as they rolled to a stop in front of his house. He had been racking his brain for an explanation for Mike’s odd behavior but hadn&rsquo;t found anything. </p><p>	“What? No!” Mike exclaimed, alarmed eyes finally whipping to Stan. </p><p>	“Well, what’s going on then?” Stan asked. </p><p>	“Patty likes you.” Mike said, watching Stan’s reaction. It was one of surprise. Patty was a girl in his science class, nice enough but not- well, not Mike. “She’s going to ask you to homecoming.” </p><p>	His eyebrows shot up. “Oh, well. Oh.” He licked his lips, unsure what to say.</p><p>	“Would you go with her?” Mike asked, acting strangely nervous. </p><p>	It didn’t even strike Stan how odd the conversation was. He was wound up with the idea of Patty coming up and asking him, and how he would say no. He didn’t realize Mike had asked a question until he repeated it.</p><p>	“What? No.” Stan said, shaking his head. “No, I don’t like her.” </p><p>	He missed how Mike’s shoulders lost some tension. “Do you like someone else?” </p><p>	Now he turned to Mike, finally taking in how tense he looked, how on edge. Stan nodded slowly. </p><p>	“Who?”</p><p>	He felt a blush rise on his cheeks. “Just- someone else.” </p><p>	“One of the losers?” </p><p>	Stan debated lying, or asking Mike to drop it. He knew if he asked Mike would. But something about the day, and how Mike was acting, made him say, “Maybe.” </p><p>	Mike moved closer, shifting across the front seat of his truck. “Is it Bill? I’d understand if it was Bill.”</p><p>	Stan shook his head. “Bill’s great, but no.” </p><p>	“Ben? He’s got a poet’s heart.”</p><p>	Stan smiled a little. “No, not Ben. He’s too wound up in Bev anyway.” </p><p>	“Not Bev either then?” He shook his head again. “God, is it Richie?”</p><p>	He laughed. “Hell no, being Richie’s best friend is exhausting enough. I don’t want anything else.”</p><p>	“So it’s Eddie. He’s adorable, I get it.”</p><p>	As Stan thought of how to reply he noticed how close Mike had gotten, closing the distance between them. </p><p>	“It’s not Eddie.” Stan nearly whispered, trying not to chew on his bottom lip as he spoke. </p><p>	Mike’s face broke out into a grin. “Thank god. I mean, I’d wish you two all the happiness but Richie and I would have had a lot of sad nights ahead.” </p><p>	“So - you?” Stan asked. “You-”</p><p>	“I like you.” Mike interrupted, his hand finding Stan’s cheek. He thought that Mike was going to kiss him but then Stan’s mom had called for him from the front door, telling him they needed to leave for his aunt’s house. Stan had spent the entire evening texting Mike, finally asking him on a date at the end of the night. </p><p>Now it was time for said date. When he thought of this idea he thought it was good, something that was just them but with an activity included. But now he was worried it was lame. He had printed off several patterns and had apple cider warming on the stove. His parents were out for the afternoon and even Stan had to admit that it was pretty lame that he was hoping to spend the afternoon pumpkin carving and not having sex. He’d always enjoyed pumpkin carving though, it was something he’d done with his parents growing up, he hoped Mike would agree. </p><p>	He leapt up, opening the door to a smiling Mike. “I brought cookies.” He said, handing the plate to Stan and taking off his jacket. “My mom insisted.” </p><p>	Mike was wearing a dark green sweater and all that ran through Stan’s mind was Richie’s terrible pick up line about if the sweater was made of boyfriend material. He snorted to himself, remembering when Richie tried it on Eddie and Eddie just replied, “It&rsquo;s fucking cashmere you dumbass.”</p><p>	“What are you laughing at?” Mike asked, taking off his shoes. </p><p>	Stan, who hadn&rsquo;t realized that he had made the noise out loud, blushed and shook his head. “Nothing, come in.” He lead Mike to the kitchen, feeling anxious again. “I thought we could carve pumpkins? I made apple cider too. Is that okay? We can do something else too- watch a movie or-” He was trying, and failing, not to ramble. </p><p>	Mike put a hand on his arm, giving it a small squeeze. “This sounds great. I love cider.”</p><p>	Stan tried to relax, reminding himself that Mike liked him, that he probably wasn’t going to run out of the house on Stan. He got them both a cup as Mike sat at the table. Then he was left to debate if he should sit next to Mike or across from him. Mike solved the issue by pulling the chair next to him out. He accepted the warm mug from Stan, their fingers brushing.</p><p>	“I printed some outlines.” Stan said, showing him the elaborate patterns of haunted houses and ghouls. His mom and him had a contest each year to pick the hardest design, both working on it for hours. </p><p>	Mike looked through all of them then said, “I think i’ll just do a face, if that’s okay. These are beyond my skill level.”</p><p>	Stan nodded, trying not to feel disappointed in himself. “Sure, that’s- yea, you can do whatever you want, of course.” He took the stack back and took a Frankenstein&rsquo;s monster face. He watched as Mike cut into the top of his pumpkin, resisting the urge to say anything. </p><p>	Mike must have noticed his expression because he stopped, turning to look at him. “What?”</p><p>	“Nothing, it’s fine.”</p><p>	Mike laughed, “It’s something. You can tell me.”</p><p>	Stan tapped Mike’s pumpkin. “We usually carve out the bottom, it’s easier to get the seeds out. But it doesn’t matter, I mean, either way works.” </p><p>	Mike nodded at his words. “A man with a plan, I like it.” Mike drew his knife out and started cutting out the bottom, starting to scoop out the inside. </p><p>	The pair were quiet as they worked. Stan was focused on stenciling  his design, making pin pricks into the pumpkin as a guideline. He was trying to think of something to say and looked over, about to ask how Mike’s history test had gone, when he noticed something else. Mike was nearly done removing the seeds and had a stray seed on his cheek. </p><p>	“You’re a bit enthusiastic.” He said as he brought his hand to Mike’s cheek, brushing the seed and causing Mike’s face to redden slightly. </p><p>	“Sorry, I like this part. It’s my favorite.” </p><p>	Stan wrinkled his nose. “I hate it. It’s messy.”</p><p>	“A bit.” Mike shrugged, clearly not minding the mess. “We always roast the seeds after.” </p><p>	Stan cocked his head, he had never done that and told Mike as much. “They’re good to snack on, and then you don’t waste the seeds. I can do it, if you want?” Mike asked. He seemed excited and Stan nodded. Stan was distracted by Mike’s animated movements but tried to listen as he explained the process.</p><p>	He found the ingredients that Mike needed and watched him work, his hands washing the seeds carefully. Mike caught him looking and Stan flushed, embarrassed to be caught. He had always like Mike’s strong hands, rough from farmwork and so different than Stan’s delicate ones. He’d imagined Mike’s hands on his many times, thinking how they’d look together.</p><p> Stan didn’t know how to navigate this, this change from being friends to being more. He desperately wanted the change but didn’t know what to say. Everything he thought of to say sounded dumb in his ears. Instead he focused on his pumpkin. </p><p>	“Done!” Mike called out as Stan was carefully carving an ear. He looked up, alarmed. Mike turned his pumpkin towards Stan, a jagged, grinning face stared back at him. </p><p>	“I-,” He faltered, unsure what to say, he had barely started the shading and Mike was done. “It looks great.” </p><p>	Mike grinned at him, “It’s no masterpiece, like yours. But I’m happy with it. Do you have a candle?”</p><p>	Stan nodded, grabbing a candle from the drawer. He handed it to Mike, who lit it then put it under his pumpkin, as Stan turned off the lights. </p><p>	Stan walked to Mike, standing slightly in front of him, and looked at the glowing face and dancing flame. “Spooky.”</p><p>	He stiffened as he felt Mike’s arms wrap around him, pulling him close. “Is this okay?” Mike murmured, his nose in Stan’s hair. </p><p>	“Yes,” Stan whispered, barely daring to breath for fear of ruining the moment. </p><p>	“I’m glad we’re doing this.” Mike told him. “Just us.”</p><p>	Stan turned around, still in Mike’s arms. “Really? All this, it’s not lame or dumb?”</p><p>	Mike shook his head. “I like it.”</p><p>	“You’re sure?” Stan pressed. He still felt like all this was silly. </p><p>	Mike’s eyes caught his and the other boy nodded. “I’m sure. Stan, I’m happy to do anything with you.” </p><p>	“Oh,” He said, feeling caught off guard by the honesty in Mike’s voice. </p><p>	“I’m going to kiss you, if that’s okay.” Stan nodded and Mike leaned in, connecting their lips. Stan smiled into the kiss, feeling, for the first time that day, that this was the perfect first date. </p><p>Tag: 
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reddie kiss 9&amp;44
<p>hi anon!! thank you for the prompt!!</p>
<p>there’s no smut in here but it is saucy lol so I guess in ao3 terms i’d give it an M?? still putting it under a cut lol</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 961</p>
<p>9 “…in public” and 44 “…out of lust” (from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178677386207/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-i-will-write-a">this prompt list</a>)</p>
<p> “Is he wearing that just to fuck
with me?” Eddie stage whispered to Bill over the Weezer song that was blasting
through the crowded room and reverberating off the thin walls. His eyes were
trained on Richie Tozier, the infuriatingly gorgeous loud mouth idiot genius
who sat next to Eddie in their Shakespeare class. He was leaning against the
doorway that led from the living room into the kitchen talking to a girl with
red hair and a boy with wavy brown hair and eyes that were strikingly green
even from far away in a dark room. But Eddie wasn’t focused on either of them;
his attention was solely on Richie, who was wearing his typical black skinny
jeans with a just as typical loose floral button down – however, unlike in
class, he was just wearing the button down, no tee shirt underneath. It was
also tucked into his pants and unbuttoned to just below his breastbone. He was incredibly
pale and by no means muscular, and his chest was really nothing to be impressed
by, but the sight still had Eddie’s blood rushing, his mind filling with
fantasies of getting his lips onto that exposed skin.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178764413752/reddie-kiss-944" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: DAMN, fic rec, richie, sorta nsfw
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Stan + Free bird &lt;33
<figure data-orig-width="2744" data-orig-height="2504" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c5a88ad5691b6ab83153feccf8b77861/tumblr_inline_pg5186tERZ1u2gchq_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="2744" data-orig-height="2504"/></figure><p>Stan hates Monday, Tuesday…and every other day equally.</p>
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LILI!!!!!  How about the palette &quot;Heat of the moment&quot; with Eddie?  They look like pretty Fall colors for leaf piles &lt;3 &lt;3 (did i do this right?  I&#039;ve never sent one of these before &gt;.&lt;)
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1239" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/08e461531b32bade7ba314ff9ec2a97a/tumblr_inline_pg4smeZU7A1u2gchq_1280.jpg" data-orig-height="1239" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a> And how about an Eddie, after he finished at the gym, waiting for his boyfriend to pick him up? (Also I know you have this unhealthy obsession with Eddie in hoodies so I drew him in one for you xd Happy <i>really early</i> birthday???💕)</p>
Tags: love!, eddie, fanart
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37 &amp; 45 to feed my Stanlon obsession?!?!
<p>REX! MY LOVE! I AM SO SORRY THIS TOOK A MILLION YEARS </p><p><b></b></p><p>Stanley Uris does not dance. Not at parties, not at school events, not with his boyfriend, not even in his bedroom by himself.</p><p>Which is why when Mike walks up to him at the senior beach party, hand extended, his heart rate leaps into the triple digits.</p><p>“Cutest guy at the party shouldn’t be sitting by himself,” Mike grinned, lacing their fingers together.</p><p>Stan gave him an unamused look, “Go bother him then,” he looked up, attempting to keep his expression stony, but his resolve crumbled instantly as he looked up into his boyfriend’s soft brown eyes. He sighed softly, giving him a small smile, “Mikey you know I don’t dance,” he squeezed his hand.  </p><p>Mike sat down next to the smaller boy and put his arm around him, “Why not?”</p><p>“Why not what?” Stan leaned into him, watching the rest of their friends dancing in a clump in the middle of the beach.</p><p>“Why don’t you dance?”</p><p>Stan shifted uncomfortably, “I just don’t like to. I don’t like drawing unnecessary attention to myself. And my parents weren’t a big fan of dances or pop music or anything like that. So I just…don’t.” he sighed, the sadness he hadn’t realized he was holding back washing over him, “Sometimes I wish I was like you or Bill or Bev or Richie. I wish I didn’t care so much about what people thought about me,” he lay his head on Mike’s shoulder, “I’m scared people are gonna laugh.”</p><p>Mike stroked his thumb along his arm and kissed his forehead. They sat quietly for a moment, watching Richie and Eddie sway in each other’s arms, Eddie giggling as Richie dipped him dramatically. Ben and Bev were nose to nose, whispering softly to each other. Bill and Audra were curled together next to the bonfire, fingers laced together.  </p><p>Mike, kissed his forehead, “<b>Do you trust me?</b>”</p><p>Stan pressed a gentle kiss to his cheek, “You know I do baby,” he squeezed his hand.</p><p><b>“Dance with me?</b>” Mike looked down at him and, fingertips still tracing over his arms. He played with his curls softly.</p><p>Stan bit his lip, “Just the slow song?”</p><p>“Just the slow song,” Mike promised, lacing his fingers with Stan’s, “Just the slow song Lamb.”</p><p>Stan blushed at the nickname and nodded, “Ok. Let’s do it,” he stood, slowly wrapping his arms around Mike’s neck, swaying with him.</p><p>“Relax,” Mike whispered, “It’s just us.”</p><p>Stan nodded, laying his head on Mike’s shoulder, “Just us…” he whispered, a smile creeping onto his face.</p><p>Stanley Uris doesn’t dance. Not at parties or with other people. But sometimes he will, alone in his room or with his boyfriend.</p>
Tags: Im in love, with Studs and this fic, Stanlon, fic recs, amazing!!!
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I&#039;m loving the new icon 😘  Really gets me in the Halloween spirit!
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="267" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="halloweenmagick:cXQXyTypDBK9ANyZ6XTNAw:ZiKC-n2AbPzSV"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/282d949f46a0c1381b8f0a1178dc5b5f/tumblr_obrh3o5cq81tx21j0o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="267" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>Thank you!! A true classic (even if we talked through it so you still kinda haven’t seen it- whoops!) It’s by oberynmartell </p>
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i&rsquo;ve always wanted someone to write about reddie&rsquo;s first kiss where richie&rsquo;s like poking eddie&rsquo;s face a lot and eddie&rsquo;s like &ldquo;stop&rdquo; &amp; richie&rsquo;s like &ldquo;no&rdquo; and then eddie starts to like playfully shove him away so then they&rsquo;re like lowkey trying to push each other over and eddie wins and then he&rsquo;s on top of richie and their faces are so close and they kiss &amp; i love your writing so pls help me and write this (i wrote too many &ldquo;and&rdquo;s.)
<p>of course!! ty for this anon, this was so sweet and fun to write&lt;3</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 517</p>
<p>Eddie was trying to study. He
really was. But with Richie poking his cheek incessantly, it became difficult
to concentrate.  “Would you fucking quit
that?” Eddie finally hissed, swatting Richie’s hand away. Richie’s grin just
grew. Eddie hated the way it made his heart melt.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178710453962/ive-always-wanted-someone-to-write-about-reddies" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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67. for the writing prompt!
<p>The prompt is “My clothes look really good on you” for Pynch, even though Anon did not specify, because of course.</p>
<hr><p><b></b></p>
<p>	It’s already late afternoon on a warm summer day when one of the full time mechanics has to leave the shop early for a family emergency. Boyd assigns Adam to finish up the leftover work for the waiting customers, and then asks if he can stay late to take care of his regular work as well. Normally this wouldn’t be a problem. Adam’s almost always glad for the opportunity to make some extra money. But tonight, Adam has plans - a date, actually - and he’d really been looking forward to it. Disappointed, he calls Ronan from the shop phone to cancel. Ronan doesn’t pick up. Instead, he shows up at the garage long after Boyd and the customers have left for the day.</p>
<p>	“What the fuck, Parrish? You stood me up.”</p> <p><a href="https://two-of-swords-621.tumblr.com/post/178607477276/67-for-the-writing-prompt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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That gif is perfect!!!
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Tag me in The App pleeeeeeease.
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="259" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="timcurryfanatic:yADY8HZz84oHQFDEU6dqTg:Z6xVWf2FkPWOc"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/32d9a94aa3d8e80a4d4defdd97fdde07/tumblr_oi0inqsWCf1vje9sno1_500.gif" data-orig-height="259" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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could u do #8 of the fake dating ?
<p><small>“Shit, do you still have a pool?” Eddie asks, smiling wide as his fingers fumble with the car radio. There’s just no good music playing at this time of day, the clock nearing almost ten at night, and the connection can’t be that great either; they’re traveling in the middle of nowhere. Richie grins at Eddie, his eyes flickering from his best friend to the road giddily. <br/></small></p><p><small>“We sure do,” Richie says, tightening his grip on the steering wheel. “Feels like it’s taking forever to get there, huh?” Shrugging, Eddie decides just to turn off the radio and sit in this silence, staring out the window at the passing trees and darkened sky. He’s getting pretty sleepy, truth be told, though he would never admit his early drowsiness to Richie. Richie’s probably expecting them to pull an all nighter, eating junk food until their stomachs hurt and watching sitcom reruns until their eyes burn. “Uh… hey, Eds?” Eddie furrows his brows, turning back to Richie with a question written in his features. “Remember how I said my parents wouldn’t be there?”</small></p><p><small>“You mean, do I remember how you specifically told me your parents wouldn’t be at your family vacation house? <i>Yeah.</i> I remember that.” Eddie hopes that Richie is not implying anything, though the twirl of anxiety that burns a fire in Eddie’s chest speaks for itself. <br/></small></p><p><small>“Funny story,” Richie says with a laugh, but Eddie knows it is really no funny story at all. “It’s actually the weekend of my family reunion.” The smile from Richie’s face is gone, and Eddie mirrors his expression, his excitement dropping and anger replacing it so effortlessly. But Richie’s got to be kidding. He loves to make Eddie angry. It’s his thing.<br/></small></p><p><small>“It’s <i>what?</i>” Eddie questions. “You’re so full of shit. Nice try.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“It’s not a joke,” Richie says, serious. It is an odd look on him. “I’m serious.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“Excuse me?” Eddie replies, and he thinks his hands are shaking. “Why are you bringing me to your family reunion?”<br/></small></p><p><small>“That’s also a funny story.” Neither of them are laughing. Richie holds so tightly onto the steering wheel and his eyes never leave the road. Eddie’s gaze has gone stern and his clenched jaw is evidence of his annoyance. “I might have told my latino family that you’re my boyfriend.” Eddie blinks. Stares. (What the… fuck?) “Please don’t freak out, Spaghetti. It’s totally fine.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“Don’t freak out?” Eddie says loudly. Richie doesn’t flinch. He’s most likely been expecting an outburst. “Why would you tell your family we’re dating, you idiot?”<br/></small></p><p><small>“Eds, you don’t get it.” Groaning, Richie puts on his blinker and makes a right turn. Eddie has no clue how far they are from Richie’s vacation house, but now he doesn’t want to go at all. Not under these circumstances. “Ever since I came out my abuelita has been on my ass about my boyfriend. <i><b>If I had to hear another ‘y tu novio?’ at a family function, I would’ve lost my mind.</b></i>” Eddie’s heart softens, just a little bit. Clenching his fists, Eddie sighs and leans back into his seat, staring at the car’s interior rather than at the pleading look he knows Richie is giving him. </small></p><p><small>“You’re such a shit,” Eddie tells Richie.<br/></small></p><p><small>“I know,” Richie replies. There is a slight pause of consideration, and then Eddie comes to a conclusion. </small></p><p><small>“You owe me big time,” Eddie says, his heart pounding. “Like so fucking big.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“Yes! <i>God.</i> I owe you one. You’re the best, thanks, Eds.” Richie’s right hand leaves the steering wheel to ruffle Eddie’s curly blond hair. “Phew. I was really worried for a second there.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“You better not say any embarrassing shit,” Eddie states, crossing his arms as his cheeks flush. “And you <i>better</i> not kiss me. I don’t care if they think we’re a couple, but I’m not putting on a show.”<br/></small></p><p><small>“No kisses,” Richie echoes. “Don’t worry. It’ll be easy. We are best friends, after all.” As Richie pulls into the driveway of the large house, Eddie spots four cars already parked side-by-side, and he grows worried. Grows worried because he is not that good of an actor, and because while this may be easy for Richie, it most definitely will not be for Eddie. Not when he’s had a crush on Richie since grade school.<br/></small></p>
Tags: reddie, fic rec
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um i can&#039;t find this fic for the life of me: its a stranger things/it crossover, and its like a zombie apocalypse. richie is like, injected with zombie juice (idk) and i cant find it anywhere!! they&#039;ve been separated and vic dies and richie injected eddie with zombie stuff too agh
<p><b><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F14606451%2Fchapters%2F33759789&amp;t=OGY3MjY4OTBjMWM4N2MzNzhhMWIzMThkNjZhNzJhNDg1YzY1NjAxOSw0YmNmMWQxNjM3ODQwYjMxMTcxMWIxNDZkZjFlY2M1MTM4ODBmN2Y4">Just Survive Somehow</a></b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p><p><i>When the world ended, and the dead rose to eat the living, it turned into kill or be killed, but how do you survive when the creatures around you are constantly evolving?</i></p><p>Let us know if you need help finding a fic.</p>
Tags: 
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Reddit or stenbrough with love and from grief please!!! I&rsquo;d literally dieee! 💛💛💛💛 thanks love
<p>hey!! i did reddie bc im not really that into stenbrough lol (if anyone’s curious, the ships i’m most comfortable writing for are in <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/174071443652/about">my about</a>)</p>
<p>okay so. i wasn’t originally gonna go there but then,, i did lol</p>
<p><b>warning:</b> angst, major character death</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 351</p>
<p>Richie’s chest felt like it was
caving in. He didn’t hear any of the others, didn’t register the blood
dampening his clothes or the fact that It may still be out there, that It might
not be dead. He couldn’t think about any of that, not with the love of his life
bleeding to death in his arms. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/178710360292/reddit-or-stenbrough-with-love-and-from-grief" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic recs, damn tho dude
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Can You Do Another Sex, Money, Murder Like A Part 2 (Riche And Eddie)REDDIE
<p>Hey! I didn’t write that fic- that was the brilliant <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a>. But she is planning on writing more! <br/></p>
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hi, I don&#039;t want to be annoying but can you do a part two of &ldquo;I can&rsquo;t believe you don&rsquo;t like Disney movies&rdquo;  reddie prompt???
<p>Hey! I’m going to assume you’re the same anon who asked before- yes! I will totally do a part 2 but I need some time. Right now, I’ve got 2 prompts for the reddie library I’m doing, general Halloween prompts and my IHH fic (plus my normal fics) so I’ve got a lot going on right now but I am definitely planning on it!</p><p>If you want to message me I can tag you when it’s done- it may be a bit. :) </p>
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What do the ratings mean? Like R, G and M, idk I&rsquo;m just new here and I don&rsquo;t get it, sorry if I&rsquo;m annoying ;)
<p>Hello! Here’s my (slightly long) answer: <br/></p><p>1) Asking questions in a polite way about something you’re curious about is absolutely never annoying! <br/></p><p>2) Welcome! New people are always exciting!</p><p>3) Most people rate their fics based on the AO3 rating system (you can see a long discussion of it <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tos_faq?language_id=en">here</a>).  <br/></p><p>G is for general audiences. No sex, no warnings, probably just fluff. T would be for teen audiences- maybe some making out, angst. M means mature so sex or other ‘adult’ things. I would say that R is the same as M (also nsfw). E is one step past M (think kinkier stuff). <br/></p><p>The exact differences between T &amp; M or M &amp; E varies from author to author. I usually throw an M on any type of sex (handjob, oral, actual sex) and then an E is when it’s more extreme (threesome, toys, kinks) but others rate things differently. <br/></p><p>As a note, ratings are different than warnings. People still tag warnings- like non consensual or drug abuse- and that’s different than the fic rating. <br/></p><p>I hope that helps! <br/></p>
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hello u wonderful being, maybe a silly question but do you read fics? and if u do, what&rsquo;re your favourites?
<p>nOT AT ALL SILLY QUESTION AT ALL HERE JUST Let me get my list,, (in no particular order) (there are a lot) (i’m assuming you mean it related? if not sorry but there’s too many) (i’m just linking the fics bc i’m on the phone &amp; this is hard enough okay) (tho i can later link the authors too if anyone really wants me to)</p><ul><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15744168">A Thousand Ways to Die on the Internet </a> </li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13944627">Spin for Me</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14310525">How To Make A Short, Angry, Low-key-Freaky Boy Fall In Love With Richie Tozier</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14670522">5555</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14160693">In-Between Lovers</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14505876"><span class="npf_color_chandler">Heart to Break</span></a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13424418">make me</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14326011">fellas, is it gay to jack a bro off?</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13978821">for blue skies</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/970302">We Aim to Please</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13901232">everything you and I have got (it takes so long to find)</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12730998"><span class="npf_color_chandler">Into the </span></a><span class="npf_color_chandler">Dark*</span></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13325904">Is there somewhere</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13442796">Young, Dumb &amp; Broke</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/911106">Closer</a>*</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12211449">I Heart Derry</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13530432">heaven isn’t too far away</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12373053">Zero Characters Left</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12519724">on pointe</a></li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15643245">ice cream habit</a></li></ul><p>the * ones either made me cry or made me fall in love,,</p>
Tags: this list!!, epic, go forth and read
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Hey.. hey.. you should tag me in The App.. pls and thanks
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I wanted to ask if I could be on the tag list for &ldquo;The App&rdquo; please❤️
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Slug: am-i-already-on-your-perm-tag-list
Reblog key: VB4Amu8x
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
am i already on your perm tag list?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="200" data-orig-width="356" data-tumblr-attribution="yourreactiongifs:jjKfzzzhxu5DrcjAf25xLg:ZMseho2CFC1IG"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/4000c87dcf944d45bd98ce0bad5318ce/tumblr_od6gu77PiT1tq4of6o1_400.gif" data-orig-height="200" data-orig-width="356"/></figure>
Tags: studpuffin

Post id: 178645784807
Date: Mon, 01 Oct 2018 16:17:44
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178645784807/can-you-please-tag-me-in-the-app-fic
Slug: can-you-please-tag-me-in-the-app-fic
Reblog key: xYZBQ7Lo
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
can you please tag me in The App fic? :)
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="296" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="imthehuman:rI46mpgcyBI6VXoxYr9dzQ:ZSLa0y25RRhQc"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/b551b25a8da76d9daa2a248f4f1eb973/tumblr_o63bse0d9G1qelqjto1_500.gif" data-orig-height="296" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>Of course! </p>
Tags: reddiepills

Post id: 178645698527
Date: Mon, 01 Oct 2018 16:14:30
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178645698527/id-like-to-be-on-the-app-tag-list-pls-adhdtozier
Slug: id-like-to-be-on-the-app-tag-list-pls-adhdtozier
Reblog key: qpdhJE4H
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
id like to be on the app tag list pls! -adhdtozier
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="250" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="jacularmetteld:YNK269aaBuOVLCB47g9UEw:ZzCzlx2PB-QK5"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/67cd0825500445929a16aa26dbaf396b/tumblr_ov3ap5ZX2h1qhwckoo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="250" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: petebparker

Post id: 178634552047
Date: Mon, 01 Oct 2018 08:30:13
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178634552047/can-i-please-get-tagged-in-the-app-fic
Slug: can-i-please-get-tagged-in-the-app-fic
Reblog key: 7C6O3xgi
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Can I please get tagged in The App fic?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="249" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="yourreactiongifs:jjKfzzzhxu5DrcjAf25xLg:ZMseho27TKqsp"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0642418b0dd4b2e632bc7da8beade87c/tumblr_o7ocltHBPe1tq4of6o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="249" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 178624582283
Date: Sun, 30 Sep 2018 23:00:32
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178624582283/can-u-draw-my-boy-mikey
Slug: can-u-draw-my-boy-mikey
Reblog key: ebOfNeLK
Reblog url: http://veganmikehanlon.tumblr.com/post/178426312068/can-u-draw-my-boy-mikey
Reblog name: veganmikehanlon
Can u draw my boy mikey?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="960"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f6e3fb4a3cfecfe28d5e1cabc33179cd/tumblr_pfkxy6esBG1thjpgf_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="960"/></figure><p>he looks nervous…maybe hes trying to gather up the courage to talk to a cute boy or sumthin</p>
Tags: mikkkeee, I love, fanart

Post id: 178619949677
Date: Sun, 30 Sep 2018 20:05:36
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178619949677/8-for-reddie-pls
Slug: 8-for-reddie-pls
Reblog key: nWwyXfPE
Reblog url: https://strange-reddie-loser.tumblr.com/post/178619642745/8-for-reddie-pls
Reblog name: strange-reddie-loser
8 for reddie pls!!!
<figure data-orig-width="1068" data-orig-height="1032" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/62369951497a0b9f4fce7af708806e81/tumblr_inline_pfvyisGBrY1rbfwut_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1068" data-orig-height="1032"/></figure><p>Can you believe it only took me like for-fucking-ever to do this? I had a couple of busy days, <strike>weeks, months, life honestly, trying to be an adult sucks, can I just like never graduate university and stay home drawing?</strike> Anyway… Hope you’re still somewhere around here anon, and that you like the drawing.</p><p>I’ve been trying using grayscale coloring lately, so this was just an excuse to keep experimenting, and tbh I’m quite satisfied -also, the lineart wasn’t as messy as ever so… Ten points for Ravenclaw for my effort?</p><p>I might take a while cuz that’s just who I am as a person, but if you want me to draw your favorite pair of losers with an unsuspected style <strike>consistent art style? sorry, we don’t know her</strike> then check <a href="http://sugarspiceandsuperheroes.tumblr.com/post/175793146569/i-told-myself-i-was-going-to-draw-this-summer-but">this</a> post and hit my ask with one of the numbers.</p>
Tags: reddie, fanart, I love

Post id: 178466423322
Date: Tue, 25 Sep 2018 21:24:24
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178466423322/since-bev-ended-up-being-the-shortest-of-every
Slug: since-bev-ended-up-being-the-shortest-of-every
Reblog key: HcDtEKfK
Reblog url: https://beepbeepbitchard.tumblr.com/post/178466029525/since-bev-ended-up-being-the-shortest-of-every
Reblog name: beepbeepbitchard
Since Bev ended up being the shortest of every one, do you ever think the boys just kinda tease her about the height difference (all in good spirit tho) and she always has some snarky but playful reply like &quot;I&#039;d strangle you if I could reach your neck&quot;. Or do you think they use their height to her advantage (like piggyback rides, helping her reach some stuff, etc?)
<p>YES. ALL OF THE YES.<br/></p><p>Y’know, I think Mike and Richie would accurately represent the two poles of Height Teasing.<br/></p>On a scale of “Oh, you~”…<br/><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1320" data-orig-width="898"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/ed3641e2559ebbabc02c1f442569256b/tumblr_inline_pexffbBQmU1qbnexk_540.png" data-orig-height="1320" data-orig-width="898"/></figure><p><b>…to this.</b></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2054" data-orig-width="1555"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/b5d54c1399d1a76d4dc46108ef2f9c4c/tumblr_inline_pexfrv7BQ01qbnexk_540.png" data-orig-height="2054" data-orig-width="1555"/></figure>
Tags: fanart, short bev, I love it

Post id: 178464076642
Date: Tue, 25 Sep 2018 19:53:38
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178464076642/hey-there-i-thought-you-might-be-interested-in
Slug: hey-there-i-thought-you-might-be-interested-in
Reblog key: 6jsTD6je
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
hey there! i thought you might be interested in joining the losers camp. our url is @loserscamp if you want to participate. thanks!
<p>Heyyyy what a cool idea! I probably can’t do it because of timing but other people should totally check it out! </p>
Tags: loser rpg, fun idea!, Anonymous

Post id: 178433599787
Date: Mon, 24 Sep 2018 21:22:52
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178433599787/bed-and-hair
Slug: bed-and-hair
Reblog key: uUvyrJeV
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Bed and Hair
<p>I already did Bed but just for you I’ll post another thing. This is from my prompt for the reddie library:</p><p>

 “Do you want to, um, sleep in my bed? That way if you have another one, I’ll be there.” 

<br/></p><p>Hair. From my IHH fic:</p><p>

They had a weird retro clown mask covering their face and a hoodie pulled tight to hide any hair

<br/></p><p>

<b><i>Send me a word WIP challenge. Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic. </i></b>

<br/></p>
Tags: thank youuu my dear, wife tag, WIP, pretty excited for the IHH fic, reddie-for-anything

Post id: 178433519172
Date: Mon, 24 Sep 2018 21:19:57
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178433519172/shine-for-the-wip-ask-game-cami
Slug: shine-for-the-wip-ask-game-cami
Reblog key: pNtTY3P3
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
&ldquo;shine&rdquo; for the WIP ask game? ✨💕 -cami
<p>Thank you! </p><p>From something that I’m currently calling ‘improved canon’ (creative I know):</p><p>

	Stan still didn’t remember who Mike was, or what he looked like, but he remembered the feeling, a bright, shining smile and the happiness that the name held for him. 

<br/></p><p>

<b><i>Send me a word WIP challenge. Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic. </i></b>

<br/></p>
Tags: pretty excited for this fic, whenever I get my butt in gear and write it, WIP, Anonymous

Post id: 178432275697
Date: Mon, 24 Sep 2018 20:34:22
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178432275697/cute-and-bed-for-the-wip-thing
Slug: cute-and-bed-for-the-wip-thing
Reblog key: QgmbXpFP
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
&#039;cute&#039; and &#039;bed&#039; for the wip thing ❤✨
<p>Cute (from a prompt fill for the reddie library):</p><p>

“You with babies, I can’t imagine anything cuter.” 

<br/></p><p>Bed (from a 2 shot I haven’t posted yet):</p><p>

	Richie shrugged. “What else is there to do? Cuddle a koala? Stalk my ex? Wallow? Fuck that. I would like some revenge though, maybe I’ll put a scorpion in her bed or something.” 

<br/></p><p><b>

<i>Send me a word WIP challenge. Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic. </i>

<br/></b></p>
Tags: thank youuuu, wife tag, WIP, I'm super excited about both of these fics, jem-carstairs-is-perfection

Post id: 178432093827
Date: Mon, 24 Sep 2018 20:27:21
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178432093827/moan-for-the-word-thingyyyyy-you-know-what-i
Slug: moan-for-the-word-thingyyyyy-you-know-what-i
Reblog key: laaftJB8
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
moan - for the word thingyyyyy, you know what i want.
<p>I love you, thank you for having no chill. This is from a smut 1 shot I’m working on:</p><p>

He imagined it, his lips on that cock. A moan escaped him as he thought about it, finally slipping his hand under his pants.<b> </b>

<br/></p><p><b><br/></b></p><p><b>

<i>Send me a word WIP challenge. Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic. </i>

<br/></b></p>
Tags: otp tag, WIPs, smut time, richardtoz

Post id: 178431832687
Date: Mon, 24 Sep 2018 20:17:27
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178431832687/richie-is-one-of-those-people-that-when-in-a
Slug: richie-is-one-of-those-people-that-when-in-a
Reblog key: fdVVn3zr
Reblog url: https://strange-reddie-loser.tumblr.com/post/178431450525/richie-is-one-of-those-people-that-when-in-a
Reblog name: strange-reddie-loser
richie is one of those people that when in a relationship, he&#039;s no longer singular, it&#039;s always &#039;us, ours, we&#039;. he stands up in class and says, &#039;we have to use the bathroom&#039; as he drags eddie away by the hand
<p>lucy this is valid af like richie, the poor bi disaster, is no longer alone bc he got his precious boyfriend to help him thru everything even if it’s just waiting outside the bathroom</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 178428681927
Date: Mon, 24 Sep 2018 18:17:35
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178428681927/sweet-for-the-wip-game
Slug: sweet-for-the-wip-game
Reblog key: pvpEEgA7
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
&quot;sweet&quot; for the wip game!
<p>This is from ‘Power Me Up’: </p><p>

“What exactly are you planning on eating there Eds?” Richie asked as Eddie pressed his tongue flat against Richie’s thigh and licked the sweet cream up, alternating between that and small kitten licks. </p><p><br/></p><p><i>

Send me a word WIP challenge. Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic.

</i><br/></p>
Tags: thanks for the ask!, WIP game, have some NSFW, hanscom

Post id: 178426933917
Date: Mon, 24 Sep 2018 17:14:01
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178426933917/gdysggyggg-mike-is-so-cute-can-you-draw-eddie
Slug: gdysggyggg-mike-is-so-cute-can-you-draw-eddie
Reblog key: PranLxd4
Reblog url: https://vanilluna.tumblr.com/post/178426871812/gdysggyggg-mike-is-so-cute-can-you-draw-eddie
Reblog name: vanilluna
Gdysggyggg MIKE IS SO CUTE!!! Can you draw eddie?
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="425" data-orig-width="1242"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1a769d8a1d9c701852d83f1048234fba/tumblr_pfkyy49kqI1thjpgf_540.jpg" data-orig-height="425" data-orig-width="1242"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="960"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8e690b48107097f462981d43ecaf1378/tumblr_pfkyy59GgF1thjpgf_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="960"/></figure><p>hes judging you</p>
Tags: fanart, eddie

Post id: 178543920277
Date: Fri, 28 Sep 2018 10:46:30
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178543920277/did-you-know-someone-stole-you-zombie-au-idea
Slug: did-you-know-someone-stole-you-zombie-au-idea
Reblog key: Xh20I8AX
Reblog url: http://aizeninlefox.tumblr.com/post/178522268048/did-you-know-someone-stole-you-zombie-au-idea
Reblog name: aizeninlefox
did you know someone stole you zombie au idea? their name is stud-something?
<p>Aight you know what? I’ve been sitting on this inbox for a while because I hate getting involved in shit like this but as I’ve had a few of these I’m here to tell you that I do <i>not </i>in fact <i>own </i>the idea of a zombie au contrary to what you seem to believe. People can write if they want to I’m not about to bite their fucking head off.</p><p>Secondly <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> happens to be a very good friend of mine after all of a couple of weeks of talking and I’m going to just throw this out there:</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="566" data-orig-width="502"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/d3ff2955a6675a28f8cc865cca078d4a/tumblr_inline_pfqhel3LC21rfcv0b_540.png" data-orig-height="566" data-orig-width="502"/></figure><p>Please learn the difference between me inspiring someone to write a particular type of au because you made it sound like she’s flat out just taken my whole thing.</p><p>Which no. They’re completely different. Hers is more of a classical zombie type thing and <i><b>I fucking love it</b>.</i> I will stan the fuck out of her and her au because it’s <i>awesome </i>and <i style="font-weight: bold;">she </i>is awesome.</p><p>Stop trying to fucking get someone in shit with me just because they write they same kind of au I did. Stop making it sound like she ripped my whole work from ao3 and reposted it or something.</p><p>Say it with me. </p><p><b>Stanleigh the great Starleigh does not own the idea of a Zombie AU. The only thing she owns is the plot of her own version of one. Anyone can write one if they want to.</b></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 178498171317
Date: Wed, 26 Sep 2018 21:01:16
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178498171317/question-when-people-leave-their-tumblr-on-a-fic
Slug: question-when-people-leave-their-tumblr-on-a-fic
Reblog key: SiUDsuDh
Reblog url: http://toast-the-unknowing.tumblr.com/post/178498027840/question-when-people-leave-their-tumblr-on-a-fic
Reblog name: toast-the-unknowing
Question: when people leave their tumblr on a fic, do they *really* want readers to talk to them? I don&#039;t know... i&#039;ve thought about doing it before but it&#039;s always seemed kind of strange to just go up and be some stranger sending messages to someone on tumblr. Especially if their fic is old. Like is there a time limit on those sort of &quot;feel free to talk to me about _fanbase_! i&#039;m at _url_&quot; things in A/Ns? It would be weird to get messages like a year after posting it, right?
<p>Nope. It would not be weird at all. </p><p>Writers love the stories they’ve written sort of like children. They were created with love and each one has a special place in their heart. They’d very likely love to talk to you about their story or their writing in general whenever you happen to see it. </p><p>There’s really no time limit on giving your encouragement and support to your favorite writers.</p><p>–Mod M</p>
Tags: this is so fucking accurate, everyone out here fangirling over everyone else

Post id: 178497180807
Date: Wed, 26 Sep 2018 20:21:38
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178497180807/look-we-all-know-i-stan-war-dogs-like
Slug: look-we-all-know-i-stan-war-dogs-like
Reblog key: PfUHqOod
Reblog url: https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/178496592526/look-we-all-know-i-stan-war-dogs-like
Reblog name: reddie-for-anything
Look, we all know I stan War Dogs. Like, unreasonably so, but my fav might be Delivery Charge. What a fucking romp.
<p><i>Amelia: War Dogs #1 fan</i></p><p>Ahh thank you Delivery Charge was super fun to write! Thank you for giving me the prompt to make it happen. &lt;3 &lt;3 &lt;3</p><p><a href="http://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/ask">Feed my Ego and Tell We Which Fic of Mine is your Fav</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 178496995772
Date: Wed, 26 Sep 2018 20:14:06
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178496995772/timer
Slug: timer
Reblog key: eaZVbntW
Reblog url: https://stalll-me.tumblr.com/post/178495781000/timer
Reblog name: stalll-me
💙+ Timer
<p><i>Twenty two days. Six hours. Forty three minutes. Nine seconds.</i></p>
<p><i>Twenty two days. Six hours. Forty three minutes. Eight seconds.</i></p>
<p><i>Twenty two days. Six hours. Forty three minutes. Seven seconds.</i></p>
<p>“Mr. Kaspbrak!”</p> <p><a href="http://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/178494165504/timer" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic recs!, they're so cute!, soulmate AU

Post id: 178496754422
Date: Wed, 26 Sep 2018 20:04:14
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178496754422/hardcore-13-14-stozier-bottom-richie-if
Slug: hardcore-13-14-stozier-bottom-richie-if
Reblog key: rBVdUnn7
Reblog url: http://italiangirlwithanenglishheart.tumblr.com/post/178495867662/hardcore-13-14-stozier-bottom-richie-if
Reblog name: italiangirlwithanenglishheart
Hardcore: 13 &amp; 14 - Stozier (bottom Richie) If that&rsquo;s okay, thank you, lots of love!!!
<p>Just letting everyone know these won’t be SUPER long because I have a few requests to get through, but I hope you like them none the less!</p> <p><a href="http://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/178495362864/hardcore-13-14-stozier-bottom-richie-if" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stozier, super nsfw, bottom richie 2018

Post id: 178496417897
Date: Wed, 26 Sep 2018 19:50:07
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178496417897/oh-gosh-okay-i-love-grow-through-dirt-and
Slug: oh-gosh-okay-i-love-grow-through-dirt-and
Reblog key: oIBzUAu5
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Oh gosh, okay. I love Grow Through Dirt! And Saturday the 14th and Versions of the Same Mask have been really fun too. Chapter Nine for VOTSM...oh jeez, what&rsquo;s going to happen NEXT?!?!?! Ahh!!! You have a knack for coming up with great projects! ❤️
<p>Ahhh, thank you!!! I loved Grow Through Dirt, my little Stanlon fic.  And I’m like you like the others! (especially Versions after the last chap!) </p><p><br/></p><p>

<i>Tell me what fic of mine is your favorite!</i>

<br/></p>
Tags: thank yoouuuu, this was so lovely!, megelizabethvh

Post id: 178493457887
Date: Wed, 26 Sep 2018 17:47:04
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178493457887/amelia-how-long-have-we-been-friends-now-every
Slug: amelia-how-long-have-we-been-friends-now-every
Reblog key: xRgLHOG9
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Amelia. How long have we been friends now? Every time I go through your archive I find another fic you&#039;ve written that I was in love with bit didn&#039;t register it was you. You fucking wrote Three Third Date Rule and You Get A Lifetime????? Fuck me up, man. Anyway, it super hard to pick a favorite? I was gonna come in here and say Saturday the 14th just because of how invested I am in it/how fun it is. You make this difficult. Plot twist, we&#039;re going with Home is Wherever I&#039;m with you.
<p>God, what a hype woman. I love you. </p><p>And I know you’re not only invested because you were in it :) But thank you for picking my  (other) soft domestic reddie fic. I love them.</p><p><br/></p><p>

<i>Tell me what fic of mine is your favorite!</i>

<br/></p>
Tags: love me a good plot twist, and a good wife, thank you for this!, reddie-for-anything

Post id: 178493304832
Date: Wed, 26 Sep 2018 17:40:41
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178493304832/the-third-date-rule-is-my-favorite-it-was-the
Slug: the-third-date-rule-is-my-favorite-it-was-the
Reblog key: FBvyMti1
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
&#039;the third date rule&#039; is my favorite! It was the first one I read by you and I still go back and read it sometimes because it&#039;s so lovely and well done! xo
<p>Ahhh!!! Thank you!! I adore that fic- Eddie owning a B&amp;B is still one of my fav things ever. </p><p>

<i>Tell me what fic of mine is your favorite!</i>

<br/></p>
Tags: and Eddie having a three date rule, it was a hot fic, I'm still kinda proud of it, hanscom

Post id: 178492943507
Date: Wed, 26 Sep 2018 17:26:28
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178492943507/first-of-all-i-love-everything-that-you-write-but
Slug: first-of-all-i-love-everything-that-you-write-but
Reblog key: Cm936pVB
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
First of all, I love everything that you write but I have to say my favorite fic of yours is &#039;Georgie has two daddies&#039; ❤❤❤  It was thanks to this fic that I discovered you and I just love the story so so much!  Also, &#039;This safe place&#039; is a close second because I live for fake dating AUs!
<p>Aww thank you!!! You’re the best. &lt;3 &lt;3 My little domestic reddie that was supposed to be 4 chaps is one of my favs too. </p><p><br/></p><p><i>Tell me what fic of mine is your favorite!</i></p>
Tags: Love domestic reddie, and I won't apologize, wife tag, jem-carstairs-is-perfection
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<p>
Hey! Thank you!! <i><b><br/></b></i></p><p><i><b>Neptune-</b></i> Describe yourself in one sentence. <br/></p><p>Chaotic Neutral, trying really hard to become a grifter or professional podcast host, generally doesn’t know when to shut up. <br/></p><p>
<i><b>Aquila-</b></i> Do you prefer to read books or watch movies? </p><p>Generally I like books more, because then I do the world building. But I’m also a movie buff so, both? <br/></p><p>
<i><b>Leo-</b></i> If you could change the way any movie was made, which movie would you change? <br/></p><p>Ever heard of Avatar the last Airbender? Just…all of it. All of that hot mess. (I’m pulling for you netflix)<br/></p>
Tags: come on netflix, I mean, it cant be worse, right?, I hope, Im not holding my breath
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Stanlon and Stan is cold so Mike offers to warm him up
<p>This is my first time writing anything that isn’t reddie and I hope I was able to so Stanlon justice. Enjoy this fluff, fluff and more fluff, Amelia, darling ❤️<br/></p><hr><h2>Warm You Up</h2><p><b>Word count: </b>3,687</p><p><b>Pairing: </b>Stanlon</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16035134"><b>Read on AO3</b></a></p><p><b></b></p><p>“I’m going to kill Richie.” Stan said through gritted, chattering teeth. He had two thick blankets wrapped around himself and was curled up in the couch in front of the fireplace. Mike was currently kneeling in front of it, using a fire poke to move the logs around and keep the fire burning. “I hate him.”</p><p>“No, you don’t.” Mike said, laughter evident in his voice. “He is your best friend.”</p><p>“He is an idiot.” Stan said before blowing air on his hands, trying to get them to warm up. </p><p>Mike snorted. “He is, but he is our idiot.”</p><p>Stan huffed, and his breath was visible due to the cold air of the night. The seven of them had driven up to the Denbrough’s lake house for Labor Day Weekend. They had arrived Saturday afternoon and had decided to have a bonfire that night. Bill and Bev had just turned 21 and they made good use of their newly earned IDs to buy plenty of alcohol for the seven of them. They had been drinking for a while when Richie had suggested they played ‘truth or dare’, which would explain why they all agreed with him. It had all gone downhill from there. </p><p>After roughly a decade of knowing each other, they knew better than to back down from any dare, which led to Stan going into the freezing lake in the middle of the night,  in just his underwear and having to stay there for ten minutes after Richie dared him to. </p><p>Once the ten minutes were up, Stan had strolled out from the lake, soaking wet and shivering, shoved Richie to the ground as he walked by him on his way to the house and flipped his friends off over his shoulder when they laughed and carried on drinking and playing. All of them, except for Mike. </p><p>Mike had followed him inside and while Stan changed into dry clothes, he had grabbed some blankets from the closet and started the fire inside so that when Stan came downstairs, the living room wasn’t as cold. But despite Mike’s efforts, Stan hadn’t been able to warm up just yet, and he blamed Richie for that.</p><p>“You could’ve said no to him, you know.” Mike said, joining Stan on the couch. He was only wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt, completely unbothered by the cold. Then again, he hadn’t been forced into a freezing lake by one of their friends. </p><p>“Richie wouldn’t have let me live it down, ever.” Stan said, lifting his feet from the cold floor and crossing his legs on the couch. He wrapped the blankets tighter around himself, until he looked like a human burrito, which made Mike laugh fondly at him. </p><p>“You’re always blaming Richie for his terrible ideas, but you tend to go along with them, Stan.” Mike said, turning to face Stan, placing an arm on the back of the couch and supporting his head on it. </p><p>Stan glared at Mike with absolutely no heat behind it. “I am not to blame for Richie’s idiocy.”</p><p>“If you say so.” Mike said, clearly unconvinced. He had his head tilted to the side and he was intently staring at Stan, so much that he noticed. </p><p>“Is there something on my head?” </p><p>“Huh?”</p><p>Stan chuckled. “You’re staring at my head. Do I have something on it?” </p><p>“Oh.” Mike shook his head, trying to clear it from whatever he had been thinking about after Stan abruptly pulled him out of his thoughts. “You don’t. It’s just, your hair, it’s- it’s still wet and starting to curl at the ends.” Mike explained, nervously rubbing the back of his neck with his hand. “It’s cute.”</p><p>Stan’s eyes widened and he felt himself start to blush, the cold made his skin paler than usual and he knew his blush was even more evident that way. Embarrassed that Mike would notice, he grabbed the blankets and used them to cover most of his face, leaving only his eyes for Mike to see. </p><p>“Oh. Thanks, Mike.” He muttered from behind the blankets. Mike simply smiled at him and Stan could swear he saw a small blush appear on his own face. </p><p>They sat there in silence for a while. They could hear their friends talking and laughing outside. At one point, Stan heard Richie dare Bill to climb a tree with his eyes blindfolded, he didn’t hear Bill’s answer but he must have accepted because the next thing he heard was someone falling to the ground and groaning in pain. Their friends erupted into laughter and Stan and Mike couldn’t help but do it too.</p><p>“I don’t understand why we still let Richie come up with the dares.” Mike said, shaking his head. </p><p>“Would you rather it was Ben who came up with them?” Stan said, snorting. “What was it that he dared you to do? Eat five s’mores at once?”</p><p>Mike laughed out loud. “That was a dangerous dare too! I could’ve choked!”</p><p>“No way! I’ve seen you fit more than that into your mouth.” Stan said, smirking. Immediately, Mike’s eyes widened and he choked on his spit, which made Stan realize just how bad what he said had sounded. Now it was his turn to choke on his words. “I mean- I didn’t. I was talking about last Thanksgiving, with the pumpkin pie and-” He sighed and this time, he brought the blankets all the way up, until they covered his entire head. “I’ll just stay here, if you don’t mind.”</p><p>He heard Mike laugh and he felt the couch shift as he scooted closer to Stan. He didn’t say anything for a while and Stan could feel himself suffocating under there. Not from the heat, because he was still cold, but from the embarrassment he only ever felt when it came to Mike. The friend he had been crushing on for a little over half a decade. </p><p>It had started when they were fifteen, a year after the losers met Mike and when they started spending more time together. Even when it was the seven of them, Stan would always find himself gravitating towards Mike, without him even noticing it. Soon that turned into something more and Stan found himself wanting to be with Mike all the time, missing him when he wasn’t around, getting jealous when the girls in Derry stared at him for too long and wondering what it would be like to give in to his wishes and finally kiss Mike. </p><p>Stan struggled for years, with all those feelings and his doubts over whether Mike felt the same way- Richie told him there was nothing to worry about on that matter, because even if Stan talked shit about him, Richie was his best friend and the only one he trusted enough to talk to about Mike- and whether he should make a move or just bottle those feelings up, not knowing if taking a chance was worth risking his friendship with Mike. </p><p>And now, almost six years after it all started, Stan still hadn’t figured out the answer to that question. They had come close to crossing that line more than once during that time, which convinced Stan that Mike had at least toyed with the idea of the two of them being together at least once, but nothing ever happened. Stan didn’t know if someday, something would happen, but what he did know was that it was harder and harder to back down each time. </p><p>“Stan?” Mike asked, and he placed his hand on Stan’s knee, or at least tried to because he ended up touching his foot instead, not that he noticed. “Are you alive under there?”  </p><p>Stan sighed, and he came out from under the blankets, starting to shiver again once the cold air from the room hit his face again. </p><p>“You haven’t warmed up yet?” </p><p>“No.” Stan sighed, and tried to stand up. “I think I’m gonna head upstairs, maybe an extra blanket will do the trick.”</p><p>Mike’s smile fell, not wanting Stan go to his room. He started toying with the lace cord from his sweatpants. “It will be freezing upstairs, without the fireplace.” </p><p>“Well, this one isn’t really working.” </p><p>“I don’t know. I feel pretty warm myself.” Mike said, shrugging. </p><p>“That’s because you weren’t freezing to begin with.”</p><p>Mike nodded in agreement. He cocked his head to the side, studying Stan. An idea seemed to occur to him and he grabbed the blankets and unwrapped them from around Stan.  </p><p>“What are you doing?” Stan asked, raising an eyebrow at Mike. “That’s the opposite of what you should be doing.” </p><p>“Clearly the blankets aren’t doing the trick either.” Mike said, tossing them to the ground. “Which is why I am going to warm you up.”</p><p>Stan’s eyes widened and his eyebrows disappeared behind his hairline. “You- what?”</p><p>“I’m warming you up.” Mike said. Then he manhandled Stan so that his head was tucked under Mike’s chin and Mike’s arms were wrapped around Stan’s shoulders. </p><p>Stan was frozen and this time it had nothing to do with the cold. Mike was really warm and everywhere his skin touched Stan’s, he felt goosebumps appear, especially when he started rubbing his hands against Stan’s cold arms. </p><p>When Stan didn’t move and he didn’t say anything either, Mike cleared his throat, his demeanor turning nervous. “This isn’t weird or anything, is it?” </p><p>“Uh-”</p><p>“It is, right? I’m sorry I-” Mike tried to back away and untangle himself from Stan but he was stopped by Stan wrapping his arms around his waist. </p><p>“No!” He said. “I mean- it’s okay and you’re warm, so just- let’s just stay here.”</p><p>Mike didn’t respond, but he wrapped his arms tighter around Stan as well and resumed rubbing his hands against his arms. At first, the gesture was only meant to try and warm Stan up, but then it turned into more of a caress as Mike’s fingers lazily dragged on the skin of Stan’s arms, sending shivers up and down his spine. </p><p>“Is it working?” Mike asked after a while. </p><p>“Huh?” Stan asked, feeling himself drifting off to sleep in the comfort and warmth of Mike’s arms. </p><p>Mike chuckled. “Are you not cold anymore?”</p><p>“I’m getting there.” Stan said, not wanting Mike to let go of him just yet. He worried that if he said he was already starting to warm up, then that’s what would happen. “Can we stay like this for a while?”</p><p>“Of course, Stan.” Mike said, pulling Stan even closer to him.</p><p>They had hugged before, of course, but they had never stayed pressed together like this for that long. It drove Stan crazy, especially knowing that if he tilted his head up just the right amount he could press his lips against Mike’s in a kiss that was a long time coming. </p><p>Stan didn’t know if it was the alcohol he had had earlier or the hypothermia that had slowed down the blood flow to his brain but he found himself asking Mike, “Truth or dare?” </p><p>“Seriously?” Mike said, letting out a chuckle, no doubt thinking Stan was only joking. </p><p>“Seriously, Mike, truth or dare?” </p><p>“Alright. Truth.” </p><p>Again, Stan’s mouth moved before his brain could register what he was saying. “Do you have a crush on someone?” </p><p>Pressed closed together to Mike as he was, Stan could notice the question made him tense up. “I- uh. Where is this coming from?” </p><p>“Hey, you can’t do that.” Stan said. “You have to answer the question.”</p><p>Mike sighed. “Fine, yes I do. I have for a while.”</p><p>“Who is it?”</p><p>Mike let out a breathy chuckle. “That’s not how this works, Stan, you know that.” </p><p>Stan groaned. “Fine. It’s your turn then.”</p><p>“Truth or dare, Stan?”</p><p>“Dare.”</p><p>“Dare?” Mike asked, surprised. “I thought you would’ve learned by now.”</p><p>Stan snorted, rolling his eyes, even if Mike couldn’t see it. “I’m still friends with Richie after all these years, clearly I never learn.”</p><p>“True.” Mike laughed, then he got serious and cleared his throat nervously. “Okay, so. I… dare you to…” He trailed off, thinking on how to finish that sentence, “Guess who I have a crush on.”</p><p>Stan frowned, he had expected Mike to dare him to say who he liked or something like that and he hadn’t been prepared for that, but he hadn’t been prepared for this either, because now, he had to list the names of all of their friends, pretending like he didn’t want to just say his name and get the answer he had been hoping to hear for six years. </p><p>“Come on, go ahead, Stan.”</p><p>“Do I get a hint?”</p><p>“Like what?”</p><p>“Is it a boy? A girl? Do I know them?”</p><p>Mike chuckled and Stan could feel his chest shake under his head. “Again, that’s not how it works but I’ll let you get away with it. It’s a boy and you do know them, very well in fact.”</p><p>“Alright. Is it Richie? Please, tell me it’s not Richie. I can deal with Eddie being in love with him but two of my friends? I just can’t.” Stan said, he knew he was beating around the bush, avoiding to face what he had started in the first place, but he couldn’t help it. </p><p>“It’s not Richie.”</p><p>“Okay, then. Eddie? Let me tell you, that’s a bad idea. Richie would kill you.”</p><p>“Not Eddie, either.”</p><p>“Well, it’s definitely not Bev, so Ben?”</p><p>“Stan-”</p><p>“So, not Ben either.” Stan said, cutting in. He knew he was running out of names and out of excuses not to say his, he could feel his hands start to sweat and his heart starting to beat rapidly. “It must be Bill then.”</p><p>Mike sighed and he moved back, just enough to be able to look Stan in the eye, or at least he would have if Stan wasn’t refusing to look at him. “It’s not Bill.” </p><p>“Then I don’t-”</p><p>“Stan-”</p><p>“I don’t know-”</p><p>“Yes, you do.”</p><p>Stan sighed and finally looked up at Mike, who was intently staring at him, willing Stan to say what the two of them were too afraid to admit after years of keeping it all bottled up. The same look was reflected in Stan’s eyes, both of them desperate to finally take the leap they had been avoiding for so long. </p><p>Swallowing the lump in his throat, Stan took a deep breath and with a small voice, he said, “Me?” </p><p>Mike smiled, and he let go of Stan’s shoulders in favor of tucking one of his curls behind his ear and cradling his face in his hands. Once Stan’s eyes met his, Mike nodded, answering his question. Then he said, “It’s my turn now.” </p><p>“What?” Stan tilted his head to the side, confused, Mike’s hands still warmly holding his face. “Oh. Uh. Truth or dare?”</p><p>“Dare.” </p><p>And Stan must have gotten all of his courage back because he took a deep breath and said, “I dare you to kiss me.”</p><p>Mike smiled and Stan had a split second to smile back, a sweet soft smile, before Mike was swooping in and kissing him. It started as nothing more than a press of lips but it had Stan’s stomach fluttering with butterflies and grasping Mike’s t-shirt tightly, desperate to be closer to him, now that he was allowed to show just how much he wanted it. Mike came willingly, and soon enough there was little to no space between them. </p><p>Mike deepened the kiss and Stan responded quickly, basking in on the fact that he was finally kissing the man he had been crushing on for years. They slowed down their kissing and Mike pulled back, only enough so that they could look each other in the eyes. </p><p>“Truth or dare?” Mike asked, drawing small circles on Stan’s cheekbones with his thumbs.</p><p>“Oh, so we’re still doing this?” Stan said, raising an eyebrow. </p><p>“Humor me, Stan.” Mike said, rolling his eyes good naturedly. </p><p>“Fine. Truth, then.”</p><p>“Have you waited for that kiss for as long as I have?”</p><p>“How long is that exactly?” </p><p>Mike sighed and dropped his forehead on Stan’s, letting out a chuckle. “You really don’t know how this game works, do you?” Stan laughed, eyes crinkling in the corners and Mike smoothed them down with his thumbs, enjoying the sound of Stan’s laughter. Mike leaned in and Stan noticed how he stopped himself mid-way as if he wasn’t sure if he could kiss Stan whenever he wanted. Stan wasn’t having none of that. He met Mike half-way in a soft kiss that lasted long enough for their friends to walk in on them. </p><p>“So this is what you two had been up to in here!” Bev said, throwing the front door open and walking inside, Bill’s arm thrown around her shoulder.</p><p>Mike and Stan jumped apart, both blushing furiously just as Ben, Eddie and Richie walked inside too. </p><p>“Why do you two look like you were just caught making out?” Richie asked, adjusting the glasses on his face. It took him a moment to put two and two together and when he did, his eyes widened comically. “Holy shit! Fuck! Holy fucking shit!”</p><p>“Rich.” Eddie muttered, hitting Richie lightly on the chest. </p><p>“Don’t ‘Rich’ me, Eds!” He said, then looked around at all of his friends’ faces, noticing there wasn’t anyone who was reacting the same as him. Bev was smirking knowingly, Ben seemed confused, Eddie was glaring half heartedly at Richie and Bill had his eyes closed, passed out on Bev’s shoulder. “Why am I the only one reacting to this?” </p><p>“Reacting to what?” Ben asked, scrunching up his nose. </p><p>Richie sighed. “Aw, my sweet innocent Ben.” He said, ruffling Ben’s hair. He pointed at Stan and Mike, still sitting on the couch, averting their eyes and trying to get their blush under control. “Reacting to the fact that these two oblivious idiots finally, fucking finally got their head out of their asses and got together!”</p><p>“What? Wait!” Ben asked, eyes widening and jaw dropping open. He turned that expression to Stan and Mike. “You like each other?!” </p><p>Richie face palmed, Bev and Eddie bursted into laughter and even Bill let out a chuckle, not even opening his eyes. </p><p>Mike snorted, shaking his head in amusement at his friend’s obliviousness. “Yes, Ben.” He said and then turning to look at Stan with a soft expression on his face and holding his hand on the couch, he said, “I like Stan.”</p><p>Stan smiled at him, squeezing his hand and opened his mouth to say something, but Richie beat him to it. “Aww Stan the man is blushing! Come on Ben, don’t tell me you never noticed that he turns into a tomato whenever Mike is around.”</p><p>The comment made Stan blush even more and he glared at Richie. “Beep beep, Trashmouth.” He said, then pointed an accusatory finger at him with the hand that wasn’t still holding Mike’s. “You’re on thin fucking ice after the lake thing.”</p><p>“That was on you, Staniel. No one forced you to do it.” Richie said. “Besides, it would seem that it helped you two get your shit together.” He smiled smugly, infuriating Stan. </p><p>“Shut up, you didn’t make this happen!” Stan said, not letting Richie get the credit. He saw Mike stifle a laugh behind his hand. </p><p>“Yes, I did!” </p><p>“No, you didn’t!”</p><p>“Yes, I fucking did!” </p><p>“Yes, he fucking did!” Bill yelled out of the blue, before dropping his head once again on Bev’s shoulder. </p><p>Stan and Mike raised their eyebrows at him, surprised by his outburst, Bev just shrugged it off. “He’s just drunk. And I’m pretty sure he also has a concussion. Ignore him, ignore us.” She said, trying to get Bill to cooperate and get them all moving and out of the living room. “Keep doing what you were doing. Congratulations and fucking finally and all that.” Then she dragged Bill upstairs with a little help from Ben, who was still in shock from his discovery. </p><p>Richie tried to argue, no doubt looking to convince Stan that he was in fact responsible for him and Mike finally getting together, but Eddie grabbed his hand and dragged him along with the others. They could hear Richie muttering under his breath and Eddie laughing at his friend’s stubbornness. </p><p>“I like you too, by the way, Mike.” Stan said, once it was just the two of them in the living room. “I have for a long time.”</p><p>“Oh yeah?” Mike asked, with a chuckle. “For how long?</p><p>“Too long. You can ask Richie.” Stan said, then he scrunched up his nose. “Actually don’t. It’s humiliating.”</p><p>“Only if you don’t ask Bill.” </p><p>Stan groaned, dropping his head against Mike’s shoulder. “We’re so embarrassing.” </p><p>“Only a little.” Mike said, laughing and running his hand through Stan’s curls. “I can’t believe it took us so long to get our shit together.”</p><p>“I can. As much as I hate to admit it, Richie is right. We are oblivious idiots.” </p><p>Mike let out a laugh and kissed Stan’s head. “You know what else Richie is right about?”</p><p>Stan lifted his head, cocking his head to the side. “”What?”</p><p>“He is in part responsible for this happening.” </p><p>“Don’t let him hear you say that.” He said, letting out a laugh, but he had to accept that Mike was right. If it hadn’t been for Richie giving him that stupid dare, the two of them might not have admitted their feelings and finally kissed. </p><p>His face must have shown that and Richie must have had some sixth sense when it came to Stan because they heard him yell from his and Eddie’s room, “I told you! You fucking owe me, Stan!” followed by a groan of pain after Eddie most likely hit him again. </p><p>Stan rolled his eyes, Richie was never going to let that go, but seeing Mike laughing, nose scrunched up adorably and feeling him lace their fingers together in their lap, he figured Richie could ask for whatever he wanted in return and it would be worth it. </p><p>Having Mike was definitely worth it. </p><hr><p><b>Tag list: </b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mnAh3bkzb1iHs-5JWVEuZ-A">@daddyphantomtbh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw">@yes-dillman-yes</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw">@beepbeeprichiellc</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw">@lemonaayyee</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A">@pennys-pet-kitty</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA">@sam-i-am2468</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg">@nicoperryy</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a></p>
Tags: ahhhhh, Stanlon, fluff, so perfect and cute

Post id: 178223408977
Date: Tue, 18 Sep 2018 15:27:19
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178223408977/protostar-cancer-uranus
Slug: protostar-cancer-uranus
Reblog key: zPEaEC3U
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Protostar, Cancer, Uranus
<p>

<i><b>Protostar-</b></i> Give a random fact about yourself.  

<br/></p><p>My favorite dinosaur is a Scutosaurus.</p><p>

<i><b>Cancer-</b></i> How do you want to be remembered? 

<br/></p><p>Here lies Amelia, she had a shit ton of funkos and loved a good pun. </p><p>

<i><b>Uranus-</b></i> What would you say is your greatest achievement? 

<br/></p><p>Probably doing law school while working full time (nothing like a few years of being permanently stressed). </p><p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178221513507/space-asks">Ask me a space question</a></p>
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Tags: love it!, feel like he's just seen a pissed Richie with a baseball bat, fanart

Post id: 178366931523
Date: Sat, 22 Sep 2018 23:00:47
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178366931523/favorite-memory-with-eds
Slug: favorite-memory-with-eds
Reblog key: WRo9gVJm
Reblog url: https://amylee1018.tumblr.com/post/178317045443/favorite-memory-with-eds
Reblog name: amylee1018
Favorite memory with Eds&iquest;
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="449" data-orig-width="501"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/636357ac2b287cd5f747b5fa664bcf7d/tumblr_inline_pfetzben2X1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="449" data-orig-width="501"/></figure><p>This might sound odd, but I love the day where Eddie broke Henry Bowers’s nose. For anyone who knows Eddie he can be a little feisty. And sure, Bowers got Vic and Belch to kick our asses in his honor, but not without blood gushing out of his face like a waterfall. I might be <i>in love.</i><br/></p><p>- xoxo Richie<br/></p>
Tags: reddie, fanart

Post id: 178366201482
Date: Sat, 22 Sep 2018 22:31:33
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178366201482/i-love-your-blue-hair-but-we-need-some-pics-where
Slug: i-love-your-blue-hair-but-we-need-some-pics-where
Reblog key: w9ZOl4IT
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
I love your blue hair! But we need some pics where we can see alllll of your sweet face too. 😀
<p>Thanks! </p><p>haha I think that pic showed more than enough of it but I’ll keep that in mind! :D</p>
Tags: megelizabethvh

Post id: 178350522352
Date: Sat, 22 Sep 2018 12:19:39
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178350522352/mike-hanlon-in-b1-from-the-pose-photo-would-be
Slug: mike-hanlon-in-b1-from-the-pose-photo-would-be
Reblog key: QtGgIeAe
Reblog url: https://imrichie-deactivated20181021.tumblr.com/post/178349696432/mike-hanlon-in-b1-from-the-pose-photo-would-be
Reblog name: imrichie-deactivated20181021
Mike Hanlon in B1 from the pose photo would be pretty!
<p>best,,, boi,,,,, love</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="800" data-orig-width="700"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a5650103596a8e1f5c9468b2c94d87df/tumblr_inline_pfghocu1fO1ujkcok_540.png" data-orig-height="800" data-orig-width="700"/></figure>
Tags: mike hanlon, fanart, love this, what a cutie

Post id: 178331296547
Date: Fri, 21 Sep 2018 21:05:31
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178331296547/first-of-all-the-chapter-update-yes-it-is-just
Slug: first-of-all-the-chapter-update-yes-it-is-just
Reblog key: dKBISwce
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
First of all, the chapter update &mdash; YES! It is just so juicy and I love it! Thank you! And then your blue hair &mdash; hellooooooo so excited for those pics. Always wanted blue hair! :)
<p>Thank you!!! I’m glad you liked the chapter - I think it’s my favorite so far!</p><p>And I’m pretty excited about my hair. It’s been a while since I’d dyed it. I have definitely had this song stuck in my head all week. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="245" data-orig-width="245" data-tumblr-attribution="fabulous-moriarty:vCP_T4nNCH37qXXQcBTTQg:ZukYdm1T6TwXC"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/6b2be8b02923cc5b65faa1656cbb615b/tumblr_ndf0cih9LD1tkdvlfo1_250.gif" data-orig-height="245" data-orig-width="245"/></figure>
Tags: what a nice ask!, thank you!!!, pretty excited about my hair, should be pretty sweet, megelizabethvh

Post id: 178325618132
Date: Fri, 21 Sep 2018 17:14:19
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178325618132/stan-uris-1c-i-need-that-kid-to-be-happy-for
Slug: stan-uris-1c-i-need-that-kid-to-be-happy-for
Reblog key: cURh7T7A
Reblog url: https://roobarrtrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/178324571780/stan-uris-1c-i-need-that-kid-to-be-happy-for
Reblog name: roobarrtrashmouth
Stan Uris 1C ❤️ (i need that kid to be happy for ONCE)
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2500" data-orig-width="2500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/87a3c545a3891379a86a3e9daa39d8c5/tumblr_inline_pffa98u4xb1syqrcu_540.png" data-orig-height="2500" data-orig-width="2500"/></figure><p>I could NOT agree more</p><p><a href="http://quixdraw.tumblr.com/post/178319540117/soupery-i-never-know-what-to-do-with-the-body">Send me a character + expression!</a></p>
Tags: happy stan!, I love!

Post id: 178320562922
Date: Fri, 21 Sep 2018 14:03:03
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178320562922/mike-hanlon-4a
Slug: mike-hanlon-4a
Reblog key: fPxtTuq1
Reblog url: http://quixdraw.tumblr.com/post/178320330577/mike-hanlon-4a
Reblog name: quixdraw
Mike Hanlon, 4A &hearts;
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2500" data-orig-width="2500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c6a50806acf2b68ac6fb7da63ea52c80/tumblr_inline_pff5qgHXwB1syqrcu_540.png" data-orig-height="2500" data-orig-width="2500"/></figure><p>Ask and ye shall receive</p><p>Dang he’s really mad, Richie must have accidentally kicked a chick at the farm or something</p><p><a href="http://quixdraw.tumblr.com/post/178319540117/soupery-i-never-know-what-to-do-with-the-body">Send me a character + expression!</a></p>
Tags: mike hanlon, all the mike content plz, I love this, darn chicken kickers

Post id: 177982321667
Date: Tue, 11 Sep 2018 14:02:46
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177982321667/opinion-of-you-getting-to-know-you-that-last-few
Slug: opinion-of-you-getting-to-know-you-that-last-few
Reblog key: 5ZxbGfpC
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Opinion of you: getting to know you that last few months had been SO fun!! You&rsquo;re such an amazing writer!!!
<p>
ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH. 





<br/></p>
Tags: thank you!!!, Im glad you reached out, because you're AWESOME

Post id: 177977693927
Date: Tue, 11 Sep 2018 10:47:43
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177977693927/i-really-dont-like-you-i-dont-know-youre-just
Slug: i-really-dont-like-you-i-dont-know-youre-just
Reblog key: uil49aLS
Reblog url: https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/177975671448/i-really-dont-like-you-i-dont-know-youre-just
Reblog name: beepbeeprichiellc
I really don&#039;t like you? I don&#039;t know you&#039;re just really boring when you make original posts. I just think you&#039;re too old to be on Tumblr and in the IT fandom.
<p><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=http%3A%2F%2Freddie-for-anything.tumblr%2Ccom%2Fask&amp;t=ZDA1MDVkMjAyZmQ2MmM4MzBkYjExZGU4ZTcxYWQyNjk4Y2NlN2RmOSxuREI1RGtTVQ%3D%3D&amp;b=t%3A8zd6LLCF53Uls5eC7ktG9w&amp;p=https%3A%2F%2Freddie-for-anything.tumblr.com%2Fpost%2F177952056611%2Ffirst-of-all-my-opinion-of-you-is-that-youre&amp;m=1">ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH.</a><br/></p>
Tags: Im pretty far past 21, but you get the idea

Post id: 177976999222
Date: Tue, 11 Sep 2018 10:17:36
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177976999222/im-poppin-into-your-ask-box-without-warning-to
Slug: im-poppin-into-your-ask-box-without-warning-to
Reblog key: WHYHP9uV
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
I&#039;m poppin&#039; into your ask box without warning to give you a big fat what&#039;s up! You&#039;re awesome! Superb writing lady! I support~
<p>
ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH. 



<br/></p>
Tags: damn dude, thanks!, this is super cool

Post id: 177976970517
Date: Tue, 11 Sep 2018 10:16:17
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177976970517/my-honest-opinion-you-are-cool-as-hell-you
Slug: my-honest-opinion-you-are-cool-as-hell-you
Reblog key: XPy2FdK6
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
My honest opinion. You are cool as hell. You produce so much fantastic content and you&#039;re so inclusive and you&#039;re just out there, always doing your thing and I really admire that :)
<p>
ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH. 



<br/></p>
Tags: aww!, thank you!!!, this is so nice!!

Post id: 177976946422
Date: Tue, 11 Sep 2018 10:15:12
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177976946422/you-liked-my-stanlon-fic-and-that-was
Slug: you-liked-my-stanlon-fic-and-that-was
Reblog key: TlDlz7nJ
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
You liked my stanlon fic and that was cool-kutekasplon
<p>
ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH. 



<br/></p>
Tags: Aww!, Look you guys can tag me in any Stanlon content, seriously, I want to read / see it all

Post id: 177976933542
Date: Tue, 11 Sep 2018 10:14:37
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177976933542/my-honest-opinion-about-you-is-that-you-are
Slug: my-honest-opinion-about-you-is-that-you-are
Reblog key: AqUu30hl
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
My honest opinion about you is that you are incredibly kind and easy to talk to and i love talking to you! And you&#039;re a &quot;make it happen&quot; person, which i admire so much.  And you write so much and keep that content coming no matter what.  And you&#039;re talented and you care about people and you listen!  One of my favorite people in this fandom :&#039;)
<p>
ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH. 



<br/></p>
Tags: wtf Allie, I love you, you're so sweet, this is so lovely!!!, thank you!!

Post id: 177960753862
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 21:27:28
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177960753862/my-honest-opinion-is-that-im-in-love-with-you
Slug: my-honest-opinion-is-that-im-in-love-with-you
Reblog key: wj7r7IfY
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
my honest opinion is that i&rsquo;m in love with you.
<p>

ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH. 

<br/></p>
Tags: I LOVE YOU, OTP FOREVER, FIRST WIFE, richardtoz

Post id: 177960404472
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 21:15:24
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177960404472/my-honest-opinion-is-that-youre-super-fun-and
Slug: my-honest-opinion-is-that-youre-super-fun-and
Reblog key: VLlXuR7U
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
My honest opinion is that you&#039;re super fun and outgoing, talented, and mega supportive. You have so many cool (cough nerdy, but that&#039;s a compliment imo) interests and give them equal attention, even though the it fandom can be so quick to cancel people when they veer from the same old content. Overall, A++ 13/10
<p>

ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH. 

<br/></p>
Tags: I FUCKING LOVE YOU, god, this is so sweet, thank you!!, also yes, Im a huge nerd, and thats okay, fuck, this is so nice, speakslowtellmelove

Post id: 177959296352
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 20:36:17
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177959296352/youre-high-key-my-fav-writer-ever-and-i-low-key
Slug: youre-high-key-my-fav-writer-ever-and-i-low-key
Reblog key: AYaZIhjm
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
you&rsquo;re high-key my fav writer ever and I low-key want to be your best friend
<p>

ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH. 

<br/></p>
Tags: god, really?, thank you, I'm dying over here, this is so sweet, you can talk to me?, I promise I'm alright, Anonymous

Post id: 177954622642
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 17:44:46
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177954622642/you-have-love-for-stanlon-and-domestic-reddie-and
Slug: you-have-love-for-stanlon-and-domestic-reddie-and
Reblog key: HSogw6uE
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
You have love for Stanlon and domestic Reddie and are willing to write about it. You are also willing to listen to someone talk to about your work and that is also something I like about you.
<p>Anonymously (or not) send me what you think of me and I cant reply</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177953639427
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 17:10:29
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177953639427/youre-just-so-talented-and-nice-i-think-youre
Slug: youre-just-so-talented-and-nice-i-think-youre
Reblog key: 4boFVWL8
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
You&#039;re just so talented and nice! I think you&#039;re fucking awesome!
<p>

ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH.

<br/></p>
Tags: THANK YOU, it is YOU who is talented and nice, but thank you so much!, hanscom

Post id: 177953486312
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 17:05:06
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177953486312/my-honest-opinion-about-you-is-that-you-are-an
Slug: my-honest-opinion-about-you-is-that-you-are-an
Reblog key: uxNpGEGP
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
My honest opinion about you is that you are an amazing writer with so so many great ideas. And an amazing wife and HP partner. Not to mention, one of my favorite people on this site. I love you.
<p>

ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH.

<br/></p>
Tags: Awwww, thank you!!!, writing the HP AU has been so awesome, and I never want it to end, jem-carstairs-is-perfection

Post id: 177953281067
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 16:58:26
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177953281067/lets-get-honest-you-reached-out-to-me-first-and-i
Slug: lets-get-honest-you-reached-out-to-me-first-and-i
Reblog key: yEOfpYce
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Lets get honest. You reached out to me first and I have forever appreciate you for it. You constantly interacted with e and drew me out of my shell, encouraging me and inviting me into your server. And I love you for that. &lt;3
<p>

ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH.

<br/></p>
Tags: Awww, Emilly!, I'm soft, this is so nice, I'm glad you like our little shitshow, reddie-for-anything

Post id: 177953242337
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 16:57:05
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177953242337/my-honest-fact-about-you-is-that-youre-an-awesome
Slug: my-honest-fact-about-you-is-that-youre-an-awesome
Reblog key: bKey9WKw
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
My honest fact about you is that you&#039;re an awesome t-rex with awesome writing and a genuinely fun person to talk to and spend time with (especially when you hide under the stairs in l4d2)!
<p>

ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH.

<br/></p>
Tags: you're too kind, aizeninlefox, this is so nice, and look, I just get scared, so I hide, I promise to sing next time though, And I am secretly a t rex, typing is very difficult

Post id: 177952764407
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 16:40:51
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177952764407/how-about-a-reddie-fic-based-on-the-killers-song
Slug: how-about-a-reddie-fic-based-on-the-killers-song
Reblog key: AREwgosd
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
How about a Reddie fic based on the Killers song &lsquo;The way it was&rsquo; or the avert brothers &lsquo;Through my prayers&rsquo; or incomplete and insecure&rsquo;??
<p>Oh man Anon, you may have found one of the fics I won’t write. I’m not a song fic kind of gal. Sorry- you can send it into the reddie library though! </p>
Tags: Im not a music person, I KNOW, I just dont listen to it much, you can send me something else though

Post id: 177952540957
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 16:33:20
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177952540957/i-really-dont-like-you-i-dont-know-youre-just
Slug: i-really-dont-like-you-i-dont-know-youre-just
Reblog key: uil49aLS
Reblog url: https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/177952337346/i-really-dont-like-you-i-dont-know-youre-just
Reblog name: reddie-for-anything
I really don&#039;t like you? I don&#039;t know you&#039;re just really boring when you make original posts. I just think you&#039;re too old to be on Tumblr and in the IT fandom.
<p><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=http%3A%2F%2Freddie-for-anything.tumblr%2Ccom%2Fask&amp;t=ZDA1MDVkMjAyZmQ2MmM4MzBkYjExZGU4ZTcxYWQyNjk4Y2NlN2RmOSxuREI1RGtTVQ%3D%3D&amp;b=t%3A8zd6LLCF53Uls5eC7ktG9w&amp;p=https%3A%2F%2Freddie-for-anything.tumblr.com%2Fpost%2F177952056611%2Ffirst-of-all-my-opinion-of-you-is-that-youre&amp;m=1">ANONYMOUSLY (OR NOT) TELL ME YOUR HONEST OPINION ABOUT ME. I CAN’T REPLY, JUST PUBLISH.</a><br/></p>
Tags: cheers bitch

Post id: 177950453462
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 15:23:44
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177950453462/since-it-seems-unlikely-snape-could-have-known
Slug: since-it-seems-unlikely-snape-could-have-known
Reblog key: nVnMFUX7
Reblog url: http://italiangirlwithanenglishheart.tumblr.com/post/177949884192/since-it-seems-unlikely-snape-could-have-known
Reblog name: italiangirlwithanenglishheart
since it seems unlikely snape could have known about james&#039; (presumably) stag patronus do you think after years of thinking of his doe patronus as a great symbol of his love for lily he would have found out about harry&#039;s patronus and that james had been a stag animagus and just like ... realised JP was coming back from the dead to own his whole life yet again?
<figure data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1356" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f1425b1fdf4bd361b45e43c19ff21cd2/tumblr_inline_perjdnTw8C1rz19cb_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1356"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1356" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c086537db1f50db8fb954052a883e00e/tumblr_inline_perje0dnbl1rz19cb_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1356"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1356" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/31e60630b273250f7f6e23fec8fcc784/tumblr_inline_perjebffdb1rz19cb_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1356"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1356" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a46a5b9e57072717aab4739b9e315810/tumblr_inline_perjegCVfO1rz19cb_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1356"/></figure>
Tags: I love shithead harry, HP

Post id: 177946227657
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 12:48:22
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177946227657/79-97
Slug: 79-97
Reblog key: Y03l9SVQ
Reblog url: http://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/177790376830/79-97
Reblog name: jem-carstairs-is-perfection
79 97
<blockquote><p>NSFW AHEAD. LATE TWENTIES MARRIED REDDIE</p></blockquote>
<p>The very moment they stumble through
the doorway of the restaurant bathroom, they’re all over each other.
There’s a desperate clash of teeth as the two bodies collide in a
wild frenzy of passion. Hips grind together almost frantically, heads
thrown back in pleasure. They’ve barely been in private for a minute,
but the tension had been building for an entire evening of sly
glances and stealthy under the table touches.  </p>
<p>Grinning wickedly, Richie spins Eddie
around so his chest is pressed against the door. His hips are
pressing firmly against Eddie, now grinding against his clothed ass.
His hands, which were tightly gripping his hips, move around to the
front of his jeans, fingers deftly working open the button and
sliding the zipper down.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/177776626950/79-97" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177945316472
Date: Mon, 10 Sep 2018 12:12:17
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177945316472/i-like-polyships-but-i-will-never-ever-be-able-to
Slug: i-like-polyships-but-i-will-never-ever-be-able-to
Reblog key: bXLKxviG
Reblog url: https://roobarrtrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/177944061450/i-like-polyships-but-i-will-never-ever-be-able-to
Reblog name: roobarrtrashmouth
I like polyships, but I will never ever be able to get into Losers ot7 (or even most Bev ships) because my brain will always be reminded of that godforsaken underage orgy scene in the book. It&#039;s not fair or rational, but eeeugh even thinking of ot7 makes &quot;I was their first love&quot; pop in my head and I wanna die. Goddamn you, Stephen King whyyyyy 😫
<p>God anon that is so fucking valid.<a href="http://www.vulture.com/2017/09/how-the-new-it-movie-deals-with-the-child-orgy-scene.html"> Stephen King himself does acknowledge in a kind of ass backwards way that that scene is a little bit fucked up</a> but that still doesn’t really justify it. You’re allowed to not like OT7. You’re just not allowed to police other people when they ship it. </p><p>The issue I have with what’s happening right now isn’t OT7 or people not getting behind it. Ship what you want, people. I’m not here demanding everyone ship OT7. What I take a major issue with is the way the conversation is being held. There are quite a few people who claim OT7 is 100% homophobic because of Eddie’s gay coding. There is this insistence that Eddie cannot be in a poly relationship <i>because he is gay</i>. I will lead my following statement with this: I fully support Eddie’s gay coding. I believe Eddie K is 100% a gay man. That does not mean he cannot be involved in a poly relationship. Poly isn’t inherently homophobic or sexual or cheating. And this entire conversation is way too nuanced to say “thats homophobic” and end it at that. Poly is complicated and completely specific to the people in the relationship. You can have a gay man in a poly relationship that includes a woman because - wait for it - there is no one right way to be gay. You can be gay until the cows come home, date a woman for a year, and then still label yourself as gay and THAT’S OKAY. I believe that the Losers share a bond that goes bone deep. The losers have a got damn otherworldly connection - its not unreal for Eddie to end up in some kind of relationship with Bev. I think the nature of their friendships would eventually break out into a poly relationship given the right conditions. Eddie and Bev have a bond. <i>This bond does not need to be sexual. Sex is not the be all end all of relationships. </i>Hell, it doesn’t even need to be romantic. It can be an intense platonic bond. They don’t have to kiss (not to mention kissing is not always sexual or romantic. Kissing in many cultures can be showing respect or affection) and they sure as hell don’t have to fuck to be in a poly relationship. This conversation gate-keeps not only poly relationships (it doesn’t let people decide the rules and standards for their couples) but it gate-keeps LGBT experiences in general. </p><p>I’ve also seen the phrase “gold star” thrown around which pisses me off to no end. The gold star rhetoric is extremely damaging. It implies everyone should know their sexuality from the get go and that sexuality is not fluid - which hey it totally is. There is no universal LGBT experience because everyone experiences attraction differently. Eddie cannonly marries Myra and (I might be super wrong here someone correct me with sources if I am) I’m pretty sure the book alludes to him having slept with her at some point early in their relationship. Also, it’s never explicitly said Eddie is gay. Yes, it is heavily, heavily implied and I fully believe he is but it isn’t true cannon and that leaves a lot (about 27 years worth) of things left to be filled in by the reader. Sexuality is fluid. PLUS gold star concepts immediately invalidate the experiences of bisexuals, any one who has ever had an experience outside of their present sexual orientation, and sexual assault survivors. </p><p>This kind of <i>your homophobic if you enjoy this one thing</i> is outright harmful to the community. You don’t have to enjoy OT7. If Eddie/Bev in any capacity OT7 makes you uncomfortable THATS OKAYI You don’t have to ship it! But you sure as hell can’t police how people relate to this scenario by labeling them as homophobic just to shut them down. Everyone is entitled to their feelings. its what you DO with them that matters. Silencing others and gatekeeping relationships and identities in the community is not the way to go about it. You cannot gate-keep a character, a sexuality, and a relationship type without being harmful to the greater LGBT community. Also, please remember this is a fucking book. It’s fiction.</p>
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I like polyships, but I will never ever be able to get into Losers ot7 (or even most Bev ships) because my brain will always be reminded of that godforsaken underage orgy scene in the book. It&#039;s not fair or rational, but eeeugh even thinking of ot7 makes &quot;I was their first love&quot; pop in my head and I wanna die. Goddamn you, Stephen King whyyyyy 😫
<p>God anon that is so fucking valid.<a href="http://www.vulture.com/2017/09/how-the-new-it-movie-deals-with-the-child-orgy-scene.html"> Stephen King himself does acknowledge in a kind of ass backwards way that that scene is a little bit fucked up</a> but that still doesn’t really justify it. You’re allowed to not like OT7. You’re just not allowed to police other people when they ship it. </p><p>The issue I have with what’s happening right now isn’t OT7 or people not getting behind it. Ship what you want, people. I’m not here demanding everyone ship OT7. What I take a major issue with is the way the conversation is being held. There are quite a few people who claim OT7 is 100% homophobic because of Eddie’s gay coding. There is this insistence that Eddie cannot be in a poly relationship <i>because he is gay</i>. I will lead my following statement with this: I fully support Eddie’s gay coding. I believe Eddie K is 100% a gay man. That does not mean he cannot be involved in a poly relationship. Poly isn’t inherently homophobic or sexual or cheating. And this entire conversation is way too nuanced to say “thats homophobic” and end it at that. Poly is complicated and completely specific to the people in the relationship. You can have a gay man in a poly relationship that includes a woman because - wait for it - there is no one right way to be gay. You can be gay until the cows come home, date a woman for a year, and then still label yourself as gay and THAT’S OKAY. I believe that the Losers share a bond that goes bone deep. The losers have a got damn otherworldly connection - its not unreal for Eddie to end up in some kind of relationship with Bev. I think the nature of their friendships would eventually break out into a poly relationship given the right conditions. Eddie and Bev have a bond. <i>This bond does not need to be sexual. Sex is not the be all end all of relationships. </i>Hell, it doesn’t even need to be romantic. It can be an intense platonic bond. They don’t have to kiss (not to mention kissing is not always sexual or romantic. Kissing in many cultures can be showing respect or affection) and they sure as hell don’t have to fuck to be in a poly relationship. This conversation gate-keeps not only poly relationships (it doesn’t let people decide the rules and standards for their couples) but it gate-keeps LGBT experiences in general. </p><p>I’ve also seen the phrase “gold star” thrown around which pisses me off to no end. The gold star rhetoric is extremely damaging. It implies everyone should know their sexuality from the get go and that sexuality is not fluid - which hey it totally is. There is no universal LGBT experience because everyone experiences attraction differently. Eddie cannonly marries Myra and (I might be super wrong here someone correct me with sources if I am) I’m pretty sure the book alludes to him having slept with her at some point early in their relationship. Also, it’s never explicitly said Eddie is gay. Yes, it is heavily, heavily implied and I fully believe he is but it isn’t true cannon and that leaves a lot (about 27 years worth) of things left to be filled in by the reader. Sexuality is fluid. PLUS gold star concepts immediately invalidate the experiences of bisexuals, any one who has ever had an experience outside of their present sexual orientation, and sexual assault survivors. </p><p>This kind of <i>your homophobic if you enjoy this one thing</i> is outright harmful to the community. You don’t have to enjoy OT7. If Eddie/Bev in any capacity OT7 makes you uncomfortable THATS OKAYI You don’t have to ship it! But you sure as hell can’t police how people relate to this scenario by labeling them as homophobic just to shut them down. Everyone is entitled to their feelings. its what you DO with them that matters. Silencing others and gatekeeping relationships and identities in the community is not the way to go about it. You cannot gate-keep a character, a sexuality, and a relationship type without being harmful to the greater LGBT community. Also, please remember this is a fucking book. It’s fiction.</p>
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13. &ldquo;stop. fucking. touching. me.&rdquo; - Reddie (thank u queen ❤️)
<p>Hey, hey look I’m finally doing this! </p><p>Rated T, 

featuring drunk confessions and prank wars

</p><h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/37184003">Read on AO3 Here</a></h2><p><b></b></p><p>	“Stop. Fucking. Touching. Me.” Richie fumed as Eddie wound his arm around the taller boy’s waist. “I don’t need your fucking help.” The words would have had more of a punch if they weren’t slurred and muttered. </p><p>	“Maybe that would be true,” Eddie said, not removing his arm, “If you weren’t drunk out of your goddamn mind, and had then picked a fight with someone. But the way I see it, you definitely need my help.” He kept walking, forcing his roommate along even as he grumbled. </p><p>	“I’mnotdrunk,” Richie said, merging his sentence into one word. </p><p>	“Yea, that’s fucking convincing.” </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>It had been a shitty Saturday for Eddie. He hadn’t wanted to go to the party in the first place but Mike had insisted, saying that it was good for him to leave his dorm every once in a while.</p><p>	Then  Richie had been there, already drunk and leaning over some random girl, loudly whispering something to her.  Eddie’s stomach burned as he saw them. From annoyance, he told himself. He and Richie may have been roommates but they weren’t exactly friends. </p><p>	It had started on move in day. Eddie was had been lost, his mom had just dropped him off and left, saying that if he was going to break her heart he didn’t deserve her help. So his pile of stuff was outside the dorm and he was carrying an armload while looking for his room. He was already panicked, worried that someone would steal his things, but he didn’t have another option. </p><p>	“3B, 3B,” He repeated to himself, looking from one side of the hall to the other. He finally found his room and gasped as he saw the state of it. It looked like a tornado had ripped through it, clothes and books were strewn about. Eddie even thought he saw a rogue bag of M&amp;Ms that had already been opened and dumped out. In the middle of it was someone, presumably his roommate, sprawled out on his unmade bed.</p><p>	“What the actual fuck?’ Eddie asked, putting his items down on the spare bed. </p><p>	The boy put down his comic book and looked Eddie up and down slowly. “Howdy pard-ner, ASL?”</p><p>	Eddie had known then that they wouldn’t get along. He looked stoned and started to giggle as Eddie got angrier and angrier. It was a match made in hell. </p><p>	Things had gotten worse from there, with Richie bringing people back to the room at all hours and blatantly ignoring Eddie’s carefully pinned up study schedule. Eddie retaliated by throwing out anything of Richie’s that touched his side of the room- which had resulted in Richie dumpster diving for a supposedly rare comic. Eddie had come back that night to a soggy banana peel on his desk with a note pinned to it that said he owed Richie a new first edition. All of it would have been comical if it didn’t piss him off so much.</p><p>	Things escalated from there. Richie’s response was to tape all of Eddie’s notebooks to the ceiling, laughing uproariously when he entered their room to Eddie was standing on his desk, reaching on his tiptoes, trying to pull them down.</p><p>	Richie had grabbed him by the waist, giving him the few extra inches he needed to grab them- after snapping several photos. </p><p>	“Put me the fuck down!” Eddie had told him.</p><p>	“Can’t, you look too pitiful on your own.” Richie said, tightening his grip and burying his face in Eddie’s stomach. “Plus you smell like bread. It’s weird and amazing.”</p><p>	Eddie had flushed bright red and let Richie lead him around the room. Of course, it didn’t stop him responding with another prank- he replaced Richie’s hair gel with glue. He had laughed so hard he cried when Richie realized it.</p><p>	Within a month, his new friends, Bev and Mike, had much stopped listening to him complain. “Dude, you two are fucking made for each other. You’re having prank wars like some youtube couple.” Bev told him last week when he opened his mouth to whine about the latest atrocity.</p><p>	“We are not a couple!” Eddie had screeched, causing Mike to cover his ears and groan. </p><p>	“That would be more convincing if you talked about anyone besides him.” Bev said, stealing a fry. </p><p>	“Because I hate him!” Eddie insisted. </p><p>	“And if you didn’t stare at his ass.” Mike added, swatting Bev away from his onion rings. </p><p>	Eddie’s mouth dropped open and then he snapped it shut. “I don’t.” He said venomously. Mike and Bev both shrugged, changing the subject, much to his annoyance. He wanted to tell them about the latest move and countermove. In response to Eddie’s latest prank (signing Richie up for all the clubs on campus and offering that he be treasurer for each one, he was still trying to get off the email lists) Richie had put all of his office supplies in jello, they still smelled like sugar, even after he washed them off. </p><p>	So yes, maybe they were finding some sort of strange middleground now. But things were still strange between them. At first, Richie would bring home dates all the time, Eddie had walked into the room several times to Richie making out with someone, him on top of them, both breathing heavily. It caused an ache that he didn’t let himself examine. But it had been weeks since that had happened, even though Eddie had offered to make himself scarce if Richie needed it. Richie had grunted some vague response. </p><p>	And then there was Richie’s face when Todd had walked him home from class. Richie had practically growled when Todd had picked up one of his action figures, telling him to keep his dirty paws off all of Richie’s things. Eddie glared at him but Richie hadn’t noticed, too busy staring at Todd, who had left soon after that, telling Eddie he’d seen him in class.</p><p>	They hadn’t talked since then. But then, they never talked. They glared and played pranks. That was the extent of their relationship.</p><p>	Now, Eddie was struck dragging Richie’s drunk and beaten ass home. He had gotten into a first fight with Henry Bowers, a dumbass pot dealer who had dropped out but still came to parties. Eddie hadn’t seen the lead up, only the aftermath, which was a black eye on Richie and bruises on Henry. </p><p>	Richie’s friends were nowhere to be found, they either hadn’t come or had already left. So it was up to Eddie to bring him home. And he wasn’t making it easy, he kept grumbling whenever Eddie tried to help him- and wandering off to pet stray cats. It would have been hilarious if Eddie wasn’t pissed. He was at the perfect level of intoxicated to be cranky, and leaving the party to walk a roommate home in the cold was not his idea of a fun Saturday.</p><p>	“Why were you two fighting anyway?” Eddie asked as he grabbed Richie’s collar, pulling him away from traffic, again.</p><p>	“Cuz he’s a rudddeeee asshole.” Richie sang, loudly. Eddie was about to ask for a few more details but Richie kept talking. “He was all like ‘your roommate is a twink’ and I was like ‘so what?’ and he was like ‘What? Are you one too? Are you two fucking?’ And so I was like ‘Fuck off Bowers’ but he kept callings Eds a twink and fag and shit and I told him to shut up and he didn’t. So I slapped him!” Richie made a bitch slap motion. He had clearly forgotten that Eddie was the one walking with him. </p><p>	“Then the fucker he punched me. It hurt. But I got him back. Because I shoved him. Like a real man.” Richie puffed up his chest and Eddie suppressed a giggle, seeing how proud he was of himself.</p><p>	Richie continued, looking at the sky and spinning.  Eddie wondered if that was a good idea but Richie was still talking. “Now everything hurts. But it was worth it for Eddie. I really like him, you know? He’s such a spitfire. He even arranged all my action figures to look like they were fucking once.” Richie sighed heavily.  “I’m gonna marry him.” He stopped spinning. “ But first, I gotta barf.”</p><p>	Eddie leapt back as Richie leaned over someone’s hedge, barfing on a perfectly manicured lawn. Eddie whispered a silent ‘sorry’ the homeowner then went to catch up with Richie, who was trying to swing around a lampost. Eddie was worried that he was going to fall on his ass so he scurried over, putting Richie’s arm back over him and steering him towards their dorm. Luckily, Richie was getting more tired and compliant. </p><p>He let Eddie pull him along as tried to process what Richie’s confession, thinking about their relationship and his feelings, glancing over at drunk Richie, who was now singing showtunes. The minute Eddie thought about it he knew it was obvious. He liked Richie. He wouldn’t let just anyone live after switching out his oreo cream for toothpaste. And he had probably known how Richie felt too, if he spared a thought for it. </p><p>	“Do you mean it?” Eddie asked quietly. </p><p>	“Mean what?” He replied, swinging his head to Eddie and grinning.</p><p>	Eddie frowned. Richie’s grin wasn’t the one of someone who remembered what they said five minutes ago. He felt disappointment settle on his chest. </p><p>	“Nothing.” </p><p>	Richie’s free hand swung over to Eddie’s face, smushing it into a smile. “Too pretty to be sad.” He said, squeezing Eddie’s cheek.</p><p>	“I hate you.” Eddie told him through squished cheeks. </p><p>	Richie laughed loudly. “I know. That’s why we work.”</p><p>	They were finally back at the dorms. Eddie lead Richie upstairs and deposited him in his bed, trying not to feel disappointed. </p><p>	“Goodnight Eds.” Richie said into his pillow. He was already mostly asleep.</p><p>	“Goodnight.” Eddie said, shedding his clothes and crawling into his bed. He heard Richie get up and vomit at least twice more that night. He didn’t envy that hangover.</p><p>	He woke up the next morning before Richie, seeing that at some point Richie had shed his clothes. He was in his boxers, starfished on his stomach. </p><p>	Eddie looked at Richie’s bare back, lanky and scrawny. He loved it. He wanted to run his hand down his back and shoulders, pepper it with kisses. He sighed to himself, he didn’t know how he had denied his feelings for the better part of a semester. It would be impossible to put that cat back in the bag, at least for him. He just had to hope that Richie remembered his drunken ramblings. </p><p>	Eddie went to breakfast. When he came back Richie was sitting up on his bed, head in hands. “Here.” Eddie said, offering him a purple gatorade and and aspirin.</p><p>	“My savior.” Richie said, gulping both down. He laid back down, putting the gatorade dramatically on his forehead. </p><p>	‘What do you remember from last night?” Eddie asked, sitting on his bed and watching him. </p><p>	“Shots. Dancing. More shots.” Richie said, eyes closed. </p><p>	“Oh.” Eddie couldn’t hide his disappointment. </p><p>	“Why?” Richie asked, cracking an eye open and glanced at Eddie. “Should I remember something else? You must have dragged my drunk ass home at some point, so thanks. I’m surprised you didn’t just leave me.” </p><p>	“Didn’t want others to suffer through your stupidity and bad flirting.”</p><p>	Richie’s head turned towards him. “You want to keep it all for yourself huh?” </p><p>	Eddie fought a blush. “That’s not what I meant.” </p><p>	Richie’s eyes narrowed and Eddie could see the wheels turning in his mind. Then recognition snapped in his eyes. “Oh fuck.” Richie said, sitting up quickly and then groaning. “What did I say?”</p><p>	Eddie swallowed. “You expect me to remember verbatim? You talk a lot.” </p><p>	Richie saw through his attempt at ignoring the question. “Do you want a new roommate?” He asked quietly. </p><p>	Eddie’s head snapped to him. “What the hell would make you think that?”</p><p>	Richie shrugged. “Don’t want to live with someone who’s in- someone who likes you. It’s weird.”</p><p>	Eddie move and sat next to Richie, closer than necessary. “I didn’t move after you put all my underwear in the freezer.”</p><p>	“You needed to chill.” Richie joked. Then he asked again, “It’s not weird?”</p><p>	Eddie shook his head. “No, it’s convenient. See, I also like my roommate. So really, it’s perfect.”</p><p>	Richie’s eyes widened and Eddie kissed him before Richie could say something else and ruin the moment. He tasted like gatorade laid over morning breath. He wouldn’t have asked for anything else. </p><p>	Eddie broke the kiss first, about to say that they should probably talk but Richie spoke first, “And they were roommates.” He said, a stupid grin on his face. </p><p>	Eddie sighed, hitting his arm. Some things never changed. </p><p>Tag List: 
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&quot;when you&#039;re a ravenclaw but also a dumbass&quot; how did u just describe mike so perfectly
<p>i’m just sick of Mike Hanlon’s Dumbass Behaviour erasure tbh! this is one of my fave mike quotes:</p><figure data-orig-width="680" data-orig-height="346" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/75e68b45a7a33d68c273a284f52d9098/tumblr_inline_pf0myipL411vvkioz_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="680" data-orig-height="346"/></figure><p><b>mike:</b> white kids are nuts i should leave immediately<br/><b>dark kermit mike:</b> but there are <i>seven</i> of you<br/><b>mike:</b> shit that changes everything</p>
Tags: mike hanlon, perfection, I love it
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G, J, O ❤
<p>Hello my friend! Thank you!</p><p>
<b>G - Do you remember your first OTP, if so who was in it </b><br/></p><p>I think it was Romione, honestly. I heard the term first with them, I might have had OTPs before but not known they were OTPs. <br/></p><p>
<b>J - Name a fandom you didn’t care/think about until you saw it all over tumblr </b><br/></p><p>Marvel. Like, I love the marvel movies, I’ve read some comics but I never thought about like, Captain America and Iron Man dating until tumblr (and I dig it!) <br/></p><p>
<b>O - Choose a song at random, which OTP does it remind you of
</b>
<br/></p><p>Can’t Help Falling in Love by Elvis came on my Pandora. I’m thinking Stanlon, this feels like a good first dance at their barn wedding song. <br/></p><p>Questions are <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178048857922/cafeconcanela-ask-me-fandom-edition-a-your">here </a><br/></p>
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Hi!!! Z !!! 😊😘
<p>
Hiiiii thank you!! <b><br/></b></p><p><b>Z - Just ramble about something fan-related, go go go </b></p><p>I would love more ridiculous fics in this fandom- like, give me a lady and the tramp fic where they’re dogs. Or they’re fighting dinos. Or they’re in the losers are in their 70′s and on a cruise. Idk we may not have reached this stage of the fandom but I’d love more weird, cracky fics. More ridiculousness please. <br/></p><p>Question is from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178048857922/cafeconcanela-ask-me-fandom-edition-a-your">this list </a><br/></p>
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E M I L Y
<p>A star appears! Thank you! <br/></p><p>
<b>E - Have you added anything stupid/cracky/hilarious to your fandom, if so, what</b></p><p>I feel like my Slasher fic is a little cracky (and I love it). I mean, Bill is fighting with a stapler and I added friends as OCs <br/></p><p>
<b>M - Your favorite fanart or fanartist </b><br/></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a> all the way. Go follow her. <br/></p><p><b>I - Has tumblr caused you to stop liking any fandoms, if so, which and why </b><br/></p><p>Not yet, I haven’t been on for that long though, give it time. <br/></p><p>
<b>L - Your favorite fanartist/author gives you one request, what do you ask for </b><br/></p><p>This is hard. Either the boys baking together (covered in flour!) or them in the triwizard tourne from the Hogwarts AU <br/></p><p><b>Y - A fandom you’re in but have no ships from </b></p><p>A series of unfortunate events. Love love love the series (I even have a tattoo from it) but no ships. <br/></p><p>Questions are from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178048857922/cafeconcanela-ask-me-fandom-edition-a-your">Here</a><br/></p>
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Helloooooo :) I just wanted to pop in and say hey (finally, I&rsquo;m sorry I take forever. I don&rsquo;t want to bother people). You seem really cool and are quite a treasure here in the fandom. And I wanted to tell you how much I love and appreciate your work. Your prompt fills are so damn good and I&rsquo;m really digging Saturday the 14th. Thank you very much for all that you do! (And thanks for liking my birthday post) ❤️❤️❤️
<p>Omg thank you!!! This totally made my day- this is so wonderful! And you’re absolutely not a bother! I’m glad you like Saturday the 14th, my little murder fic. Thank you so much!!! <br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="370" data-orig-width="493" data-tumblr-attribution="xesoteric-extraterrestrialx:oRGE5Sr4-cU4_9WJbvQSXQ:ZUs5Me2O1SEBZ"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1749b3104cf6820ab2440e63fea77026/tumblr_otf1m9hEIh1w8qokno1_500.gif" data-orig-height="370" data-orig-width="493"/></figure>
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TELL US WHO NUMBER 2 IS
<p>IOUR LORD AND SAVIOR JESUS CHRIST</p>
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blog rate: infinity because i lOVE YOU WITH ALL MY FUCKING HEART MASTER.   &amp; bc we&rsquo;re birthday twins &amp; soulmates.   I ALSO GET TO MEET YOU IN MARCH.
<p>THIS IS THE BEST BLOG RATING I COULD HAVE HOPED FOR YOU WONDERFUL ANGEL.</p><p>6 MONTHSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS<br/></p><figure data-orig-width="463" data-orig-height="335" data-tumblr-attribution="footballbackgrounds:hrpllS0PbmYzHhHbXuH5JQ:ZiS61a2Zk1VEd" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8b3e7db08d14b34512149fee02a31723/tumblr_pbq28lCR4i1xsya9fo1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="463" data-orig-height="335"/></figure>
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56 with stanlon please
<p><b>56. “What if I told you I’ve been in love with you since I was eleven?”</b><br/>(prompt from <a href="https://pun-rise.tumblr.com/post/176490876291/prompts-list">this </a>list).<br/>Requests are open for IT ships.</p> <p><a href="https://pun-rise.tumblr.com/post/176560760152/56-with-stanlon-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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streddie: because why give richie one dead boyfriend when you can give him two
<p>WHOM THE FUCK</p>
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Are you ever gonna post I&rsquo;m Kinda Into It
<p>yo, listen. </p>

<p>i’ve rewritten this story a total of 5 times. 5 TIMES. so it’s taken a bit longer than i ever expected. &amp; i feel like shit for constantly saying like “oh it’s almost done” but i’ve had a lot of shit goin on in my life so i apologize for making you wait. </p>

<p>BUT</p>

<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> is making sure i have it finished by the end of this week or else she’s going to punish me.</p>
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I&#039;m all up in my Ten and Rose feels.  It&#039;s your fault 😭
<p>God me too. Look at them. True OTP feels. </p><figure class="tmblr-embed tmblr-full" data-provider="youtube" data-orig-width="459" data-orig-height="344" data-url="https%3A%2F%2Fwww.youtube.com%2Fwatch%3Fv%3DY6jcQWun98c"><iframe width="540" height="405" id="youtube_iframe" src="https://www.youtube.com/embed/Y6jcQWun98c?feature=oembed&amp;enablejsapi=1&amp;origin=https://safe.txmblr.com&amp;wmode=opaque" frameborder="0" allowfullscreen=""></iframe></figure>
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You are no longer allowed to complain about your L4D skills -ever- especially after you saved our asses multiples times.
<p>You are clearly forgetting the parts where I died first every time </p>
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tropes! #2 or #8 (or both!) reddie!
<p>Well, you probably forgot you sent this because it was so long ago but look! I wrote it!</p><p>

<b> “why is your hand sweating so much?” “so, we’re just going to ignore the fact that you drunk-dialed me to tell me you love me?”</b>

<br/></p><p>Rated T </p><p>Underage drinking mentioned</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/37102812">Read here on AO3 </a></p><p><b></b></p><p>	“So, we’re just going to ignore the fact that you drunk-dialed me to tell me you love me?” Richie asked, after sliding next to Eddie in Bill’s kitchen. He had left to make more popcorn for movie night and Richie had followed. </p><p>	Eddie jumped slightly at Richie’s voice but then he turned slowly, looking around for anyone else before answering.“Richie, don’t, not tonight.” </p><p>	“You really don’t want to talk about this?” He asked. “Ever?” </p><p>	Eddie shook his head, trying not to let his hands shake. “Never ever.” </p><!-- more --><p><b><br/></b></p><p>Richie walked towards him, his hands held out. “Eds, why?” Eddie couldn’t look him in the eyes, which were big and pleading. </p><p>	Eddie put up his own hands to stop Richie. “Don’t - you know why.” He said, his voice strained. They had been talking around this, around them, for months. Richie knew exactly why. </p><p>	Instead of responding, Richie pulled out his phone and put it on speaker. Eddie heard his own voice, obviously drunk and giggling. “Richhhieee, I can’t believe you didn’t come tonight! I’m having sooo much fun with Bev!” A background Bev whooped and Eddie laughed again, shouting something at her before speaking. “But I’m calling you because I gotta tell you something Richie. I gotta. But, but it’s a secret.” His voice dropped to a whisper and he giggled again. </p><p>“Richie, I love you. And not, not how I love the others. No, I really love you. I wish- I wish we had gone to prom together. But I was too scared. And now-” Someone called for Eddie. “In  minute!” He yelled back before turning to the phone again. “Well now it’s too late.” His voice was soft and sad. “Isn’t it?” Another noise in the background and a pause followed. Then Eddie said, “Gotta go. Bev is insisting we play slap bag!” There was a fumbling noise and the call hung up.</p><p>Eddie looked from the phone to Richie, who was staring at him with a pained expression. “Eds, you can’t leave something like that and then expect me not to talk about it. It’s not fair.”</p><p>“So let’s delete it.” Eddie said, making a grab for Richie’s phone. </p><p>Richie held it high, out of Eddie’s grasp, which meant Eddie slammed into his chest. He looked up at the taller man, putting his hands on his hips, “Richie, give it to me.” He was trying to be stern but his voice shook slightly. </p><p>“Eddie why?” He asked again and Eddie could see that Richie’s eyes were bright. “Please, just tell me why.”</p><p>“I- Richie, you know why.” He repeated stubbornly. He didn’t want to talk about this, not now not ever. Nothing good could come from it. There was no winning this.</p><p>“I don’t. Tell me.” Richie insisted.</p><p>Eddie’s shoulders fell as he gave in. He looked up at Richie, holding up two fingers. “Two weeks. That’s all we have. Two weeks and we move to opposite sides of the country.” Eddie was going to NYU and Richie was going to UCLA. Eddie was having a hard enough time saying goodbye to Richie as a friend, imagining saying goodbye to him if they were more than that, it hurt too much. </p><p>“Who cares!” Richie practically screamed. Eddie flinched, sure that the others heard. “We can still be together! There’s skype and texting and-”</p><p>Eddie was shaking his head. “No, Richie. I can’t- we can’t do this. We’re going to be meeting new people, and enjoying college. The last thing either of us should want is a long distance relationship.” </p><p>In his bones, Eddie knew that if they got together now Richie would resent him, he’d grow to hate Eddie for holding him back. Richie was going to meet some girl with purple hair or a boy in a kilt and fall for them, he was sure of it. He couldn’t handle if they got together and then broke up. He couldn’t. This was the better option, to never let it start. </p><p>“Let’s give it a shot. Ed,” Richie’s hand came down and cupped Eddie’s cheek softly. “I love you. Please.” </p><p>Even though all Eddie wanted to do was to curl into Richie’s warm hand he didn’t let himself. He forced himself to take a step back, shaking his head firmly. “No, Richie, please. Don’t do this. Let’s just enjoy our time, okay? I don’t want to ruin our last two weeks together.”</p><p>“You keep saying that like one of us is dying.” He said, trying to make a joke even though his voice was shaky.</p><p>Aren’t we? Eddie wanted to ask. Richie didn’t understand. Things would never be like this again, it would never be like it was tonight, with the seven of them, just them, together. Once college started they’d all meet new people, who would grow to be as important- maybe more- as the the losers. So yes, to Eddie, it felt like something was dying. But he wasn’t about to say all of that to Richie, or anyone. </p><p>“Let’s go back downstairs.” Eddie said and Richie shook his head, clearly wanting to say more. Eddie wanted to grab Richie’s hands and comfort him.  It killed him that he was the reason Richie was so sad. He  took a deep breath, reminding himself that there was no other option. This was for the best, for both of them. “Richie, I can’t. I can’t do this. I can’t have you for two weeks and then be apart for four months. Don’t ask me to do that.” </p><p>His words had the desired effect. Richie shrank back and nodded, letting Eddie go back downstairs without another word. Eddie couldn’t deny that it hurt, part of him screamed at him to turn back around and leap into Richie’s arms. </p><p>But he didn’t, instead he went back downstairs and Ben asked were the popcorn was. Eddie couldn’t answer, too busy watching as Richie sat far away from him, curled between Mike and Bill. A lump formed in his throat but he reminded himself that it was for the best. </p><p>The next two weeks went by quickly. Things were off between the two - enough that the losers noticed but didn’t ask, which Eddie appreciated. He wanted to enjoy the remaining time with his friends. And he did, they spent nearly every waking minute together, and many sleeping ones. Eddie tried not to stare at Richie too long, or to be hurt when he didn’t put an arm around him. This was what he had insisted on, he didn’t get to be upset.</p><p>Christmas</p><p>	Eddie was home for the holidays, having successfully finished his first semester in college. He loved everything about college- NYU, the campus, his classes, the freedom- but he still sighed happily when the bus pulled into the Derry parking garage. </p><p>He had made several good friends. He spoke to the losers constantly, they had weekly skype dates, but he wasn’t lonely. Instead he felt happy, and free. </p><p>He had also gone on a few dates, nothing successful but all good experiences. Whenever someone else kissed him or grabbed his hand his mind still went to a lanky brunette with unkempt curls.  He knew it would take him to get over Richie but he hadn’t expected the constant ache he had from it. They talked often, usually over text, but it wasn’t the same. Eddie missed his laugh and his careless touches. He missed Richie.</p><p>He didn’t know if Richie was dating too, he couldn’t bring himself to ask and none of the others ever did, at least not in front of him. </p><p>And he didn’t know if Richie was going to be home for the holidays. He had talked about staying in California and picking up shifts at the radio station and Eddie never heard his final decision. He was trying not to think about it, or to get his hopes up. </p><p>Somehow Eddie wasn’t surprised to hear something hitting his window late on his first night back. He opened it, seeing Richie waving at him from the ground, a snowball in hand.</p><p>“You’re going to get sick.” Eddie told him. Richie was in a denim jacket with no gloves. </p><p>“Didn’t need this shit in California. Better let me in then.” Richie said, smiling up at him and god, if Eddie thought his feelings were bad before they all flooded back with that crooked smile. </p><p>“Get up here.” Eddie mumbled, moving back as Richie started his ascent. He fell into Eddie’s room gracelessly, making enough noise that Eddie’s head whipped to his door to see if his mom heard.</p><p>“Bit out of practice.” Richie said, brushing himself off and closing the window. </p><p>“Not crawling into anyone’s window at UCLA?” Eddie asked, looking at his friend. His hair was a bit longer, and he had swapped out his glasses for contacts, but otherwise he looked the same. Still his lanky, uncoordinated Richie. He rushed forward to hug him before Richie could peel off his coat, unable to stop himself.</p><p>Richie’s long arms wrapped around him. “Did you miss me there Eds?” He asked, laughing into Eddie’s hair.</p><p>“You know I did.” Eddie said, his face pressed to Richie’s chest, breathing in his scent. He had forgotten what it was like to be held by Richie, how safe and warm it was.</p><p>“Missed you too Eds.” Richie said, hugging him a little tighter. “And no, no crawling through windows at college.”</p><p>Eddie laughed, finally pulling back and smiling at his friend. “Well, tell me what you did do then.”</p><p>Richie shrugged. “You already know, we talk all the time.”</p><p>“Tell me again.” Eddie insisted. “It’s different when you’re here.” </p><p>So Richie told Eddie about college, about dorm life and what everything was like in California. And Eddie told him about New York and exploring the city. They talked for hours, eventually lying down on Eddie’s bed, both on their sides, yawning and eyes drooping but not wanting to stop talking.</p><p>Eddie knew he had missed Richie but now, with him here, Eddie admitted to himself that he never wanted him to leave. It felt like a piece of him had been missing, one he hadn’t even realized was gone until now. </p><p>“Will you stay over?” Eddie asked as another yawn escaped him. “My mom is has to work early tomorrow morning, she won’t know.” He didn’t want to waste a minute of time with Richie. </p><p>“Are you sure?” Richie asked, his voice low. </p><p>Eddie nodded, his eyes already closed. He felt Richie get up and turn off the lights before coming back to the bed. Eddie sought him out without thinking about it, curling against Richie’s warm back. He thought he felt Richie stiffen against him but then his hands found Richie’s and he was asleep. </p><p>The next morning Eddie woke up with his head on Richie’s chest, his leg over Richie’s hips. It wasn’t a new scene, Eddie had a habit of falling asleep on Richie during their sleepovers but this felt different. Richie’s hand was on Eddie’s bicep, running his finger over it. It was moist, Eddie could feel it against his skin. </p><p>Eddie proppe his chin on Richie’s chest, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. “Why is your hand sweating so much?” He asked. </p><p>Richie looked down at him and snorted quietly. “You’re kidding right?” Eddie shook his head. “Eds, you’ve been sprawled across me for hours, occasionally moving against me. You’re lucky I haven’t cum on your leg like a horny dog.”</p><p>Eddie tried to covertly look down, seeing a tent in Richie’s pants. It made his face go hot as he felt a similar twitch in his pants. </p><p>“So, are you, you still-” Eddie asked, looking back at Richie’s face, which was watching him with bemusement. </p><p>	“Are you trying to ask if I feel the same as I did in August?” Richie asked. Eddie nodded and Richie chuckled. “Yes Eds, always and forever. You really thought a few months apart would make a decade of feelings disappear?”</p><p>	“Maybe?” Eddie replied honestly.  “I wasn’t sure.” </p><p>	Richie’s hand cupped Eddie’s face and he hovered just above his friend. “Then you’re an idiot.” His green eyes met Eddie’s brown ones. “We could not see each other for 27 years and I’d still be in love with you.” </p><p>	“Oh.” Was all Eddie could say, too focused on how close they were.	</p><p> “Can I kiss you?” Richie asked quietly.</p><p>	He nodded and Richie closed the distance between them, slotting his lips against Eddie’s. Eddie’s hands went to Richie’s hair, tugging him closer and Richie’s leg swung over his hips, resulting in Richie lying on top of him.</p><p>	Richie broke the kiss and looked down at Eddie. “Did you change your mind then?” </p><p>	Eddie paused. Nothing had changed since this summer. They’d still be on opposite sides of the country. </p><p>	But then he saw how tenderly Richie was looking at him and knew they something had changed, he knew that Richie wasn’t going anywhere. And neither was he. </p><p>	“Yes, if you still want to.”</p><p>	Richie laughed, “Eds I’m literally on top of you right now after I snuck over here in the middle of winter.  What do you think?” </p><p>	Eddie laughed. “Fair point.”</p><p>	“Good, now, less talking, more kissing. We’ve got years to make up for.” Richie said, bending his head and capturing Eddie’s lips again. </p><p>Tag list: <b></b><a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a>s <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m08HjZA-OzZiDvdhL1oKixg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m08HjZA-OzZiDvdhL1oKixg">@eddiecare</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a>  <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> </p>
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<p>You are clearly forgetting the parts where I died first every time </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177798870417
Date: Thu, 06 Sep 2018 06:53:19
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177798870417/you-are-no-longer-allowed-to-complain-about-your
Slug: you-are-no-longer-allowed-to-complain-about-your
Reblog key: Ov9jf2TU
Reblog url: https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/177798815886/you-are-no-longer-allowed-to-complain-about-your
Reblog name: reddie-for-anything
You are no longer allowed to complain about your L4D skills -ever- especially after you saved our asses multiples times.
<p>You are clearly forgetting the parts where I died first every time </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177763528767
Date: Wed, 05 Sep 2018 06:36:54
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177763528767/smut-is-hard-how-do-yall-do-this
Slug: smut-is-hard-how-do-yall-do-this
Reblog key: 0zzAqcwV
Reblog url: https://generaltrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/177762615314/smut-is-hard-how-do-yall-do-this
Reblog name: generaltrashmouth
Smut is hard. 😣😣😣😣 How do y&#039;all do this? 😂😂😂😂😂
<p>you put your penis in, you take your penis out, you put your penis in, and you <i>ShaKe iT aLL aBoUt</i> <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177890108322
Date: Sat, 08 Sep 2018 22:28:40
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177890108322/mikestan
Slug: mikestan
Reblog key: Gi1l0Kt6
Reblog url: http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/177888316087
Reblog name: stephenskings
Mike/Stan
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Mike Hanlon/Stanley Uris</p>
<p><i>Send me a Losers Club rarepair (AKA anything besides richie/eddie, richie/stan and stan/bill.) and I’ll write something cute!</i></p>
<p>All Stan wanted to do was study, but it was simply NOT working for him.</p> <p><a href="http://eddiekasperbrak.tumblr.com/post/177888316087" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: all the stanlon, forever, fic rec, stanlon
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Slug: hi-lets-see-would-you-ever-write-a-reddie
Reblog key: IDBZjKmW
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hi ❤ Let&#039;s see! Would you ever write a reddie Alien/Space AU?
<p>oohh Reddie in space. Yes, I like it. I’ve thought about a Star Trek AU but that would be quite an undertaking. </p>
Tags: jem-carstairs-is-perfection

Post id: 177889678832
Date: Sat, 08 Sep 2018 22:12:11
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177889678832/how-about-6-14-15-or-any-other-number-you-want
Slug: how-about-6-14-15-or-any-other-number-you-want
Reblog key: OQa2zYIe
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
How about 6, 14, 15 or any other number you want about Something Worth losing?  Also, can i be added to your perma tag list🙏🙏🙏
<p>Ohhh, a throwback fic. I like it. </p><p>

6: What makes this fic special or different from all your other fics?

<br/></p><p>I usually write getting together fics so this was my attempt to branch out- since they start out married. Different dynamic, in a good way. </p><p>

14: Is there anything you wanted readers to learn from reading this fic?</p><p>Marriage doesn’t mean you stop trying. Like the ‘date your spouse’ idea, I like that. </p><p><br/>15: What did you learn from writing this fic?

<br/></p><p>I liked writing that fic a lot, I learned more about writing long term couples (and it was my first shot at angst so that was new too!) </p><p>And of course! thank you! </p>
Tags: constantreaderfool

Post id: 177882771627
Date: Sat, 08 Sep 2018 17:48:08
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177882771627/this-is-hard-because-you-write-everything-would
Slug: this-is-hard-because-you-write-everything-would
Reblog key: cUh3fuHI
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
This is hard because you write everything... Would you ever write a political Au??
<p>Sorry! Im not sure what you mean by political au but yes, probably.  😁</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177881114642
Date: Sat, 08 Sep 2018 16:48:46
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177881114642/rate-your-it-couples
Slug: rate-your-it-couples
Reblog key: UdCoqSIT
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Rate your IT couples
<p>Hi, I love you.</p><p>1. Reddie</p><p>2. Stanlon</p><p>3. Benverly</p><p>4. Bill &amp; his jorts (Borts?)  </p>
Tags: no witchcraft required, reddie-for-anything, wife asks, power couples right here

Post id: 177875938792
Date: Sat, 08 Sep 2018 13:41:23
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177875938792/1-5-for-the-slasher-fic
Slug: 1-5-for-the-slasher-fic
Reblog key: WDIwOI81
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
1-5 for the slasher fic! :)
<p>Thank you!</p><p>

1: What inspired you to write the fic this way?</p><p>I think that writing from different POV’s works well for horror fics- you get to learn about everyone’s fears and see how different people are reacting. Plus, it means that no one is safe. </p><p><br/>2: What scene did you first put down?</p><p>I usually write chronologically so I started with them getting to camp. </p><p>3: What’s your favorite line of narration?</p><p>

They may be out of the frying pan but he felt like they had leapt into the fire.  (Love drama, what can I say?)</p><p><br/>4: What’s your favorite line of dialogue?</p><p>

 “You can’t protect me anyway Richie, you smoke like a chimney and trip over your own two feet. I’ll be the one protecting you.” </p><p> 
<br/>5: What part was hardest to write?

<br/></p><p>Killing any of the losers. It’s rough. </p>
Tags: aizeninlefox

Post id: 177868685902
Date: Sat, 08 Sep 2018 09:07:14
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177868685902/4-5-11-and-12-for-this-safe-place-this-is-one
Slug: 4-5-11-and-12-for-this-safe-place-this-is-one
Reblog key: MPcULrjc
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
4, 5, 11 and 12 for This Safe Place? This is one of my favorite of yours! 😍
<p>Ahh, thank you!!!</p><p>

4: What’s your favorite line of dialogue?</p><p>When they’re on the donut floaty and Richie offers to come in Eddie’s hole. Hands down. </p><p>5: What part was hardest to write?

<br/></p><p>The pieces with Eddie’s grandma were hard. I felt bad for Eddie, and Richie, that the family didn’t stick up for them more. But I also feel like it’s realistic? That people supported them quietly but weren’t willing to actually stick up for them when push came to shove. </p><p>

11: What do you like best about this fic?</p><p>I loveee all the little moments where Richie is like ‘does he like me? nah’ and the audience is just like hshfjdksks! YES DUMBASS! </p><p>12: What do you like least about this fic?

<br/></p><p>I got some negative comments about having Richie bottom when they had sex. I don’t know that I would change that but I think that’s my least fav part. </p><p>Ask me something from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177854222062/reblog-if-you-are-a-fanfiction-author-and-would">this list</a>! </p>
Tags: amylee1018

Post id: 177867693392
Date: Sat, 08 Sep 2018 08:24:49
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177867693392/11-and-12-for-partners-in-crim
Slug: 11-and-12-for-partners-in-crim
Reblog key: qadJ9uAP
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
11 and 12 for Partners in Crim !!! 💕
<p>Hiiiii thank you!</p>

11: What do you like best about this fic?<div><p>I love angry Eddie. I can’t help it. Annoyed, pissy Eddie is my jam. And I loved writing all the law school/ legal jokes. </p><p><br/></p>12: What do you like least about this fic?</div><div><p>I don’t know if I liked the ending. Admittedly, I still don’t think they would have had a happy ending where everything worked out but I’m not sure I liked where I ended it. Honestly, if I did it again, I’d probably make it several chapters longer and have them dating then break up then get back together. So same-ish story but with more details. </p><p>Ask me something from<a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177854222062/reblog-if-you-are-a-fanfiction-author-and-would"> this list </a></p></div>
Tags: strictlyamess

Post id: 177854724317
Date: Fri, 07 Sep 2018 21:46:12
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177854724317/stanlon-pls-we-need-more-stanlon-content
Slug: stanlon-pls-we-need-more-stanlon-content
Reblog key: b1BdPuAd
Reblog url: http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/177852219232
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stanlon pls we need more stanlon content
<p><b>Pairing</b>: Stanley Uris/Mike Hanlon (Stanlon)</p><p><i>Send me a Losers Club rarepair (AKA anything beside richie/eddie, richie/stan or stan/bill). and I’ll write something cute!</i></p><p>The sun was hitting Stan at the just the right angle to make his blond curl glow in the light. His head was rested in Mike’s lap as his boyfriend ran his fingers through the curls. Mike was, of course, the only person who was allowed to touch Stanley’s hair.</p><p>“Your hair is getting long,” Mike said softly. It would cut soon, much sooner than any of the other Losers who always let it grow out a little wild when they weren’t in school. (Or even when they were in school, in the case of Richie.) <br/></p><p>Stan merely hummed in response, more than half way to sleep at this point. It was a Sunday afternoon tradition that had started once the weather began to get warm a few months earlier, that Stan and Mike would pack up a picnic and climb up into the loft above Mike’s barn. It wasn’t usually for one or both of them to  fall asleep up there. </p><p>Mike had moved on from brushing his fingers through Stan’s hair to simply scratching his fingers into Stan’s sculpt. He was pretty sure his boyfriend was about fifteen seconds away from purring. “You’re like a cat.”</p><p>Stan opened his eyes slightly, peering up at Mike through half-closed lids. “What are you talking about?” </p><p>“You know… you’re cat-like,” Mike said lightly. “All curled up in my lap and you like birds.”<br/></p><p>Stan made an odd noise in the back of his throat. “Cats don’t <i>like </i>birds, Michael. They eat them and sometimes bring them back to their owners because cats believed that humans are just bigger, dumber cats.”</p><p>“You’re just proving my point, really.” Mike chuckled softly. “I mean, you can’t pretend that you don’t also act like we’re all bigger, dumber cats. You bring Richie food everyday.”</p><p>“That’s because he’s too stupid to bring his own…” Stan started off indignantly before trailing off and his cheeks heating up slightly. He reached up and wrapped a hand around the back of Mike’s neck to tug him down. <br/></p><p>“That means I won,” Mike said cheekily before Stan pressed their lips together. <br/></p>
Tags: stanlon, forever

Post id: 177854129352
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Reblog name: speakslowtellmelove
Hello uh excuse me psa looking for someone willing do give us anons that good hogwartsxreddie Kush
<p>whats good son, i got what ur looking for, step into my office behind this dumpster next to the popeyes</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15366636/chapters/35657214">Inexhaustible Source of Magic</a> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a></p><p>Idk shit about Harry Potter but i vouch for the story based on the authors 🍀👍</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177848932237
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Slug: sapphos
Reblog key: Xy9ObDiD
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
sapphos
<ol><li>sapphos - favorite poet?</li></ol><p>ee cummings or Shel Silverstein</p><p><br/></p><p>we are for each other: then</p><p>laugh, leaning back in my arms</p><p>for life’s not a paragraph</p><p>and death i think is no parenthesis</p><p>(From Since Feeling Is First, ee cummings)</p><p>Thanks! </p>
Tags: ahoybyeler
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Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177841100852/daydreams-and-watermelon
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Reblog key: a1lJTPtX
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Daydreams and watermelon? 😊
<p>Hello! <br/></p><li>daydreams - if you could be anything or anyone, who would you be?</li>

I’d love to make a living from podcasting. That’d be cool.<p></p><p>Or, a wizard.</p><p>Either works, I’m not picky. <br/></p><li>watermelon - do films ever make you cry?</li><li>Yes, absolutely. I’m not a huge crier but I can’t make it through the last 2 HP movies without crying- like when they show Tonks and Lupin dead and *nearly* touching hands? Every time. <br/></li>

<p></p><p>Thank you! <br/></p>
Tags: 
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Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177841031462/honey-velvet-and-shampoo-i-hope-youre-having-a
Slug: honey-velvet-and-shampoo-i-hope-youre-having-a
Reblog key: X1KFrBp3
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
honey, velvet and shampoo. I hope you&#039;re having a great day!
<p>Hello my dear! I thought these were pet names for a minute and I got really soft. <br/></p><li>honey - favorite term of endearment?</li>

I like cute food related ones- pumpkin, cupcake, sugar. (idk why, I just think they’re adorable)<br/><p></p><li>velvet - who was your first crush?</li><li>JTT! (Jonathan Taylor Thomas, for the youth). OOF. I had such a crush on him- and knowing he voiced young Simba in the Lion King really did me in. <br/></li>

<p></p><li>shampoo - favorite scent?</li>Probably coffee or freshly mowed grass.<p></p><p>Thank you my dear! &lt;3 <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177840904122
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Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177840904122/clouds-and-roses
Slug: clouds-and-roses
Reblog key: Ok17rR6O
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
clouds and roses!
<li>clouds - describe one of your favorite dreams?</li><li>That Trump was never elected. *sigh* <br/></li>

<p>
</p><li>roses - what flower do you find most beautiful?</li><li>Indian Paintbrushes are my favorite! They grew in the wild near where I grew up and I’ve always loved them!</li><figure data-orig-height="201" data-orig-width="293"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/756f02f493281c9ca936d0f57cd23c9c/tumblr_inline_pep5ueJjtd1vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="201" data-orig-width="293"/></figure><div><p>Thank you! <br/></p></div>
Tags: 
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Date: Mon, 17 Sep 2018 16:51:42
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178191945077/hi-sorry-i-live-below-you-and-i-hear-your-dog
Slug: hi-sorry-i-live-below-you-and-i-hear-your-dog
Reblog key: eyYzaS8b
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/178187476855/hi-sorry-i-live-below-you-and-i-hear-your-dog
Reblog name: oldguybones
&quot;hi sorry i live below you and i hear your dog running around and barking all the time &mdash; no no, it&#039;s fine, i was just hoping maybe i could pet it?&quot; Au please it&#039;d so cute !!!
<p>The door of the apartment softly
clicked shut. He hoped the closed barrier to the outside world would
create a similar barricade in his mind, but no such luck. All the
troubles and worries of life still seemed to slip through the cracks.
<i>Just don’t worry so much—</i>they
would say, like it was that easy. As his toed off his shoes and
kicked them carelessly off towards the entry way, he shrugged his
shoulders in an attempt to ease the tension residing there. Maybe
after a glass of wine and some leftovers, he would feel human again.<br/></p>
<p>His
socks slid across the hardwood floors as he shuffled across his empty
apartment towards the kitchen. Overhead he could hear quick, light
footsteps running across the floor. He smiled at the sound, even more
so when they were accompanied by distinct barks. His upstairs
neighbor owned the cutest dog. He always saw him outside early in the
morning when he was leaving for work, taking the dog for a walk while
he enjoyed a cigarette. A nasty habit. Truly disgusting. But his
neighbor was far from it.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/178187476855/hi-sorry-i-live-below-you-and-i-hear-your-dog" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: cute!, reddie
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so what is IHH?
<p>I just saw this sorry I didn’t answer right away. </p><p>Ihh is all about horror content.  The creators I chose are now all the featured creators and anyone who wants to join in can write, draw, make moodboards or playlists or headcanons it doesn’t matter- and they can tag my IHH blog <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mZRnHhEnBGHEPfuiUTqlshA">@ithorrorhaus</a> and we will have the content all there and categorized in a masterpost.  </p><p>Any questions feel free to send me, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> or <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> an ask and we will answer!  Thanks :) </p>
Tags: woohoo!, IHH, its a thing!, I'm helping with!, HMU with questions
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Come together by The Beatles // SOME STENBROUGH AND SOME REDDIE WOULD BE FUCKING YES
<blockquote><p>there aren’t enough words in the english language to express how sorry I am that this took so long. But!! it’s here now! I actually had a ton of fun writing this so thank you for sending this ask <strike>like 3 months ago fuck I’m actually the worst</strike><br/>the song didn’t give me a ton to work with bc the lyrics are a bit wacky so I went with a get together fic! I hope you like it! <br/>warnings: uh… none? richie curses but like…he’s richie<br/>words: ~3700 | ao3<br/><a href="https://trash-the-tozier.tumblr.com/ask">send me a song and a ship and I’ll write a drabble based on them</a></p></blockquote>
<p>“Stan!” </p>
<p>Stan barely had time to register Richie saying his name before he was grabbed tightly around the forearm and dragged away. Stan let out a yelp, tripping over his feet on the dirt as he was pulled away from Bill and Eddie, the two friends standing there and watching them go in confusion.</p>
<p>“Richie, what the <i>fuck?”</i> Stan growled, pulling his arm from Richie’s grip. They were a good twenty feet away from Bill and Eddie now, and people were milling all around them with loud chatter. The air smelled vaguely of popcorn, the sun having set hours ago, the colored glow from game stands and carnival rides doing a poor job to light the ground underfoot. Richie grabbed at Stan’s arm again, but Stan sidestepped him. </p>
<p>“Just–come on!” Richie insisted, getting behind Stan this time to push, shoving him behind one of the game stands. Everything was slightly tinted red and gold, and Stan only stopped struggling when he finally faced Richie, looking him in the eye, and noticed that he looked <i>scared</i>. </p>
<p>Richie “Trashmouth” Tozier did not get scared. Not when Bowers was tormenting them. Not when Sonia Kaspbrak was yelling at them. He didn’t get any kind of panicky; he just laughed. But he wasn’t laughing now.</p> <p><a href="https://trash-the-tozier.tumblr.com/post/178166361616/come-together-by-the-beatles-some-stenbrough" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, stenbrough, read thi, def, you wont regret it, fluff
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First time dancing
<p>Oh, anon, pulling on my heartstrings.  <b><br/></b></p><p>Richie has been pulling Eddie into dances with him for years. He started in kindergarten, pulling Eddie into a clumsy imitation of a waltz that he had seen his parents doing. Eddie had drawn back unhappily, muttering something about germs and touching other boys. But it hadn’t dissuaded Richie, he thought he just needed to find the right dance. </p><p>As they grew up Richie would grab Eddie at random times, bringing him close and drawing him around the room, singing off key to whatever song happened to be on. Other times, Richie would walk up behind Eddie and start dancing against him, just to watch the flush that spread on Eddie’s cheeks. It was another excuse to touch Eddie and Richie was always happy to take advantage of it. </p><p>Their first real dance was junior year at homecoming. Neither had dates so they had jokingly (<i>not</i>) agreed to go as the other’s dates.  All night, Eddie sat at a table with his jaw set, snapping at anyone who dared to talk to him and refusing to dance when Richie asked. Richie had been with the others, insisting they dance three way for all the slow dances (much to their annoyance). Bill had to take Richie aside and convince him that Eddie did want to dance, but only with him. It was pure luck that their song came on (Africa, naturally) and Richie pulled Eddie onto the dance floor, him laughing at Richie’s terrible dance moves. Eddie seemed to relax until the song ended and a slow one filled the air.</p><p>The two watched each other, neither moving, until someone accidentally bumped Richie and he stumbled into Eddie. Eddie grabbed him and their hands found the proper place, Eddie’s going up to Richie’s neck and Richie’s covering Eddie’s small waist. They started out far apart, both flush and nervous, but silently moved closer as the song continued. By the end Eddie’s cheek was on Richie’s chest and Richie’s hands were wrapped tightly around Eddie’s waist. They were reluctant to break apart when the next song started and both knew it was the start of something new between them. </p><p>(Then it probably took them another six months to admit it because they’re dense)</p>
Tags: it occurred to me, that people might be sending these as IT fandom prompts, but I've already got an idea for that, so if you want more than some short HC you gotta tell me, reddie, Anonymous
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First time spanking
<p><b>Hey, shockingly, this is NSFW. </b></p><p>Well dear Anon, we’ve already talked about that Reddie would probably be down to try most kinks and I think they would discover spanking early on.<b><br/></b></p><p>So it’s early in the relationship and neither one wants the other to think they’re ‘weird’ yet (or maybe they’re not even aware of the kinks they have yet). Either way, things have been sorta vanilla until now. </p><p>But one night they’re having sex and Richie is plowing Eddie from behind. Eddie is on all fours and they’re both sweaty and panting and Richie looks down at Eddie’s ass and it’s so <i>damn</i> <i>squeezable</i>. He’s always loved Eddie’s ass, especially when he wears those shorts, but seeing it naked with his dick buried between the cheeks? Heaven. </p><p>Without thinking, Richie takes his hand from Eddie’s hip and slaps one of his ass cheeks- nothing too hard but he wanted to watch it turn red under his hand. The noise that comes from Eddie makes him stop and realize what he’s done. He think he fucked up and he’s ready to apologize. But Eddie turns his head and looks at Richie, his eyes dark and lips bruised, and says in a wrecked voice, “Fuck, do that again.” </p><p>Richie is, of course, more than happy to oblige. He smacks Eddie’s ass again, a little harder, and Eddie makes that sound again. Richie cums from it, just hearing the breathy moan and knowing what caused it (Eddie isn&rsquo;t far behind). </p><p>Afterwards they talk about it and realize, yea, they’re both into this. So that’s the start of them exploring more kinks and getting comfortable talking about it. </p>
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Your info tag is relatable
<p>Hey, thank you. I try. </p><p>Some actual footage of me trying to get my damn cookies. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="499" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="houseoftherisingbun:T3SgmWsG5K1O5-jza_vcfg:ZsrmRt2SfBP8D"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/29996618e1ec7e340c3cdf51ac1d4432/tumblr_p0ge4nnTlA1s1awlro1_500.gif" data-orig-height="499" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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I hate to be predictable buuuuuuuuuut bottom Richie HC? Or. Just anything bottom Richie? Yeet (is that well placed? Asking for a much older friend) *grandma emoji*
<p>Oh Stells, you are singing the song of my people.<b><br/></b></p><p><b>Aged up. NSFW. The whole jazz. </b></p><p>So in my mind, Richie doesn’t bottom a lot. He tried it once, BE (before Eddie) and hated it. He didn’t like giving up the control and felt uncomfortable. Richie decided then and there that it wasn’t for him and put it out of his mind. </p><p>Until, years later, when he’s with Eddie. They’re been together a few months and Richie knows that this is different, that Eddie is different. He trusts Eddie unconditionally.  He wants to try it again but he is a nervous boy. It takes him a month to ask Eddie and then another month before he feels ready for it. (Eddie is, of course, patient and loving and willing to wait)</p><p>When it’s finally happening Richie is nervous but Eddie goes slow, kissing along his shoulders and down his chest, helping him relax. Richie keeps making jokes about how Eddie’s pop can dick will never fit into him until Eddie threatens to gag him. </p><p>Eddie’s finger finally grazes Richie’s hole he tenses and Eddie goes back to kissing him, his finger lightly tracing around his hole, helping him relax. Eddie’s talking to him the whole time, telling him how amazing he looks like this, how he can’t wait to fuck him, and Richie starts to relax. He trusts Eddie. He wants this. Eddie slips his first finger in and it&rsquo;s uncomfortable but once Richie gets used to it he likes it, especially when Eddie crooks his finger <i>just so</i>. It’s not long before he’s begging for another one. </p><p>But Eddie goes slow, savoring this. It’s not often he gets to see his boyfriend fall apart in front of him and Eddie loves it. Richie is needy and begging. Both are hard and it’s torture but  Eddie preps Richie for nearly thirty minutes, enjoying the noises he’s making and how he’s thrusting onto Eddie’s fingers. </p><p>Finally, Eddie puts the condom on and presses into his boyfriend. Richie tenses again but Eddie goes deliciously slow and Richie gives into the feeling, especially once he’s adjusted and Eddie starts to move his hips. He cums quickly, after all the foreplay the sight of Eddie over him, groaning, does him in, Eddie isn’t far behind. </p><p>After that, Richie admits to Eddie that he likes bottoming (Eddie is not surprised, he heard all the noises Richie made after all). Richie loves feeling Eddie inside of him, it feels so much more intimate for him and he loves it. </p>
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U!!!! I love you!!!!
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Reddie going on a date!! - Amy (reddies-spaghetti)
<p>Thank you for the prompt, Amy! Have some silly and in love Richie and Eddie in their mid-twenties. They don’t exactly go on a date, but I hope you like it ❤️</p><hr><h2>Just our kind of date</h2><p><b>Word count: </b>1,359</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15986675"><strong>Read on AO3 </strong></a></p><p>“Eds, baby! Get ready because I’m taking your sweet ass out tonight!” Richie said, with barely one foot through the door of their apartment.<br/></p><p>“Real charming, Rich.” Eddie answered from the couch in the living room where he had let himself drop after coming home from work with no plans to get up again until it was time to go to bed.</p><p>“That’s me! Your charming boyfriend.”</p><p>Eddie scoffed, but he tilted his head back on the couch so that Richie could give him a quick kiss on the lips on his way to their bedroom. Eddie could hear him shuffling around, taking off his shoes and then thei bathroom sink running. He looked down at what he was wearing, sleeping shorts and one of Richie’s old sweatshirts. He couldn’t go out looking like this.</p><p>Eddie groaned. “Are we really going out? Because I don’t feel like changing.”</p><p>“Who said you should change? I love the outfit.” Richie said, leaning on the door frame and winking at Eddie.</p><p>“Do you really want me to go out like this?” Eddie raised an eyebrow at Richie.</p><p>Richie looked him up and down, studying him. “You’re right. Only I get to see you looking like a sexy beast.”</p><p>Eddie scoffed. “An exhausted sexy beast, you mean.”</p><p>“But a sexy beast nonetheless.” Richie said before crawling on the couch and dropping his head on Eddie’s lap. His hands went to Richie’s hair immediately and he started brushing it back and untangling the knots that had appeared during the day. Richie sighed happily, it still baffled Eddie how much he enjoyed having his hair touched and how when Eddie did it, it never failed to shut him up. They stayed like that, in silence for a while. Eddie would’ve thought Richie had fallen asleep if it wasn’t for his fingers dancing on Eddie’s bare skin.</p><p>“So,” Eddie started, “Are we going out or not?”</p><p>“Yes. No. I don’t know. I wanted to take you out on a fancy date but now that I’m here, I don’t want to get up ever again.” He hugged Eddie’s legs as if someone was trying to get him away from the comfort of his boyfriend’s warmth.</p><p>Eddie laughed. “How about,” he pursed his lips in thought. “We have a fancy date here?”</p><p>“In our underwear and old t-shirts?” Richie asks with a chuckle. Eddie nodded. “Fine but at least let me put my nice boxers on.”</p><p>“Your Spongebob Squarepants ones?”</p><p>“You got it.” Richie said, unwillingly lifting himself up from the couch and going back to their room to change out of his day clothes. “Is it still fancy if we order pizza from the new place a couple of blocks from here?”</p><p>Eddie hummed. “It is if we eat it in the fancy tableware Stan gave us when we moved in, instead of paper plates.”</p><p>Richie sighed, looking at Eddie, hearts almost visible in his eyes. “A man after my own heart.”</p><p>-</p><p>Eddie ordered the pizza and gave Richie the task of receiving it and setting the table, while he cleaned. What he found when he walked into their kitchen, surprised him.</p><p>Richie had found a tablecloth somewhere and he had taken the pizza out from the box and put it in a wooden pan, making it seem like they had cooked it instead of buying it. Stan’s fancy tableware was out and so were a bottle of wine and some candles that Richie was lighting up.</p><p>Eddie gasped, delighted. “What is this?”</p><p>“Only the best for my Eddie Spaghetti.” Richie said, smiling brightly at his boyfriend.</p><p>Eddie walked towards him and wrapped his arms around his waist. “You are the very best.”</p><p>Richie leaned down and kissed Eddie, softly cradling his face.</p><p>Then he dragged back Eddie’s chair and bowed ridiculously, “My good sir.”</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes, good naturedly and sat before Richie slid into the chair across from him. They ate their pizza, drank their wine and told each other about their respective days.</p><p>“What made you want to take me out tonight?” Eddie asked once they were done with the pizza and were drinking their second glass of wine.</p><p>“You don’t remember, do you?”</p><p>Eddie’s eyes widened, slightly taken aback. Their anniversary wasn’t for another five months. It wasn’t Richie’s birthday nor Eddie’s. He couldn’t think of any other important dates he could be missing. “I- of course I remember.”</p><p>“Really?” Richie scoffed, raising an eyebrow at Eddie. He didn’t seem mad, just amused.</p><p>“Yes?” Eddie tried but Richie just stared at him. Eddie sighed. “No, I don’t.”</p><p>Richie snorted. “Today marks a year from when we moved here. To our very own apartment.”</p><p>Eddie gasped. “It’s been a year already?”</p><p>Richie nodded. “Exactly one year. I realized it today while I was at work. If I had known it sooner I would have made reservations at some fancy restaurant or bought you some flowers, or something.”</p><p>Eddie grabbed Richie’s hand on the table. “At least you remembered. And I don’t need flowers or a fancy dinner. This is way better.”</p><p>“Wining and dining in our underwear?” Richie laughed.</p><p>Eddie nodded fervently. Then he left his chair in favor of sitting sideways on Richie’s lap, arms around his neck. “Hey, do you remember what we did on our first night here?”</p><p>“Christen the mattress in our new room?”</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes. “Of course, that is what you remember, you idiot.” Richie shrugged. “I was talking about how we had melted ice cream for dinner, because you forgot we brought it until late at night. And since you didn’t label the boxes we had no idea where the food or the cookware was. And we didn’t have a landline to call for food. We couldn’t find our phones in all the mess…” Eddie trailed off, giggling. Richie joined in.</p><p>“I can’t believe I forgot about all that.” He said, bursting into laughter. “That’s the day I was trying to celebrate?!”</p><p>“We fought so much that day.” Eddie said, dropping his forehead against Richie’s.</p><p>“But then we made up! With lots of sex!” Richie said, and he sounded excited at the memory.</p><p>Eddie snorted. “<i>That </i>we did.”</p><p>They laughed some more, cuddling in the chair. It was an uncomfortable position. Too many legs and arms fitting in a tiny chair, but they stayed there, happily.</p><p>“You know,” Eddie said after a while, “I think Bev left some ice cream here last week.”</p><p>Richie perked up at that. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”</p><p>“That we could have some dessert?” Eddie chuckled.</p><p>“Well, yeah. We can have dessert and then some more dessert.” Richie said, dropping his voice lower and waggling his eyebrows at Eddie.</p><p>He sighed dramatically but his eyes crinkled in the corners. “Maybe. As long as you don’t get ice cream on the bed.”</p><p>Richie jumped up in excitement, forgetting Eddie was sitting on top of him, which meant Eddie ended up on the floor.</p><p>“Shit.” Richie muttered, grabbing Eddie’s hands and pulling him up. “Sorry, baby.” He said, offering him an apologetic smile. “I got too excited.”</p><p>Eddie scoffed. “You literally jumped at just the mention of sex. What are you? Fifteen?”</p><p>“I jumped at the mention of<i> ice cream</i>, Eds. Cut me some slack.” Richie said, shrugging but the glint in his eyes told Eddie that he was lying.</p><p>“Uh-huh.” Eddie said, not buying it.</p><p>“Uh-huh.” Richie repeated, before leaning down and kissing Eddie’s left cheek and then the right one. “I’ll get the ice cream, that I got overly excited about and I’ll meet you in our room.”</p><p>Eddie nodded, fixing Richie’s glasses and brushing his curls back from his face.</p><p>He was already at the kitchen doorway when he turned around to stare fondly at Richie. “Hey, babe.” Richie looked up from where he was searching for the ice cream. “I love you.”</p><p>Richie smiled brightly at him. “I love you too, Eds.”</p><p>“Thank you, for remembering our moving in anniversary and for making tonight happen.”</p><p>Richie shrugged. “I barely did anything.”</p><p>“Shut up. I already told you this was perfect.” Eddie said. “Just <i>our </i>kind of date.”</p><hr><p><strong>Tag list:</strong><a href="https://tmblr.co/mnAh3bkzb1iHs-5JWVEuZ-A"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnAh3bkzb1iHs-5JWVEuZ-A"><u><font color="#666666">@daddyphantomtbh</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mi8SeJSOIdSexcBX9U5UGjw"><u><font color="#666666">@yes-dillman-yes</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg"><u><font color="#666666">@richietoaster</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw"><u><font color="#666666">@beepbeeprichiellc</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg"><u><font color="#666666">@its-stranger-than-you-think</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbPkyjF_bnqGPsG1ch-5Pxw"><u><font color="#666666">@lemonaayyee</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m5QwmYYuCSE14I6fuxXPo3A"><u><font color="#666666">@pennys-pet-kitty</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A"><u><font color="#666666">@tinyarmedtrex</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ"><u><font color="#666666">@richiefuckfacetozier</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1oGOuEM48bZ5qYxFeUPHNA"><u><font color="#666666">@sam-i-am2468</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-ptulCP5o2foDAP-ujZejg"><u><font color="#666666">@nicoperryy</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A"><u><font color="#666666">@richardtoz</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"><u><font color="#666666">@aizeninlefox</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q"><u><font color="#666666">@chocolatemangoose</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ"><u><font color="#666666">@godtozier</font></u></a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w"><u><font color="#666666">@reddie-for-anything</font></u></a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a></p>
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Are you and tinyarmedtrex dating? Just curious
<p>people don’t call us otp for nothing &amp; i don’t write pick up lines for just anyone.</p>
Tags: otp tag
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PDA
<p>Yes. Yes to this. </p><p>(nsfw? A bit? I guess?) </p><p>Reddie is all about PDA. There’s no denying it. The losers swear that each of them grew another set of arms just for groping the other once they started dating. They constantly show up with hickeys (At first, Eddie tried to hide them with makeup but Richie would rub it away with his thumb, asking why he’d want to hide his masterpieces). </p><p>The losers learned quickly not to let these two share a blanket during movie nights. Reddie would look at cute and cuddly and then one of the others (usually Stan) would notice that Eddie was biting his lip, or that Richie’s face was shoved into Eddie’s shoulder, and they would know that something unsavory was happening under that blanket. </p><p>Reddie also got in trouble at school. It started with making out at lockers, Richie’s hand slowly creeping under Eddie’s shirt and Eddie’s leg around Richie’s waist but they got bolder as time went on. Eddie would palm over Richie’s tented jeans and Richie’s fingers crept beneath Eddie’s shorts. It only stopped once the Vice Principal threatened to call parents (’My mom can not fucking find out I’m gay this way Richie!’ Eddie screeched more than once). </p><p>Everyone kept expecting them to stop once they left the honeymoon phase but it never did- even at their wedding, everyone was looking for them for speeches and found the two tucked in a corner, hands under undone suit jackets. </p>
Tags: hell yea pda, pretty sure this is canon, right?, Anonymous
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For the sentence prompt, how about: &quot;Don&#039;t you dare walk out that door!&quot; :)
<p><i>warning for angst :(</i></p>
<p>The door to the apartment creaked open, and Eddie slipped inside, hanging his jacket up on the hanger in the hallway and he placed his shoes in the container. He hated working late, but the hospital was so understaffed at the moment because of a sickness bug that was floating around. Eddie just hoped he didn’t fall victim, he couldn’t afford it. </p>
<p>As he walked towards the living room, he was surprised to see the light from the television shining through the bottom of the door. It was just after two in the morning, a time when he knew Richie would have been fast asleep, yet here he was still awake. </p>
<p>He pushed open the door, sticking his head through it and his eyes widened as he spotted Richie sitting on the couch, watching the door with cold eyes. Eddie swallowed and stepped inside, closing the door open as he made his way over to his fiancé. </p>
<p>“Richie?” He asked softly, taking a seat opposite him. “Is everything okay?”</p>
<p>“Everything is just peachy, Eds,” Richie answered, but his voice was distant. Cold.</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/178125591373/for-the-sentence-prompt-how-about-dont-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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tinyarmedtrex? more like bite me please, i&rsquo;m wet.
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Tags: otp tag, wife squad, this was well worth the wait, richardtoz
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Public sex
<p>Alright, so we all know that it took Richie and Eddie forever to get together and once they finally did they’re down to dick anywhere- <i>anywhere</i>. They’re been caught with pants down in all of the losers houses (Stan was the most pissed, Bev just took a photo and laughed). </p><p>They’ve been almost caught in plenty of places- the storage room at the coffee shop Eddie works at (You just look so fucking sexy in that uniform!), in the movies, at a park. Richie even convinced Eddie to let him give him a hand job on a roller coaster (It’ll be the best ride of your life Eds!).  </p><p>The worst one though was when Richie came to church with Eddie and Sonia, he kept squeezing Eddie’s thigh, his hand riding higher, until they finally had to excuse themselves. Richie pulled Eddie into one of the small confessionals and yanked his pants down, his mouth on Eddie in less than ten seconds. Eddie had to bite his hand to stifle the sounds, hoping that someone would just think he was praying (all the ‘God, yes’s and ‘Jesus, don’t stop’ probably helped). At one point another parishioner knocked on the door, asking if anyone was in there. Eddie gritted out a ‘Yes’ and they left. </p><p>Afterwards, Richie wouldn’t shut up about how much he loved to worship on his knees. </p>
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(for the sentence thing) &quot;i can&#039;t believe it work&quot;
<p>It was no secret among the losers that Eddie and Richie had an unspoken thing going on between them. They thought that their friends had no idea about Richie’s late night escapades into Eddie’s room when Sonia had gone to bed. They thought their friends didn’t notice the way they always sat next to each other at the Aladdin, and always held hands. They thought their friends had no idea that the two of them were completely gone on each other.<br/></p>
<p>The only ones who were unaware of that last point, were Richie and Eddie themselves. </p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/178119607298/for-the-sentence-thing-i-cant-believe-it-work" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Please describe Richie O face
<p>HERE WE GO.</p><p>(aged up obviously.)</p><p>so, a lot of people describe richie’s lips as either chapped/thin, etc. (no hate) BUT, i HC richie’s lips as soft &amp; full. like homeboy’s got such pretty lips. &amp; when he’s being fucked they get SO swollen from literally any sort of contact, whether it be him biting his lip or sucking dick or something as simple as making out. they just get so red and full and shiny with spit that it makes his orgasm face 10x hotter. i just think he’d look so heavenly when he’s hitting orgasm because his cheeks would be so flushed, he’d have his eyebrows pinched together and eyes squeezed shut as if he’s concentrating solely on the feeling &amp; then when it does hit his nose scrunches up &amp; his lips are parted the whole time as he throws his head back. his whole body would arch and there would be that one vein in his neck that sticks out &amp; the other person would always want to sink their teeth into it but they’d just be too mesmerized by how breathtaking richie looks. he’s usually silent during his orgasm until he’s finally coming down and then he’s opening his eyes again which are hella glossy with those LONG ASS eyelashes and lets out the most exhausted sigh full of complete bliss.</p><p>he’d just be so beautiful in bed!!!</p>
Tags: damn kimmi, serving up content, wife squad
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Describe the most kinkiest thing You&rsquo;re willing to write the boys doung . The boys is subjective. It could be any boys. Adult boys. m e n
<p>Ems, your drunk asks give me life. </p><p>I haven’t thought about this. I guess I’d be willing to try and write most kinks- bondage? S&amp;M? Costumes? Alright. I nope out on watersports and calling each other daddy though. Y’all can get that somewhere else. </p>
Tags: wife squad, kinky!, Anonymous
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reddie + 4
<p><b><i>4 - Fingers</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>Thanks to both </i><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtBGb0cas6llNgnRwg6JHTg">@lemonadeandrice</a><i>​ and </i><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mioWjJNP7ApDsDT7huIiu-g">@angel-infection</a><i>​ for reading this over first as I thought it was a bit rusty!</i></b></p>
<p><b><i><b><i>Smut under the cut! </i></b><br/></i></b></p>
<p>Biting down on his lower lip, Eddie kicked back his covers, so that they lay scrunched up at the foot of his bed. His sweaty skin stuck to the sheets underneath him, and he turned his head to the side to glance at the clock. It was just a little after midnight which pulled a distressed groan from Eddie’s lips. Richie wouldn’t be home for another hour or so, and the dream that had woken him up left him so on edge that there was no way he could wait another hour for his fiancé to get home.</p>
<p>Damn Richie and his night shifts at the radio station.</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177708787453/reddie-4" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fic rec!
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daddywise
<p>I honestly don’t know what I expected.</p><p><i>I know this is one of you wives. I don’t know which one but I’m betting either Amelia or Kimmi.</i></p>
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daddywise
<p>I honestly don’t know what I expected.</p><p><i>I know this is one of you wives. I don’t know which one but I’m betting either Amelia or Kimmi.</i></p>
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You should write that part 2!!
<p><i>since you all asked so nicely, this is the follow up to</i> <b><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177418093013/9-17-38">‘if only New York wasn’t so far away”</a></b></p>
<p>* * *</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>The bright neon colour that lit up the “Dot’s Diner” sign hurt Eddie’s eyes as the cab came to a stop. He passed over the twenty to pay the driver and gripped a hold of his bag tightly, slipping out of the back seat and into the warm summer air. The place was just as he remembered it, the same sign, the same layout from the window and they probably had the same menu. It had been four years and yet Eddie suddenly felt eighteen all over again, going on his very first date. </p>
<p>The thought of that first date brought Eddie’s thoughts back to reality, after all, that’s why he was here. Four years later, freshly graduated from NYU, and still single. Over the four years Eddie had been on dates, many dates, but none of them quite made him feel the way that Richie Tozier made him feel. </p>
<p>He remembered the night they spent in the closet as though it were yesterday. He remembered the conversation, the impending break up, the promise that they had made to one another. They had a time limit, and that whole summer the clock was ticking faster and faster with each passing day. When the evening before Richie was due to fly out to California, they had made more of a secure plan. A date and a time to meet up if they were both still single after graduation.</p>
<p>Now that time was here, and Eddie was terrified for what he was about to find when he pushed open those double doors and walked into the diner. What if Richie wasn’t there?</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177691847573/you-should-write-that-part-2" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, part 2, fic rec, my heart is full!
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Richie finally asked Eddie out on a date and he&rsquo;s over the frickin moon that Eddie said yes.  When he goes to pick Eddie up, eddie isn&rsquo;t home.  Richie waits and waits, but Eddie doesn&rsquo;t show up.  And Richie thinks Eddie stood him up cuz the date was a joke to him. Richie is heartbroken.  Meanwhile, Eddie had been in town to get something special for Richie because he&rsquo;s heart eyes over that lovable disaster.  But he has a run in with Bowers and has to hide so long.  I need this, I beg you🙏🙏🙏
<p>anon this was so cute and exactly the inspiration i needed so thank you!! hope you like it (:</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 1,892</p>
<p>a little angsty obv, but a fluffy ending!!</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15877050">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p>Richie was practically bouncing as
he walked up the empty driveway, Sonia Kaspbrak being out with her book club
for the evening. He surreptitiously sniffed under both of his arms, making sure
his nerves weren’t manifesting themselves in the form of excessive sweat.
Instead he smelled like excessive Old Spice deodorant, which he was personally
satisfied with. He twirled the small bouquet of flowers he’d bought between his
fingers as he climbed the steps of the Kaspbraks’ front porch, heart pounding
against his chest.</p>
<p>He could hardly believe he was
really here. After four or five years of pining and flirting that he covered up
with jokes, Richie had finally found the courage to ask Eddie out on a date –
and, miraculously, Eddie had said yes. Richie hadn’t been able to keep the
smile off his face for the past two days. He had the whole afternoon, evening,
and night planned: first Richie would drive them to the county park, where they
could go for a walk and ride the carousel and look and birds and trees and
other romantic stuff like that; then they would go get dinner at Eddie’s
favorite restaurant a few towns away; then they would end the night at the
roller rink, where Richie would make a fool of himself – more than worth it
though, to see Eddie’s face lit up with laughter. Maybe they would share a
milkshake or something afterwards. Maybe they would even kiss.</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/177672156332/richie-finally-asked-eddie-out-on-a-date-and-hes" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic rec, cute cute cute!!
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IHH! IHH! IHH!
<p>Since it’s now September i will answer this and say YESSSSSSSSSSSSS</p>
Tags: we love our vague queen, IHH, more news coming soon
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Wife! Evil Dead, Amenity Ville, and Saw
<p>Hello wife dearest!</p><p>

<i><b>Evil Dead:</b></i> Who is someone you look up to and why? 

<br/></p><p>Already answered </p><p>

<i><b>The Amityville Horror:</b></i> Why do you like your favorite book as much as you do?</p><p>I’m not sure what my favorite book is but generally I like books with kickass female characters who aren’t mary sues. I love reading about women who can be strong in different ways and work together.<br/></p><p>Also, if this is in space or includes magic all the better. </p><p>

<i><b>Saw:</b></i> If you were given only one week to live, how would you spend it? </p><p>Traveling and eating with my favorite people. </p><p>Send me an ask from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177669849072/horror-asks">this</a> list! </p>
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Hello wifey #1! Friday the thirteenth and Evil dead :)
<p><i><b>Friday the Thirteenth:</b></i> What would you do for those you love? <br/></p><p>Not to be dramatic but most anything. The people I love have seen me through some shitty times and I’d return the favor and more. </p><p>

<i><b>Evil Dead:</b></i> Who is someone you look up to and why? 

<br/></p><p>The Notorious RBG (Ruth Bader Ginsburg).  I love her spirit and how few fucks she gives. She’s had an amazing life and has gone through a lot to get where she is. I think she’s completely amazing. </p><p>Thank you darlingest! </p><p>Ask me a questions from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177669849072/horror-asks">this</a> list! </p>
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The Silence of the Lambs and Annabelle, my dear wife ❤❤
<p>

<i><b>The Silence of the Lambs:</b></i> What was something that you used to be afraid of that you aren’t afraid of anymore?

<br/></p><p>Alright so, I don’t think this is a popular movie BUT I used to have reoccurring nightmares featuring the villains from Babes in Toyland (and that creepy bowling ball house?? Nightmare fuel) so, that. I’m not scared of that anymore. </p><p>

<i><b>Annabelle:</b></i> What did you do for fun as a child?

<br/></p><p>A lot of the same stuff as now actually- Video games, reading, 

Bug my older sister (spoken like a true younger sibling)</p><p>Thanks wifey! </p><p>Ask me something from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177669849072/horror-asks">this</a> list!</p>
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dearest darling wife, can i get &ldquo;just friends? bullshit!&rdquo; and &ldquo;i&rsquo;m sorry.. did i make this weird?&rdquo; for my stozierlution refill? &lt;3
<p>Gotta refill that HP counter :) </p><p>Rated T</p><p>Warnings: Drinking? Not underaged though. Angst </p><p>Word Count: 2611</p><p>Pairing: Stozier </p><p>	“Rockin’ robin, rock rock Rockin’ robin'” Stan’s phone blasted out. He rolled over, looking first at the clock- just past 3 am- then at his phone- which had been ringing persistently for the last ten minutes. It wasn’t a number he recognized but he picked it up anyway, ready to tell off whoever was on the other end but before he could say anything a familiar voice spoke. </p><p>	“Stannnnyyy, my booyyyyy,” </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>“Richie.” Stan said, sitting up. “Why the hell are you calling me?” He was worried for a minute, that Richie was in trouble or needed help. Old habits died hard, even if Richie wasn’t his problem anymore. </p><p>	“I need a riiidddeee.” Richie sang into the phone. </p><p>	“Call an uber.” </p><p>	“Can’t. My, uh, calling thing…left it at home.” </p><p>	Stan pinched the bridge of his nose. “Your phone. Call a cab then.” </p><p>“Can’t that either. That’s with the… other thing. Just brought me cash and I spent all of that.” Richie said, trying for an Irish accent and failing. “So I need a ridddeeee.”</p><p>“Call Bill.” </p><p>“See, thing is I don’t know his number. But I know yours Stanny boy. It’s memorized. In my head.” </p><p>	Stan could practically see Richie tapping his temple as he spoke. He sighed. As much as he wanted to just hang up, he couldn’t leave this dumbass alone. Stan knew he’d get kidnapped into white slavery or something. “Fine, fine, where are you?”</p><p>	Richie gave him the name of some bar and Stan threw on a coat and shoes and went to pick up his very drunk, very ex boyfriend. He tried not to think about the fact that after nearly 6 months of being apart Richie still had his number memorized. He was nearly the definition of an idiot savant, he couldn’t remember his own address but he’d probably remember Stan’s number on his deathbed. </p><p>	It was easy to find Richie. He was slumped on the ground outside some seedy bar. Stan drove up and threw open his passenger door. “Get in.” He ordered. </p><p>	Richie stumbled to his feet, walking slowly to Stan’s door before falling into the seat. “Are you going to vomit?” He asked as Richie closed the door and buckled up. He smelled awful, like cigarettes and cheap vodka. But he was dressed nice, in a button up and dark pants. Stan guessed that he had started the night somewhere else and ended here. </p><p>	“Nooopppeeee. I took the liberty of doing that outside. Yyyyyou’re welcome.” His words were thick and slurred, and he was speaking slowly, probably trying to seem less drunk than he was. Richie gave him a dopey grin and Stan turned his attention back to the road, beginning to drive. He was trying to ignore Richie, which was, of course, impossible. </p><p>	“Staniel, my knight in shining curls, thank you for the rescue.  I wouldn’t have called you if I didn’t have to. I know that I broke your rules about this. Me? Us?” Richie rambled on. “But rules are stupid and made to be broken. Bro-ken. Broken.” He giggled. “What a dumb word. We’re broken up and I’ve broken the rules. Broooo-ken.” </p><p>Stan listened to him and made a quick decision, turning towards his apartment instead of Richie’s. It had been a long time since he had seen Richie like this- Stan stopped himself from thinking about the last time - and he was worried that if he dropped Richie off he’d end up choking on his tongue or something equally idiotic. As loathe as he was to admit it, he needed to be Richie’s friend tonight and put aside his feelings. </p><p>Richie had stopped his drunk speech and was looking at Stan. “I’m sorry, did I make this weird?” </p><p>	Stan scoffed. “You make everything weird Richie.” </p><p>	Richie let out a choked laugh. “You really know how to butter someone up.” Richie tipped his head back against the headrest, closing his eyes. “Really Staniel, I know you missed me.” Stan didn’t answer. </p><p>	He was silent until Stan pulled into his parking spot, Richie woke up with a start as the car stopped. “What- why are we here?”</p><p>	“Because your dumbass decided to get drunk as a skunk and I can’t leave you alone.” Stan said, watching Richie fumble with the seat belt latch. After a minute he reached over and undid the button for him, their hands brushing as he did so. He ignored the jolt that went through him, instead getting out of the car and waiting for Richie to do the same. </p><p>	Richie poured out, tripping over his feet as he did so.  “Can you make it up the stairs?” Stan lived on the third floor with no elevator.</p><p>	Richie hand a hand through his hair, looking at the building. “Uh, yea. Probably. Totally. Maybe?” </p><p>	Stan closed his eyes and then made another decision he didn’t like, putting an arm around Richie, who looked at him, surprised. “I’ll help you up.” He didn’t want to be waiting for Richie to crawl up the stairs. </p><p>	“Well then chip chop ol’ chap! Let’s get this party started!” Richie said, swinging an arm over Stan, who ignored the abrupt shift in references from Richie. </p><p>	They started to the building, Richie stumbling constantly and being loud, despite Stan constantly telling him to shut up. </p><p>	By the time they got to Stan’s apartment he was fed up. This was a solid reminder of why they had broken up- Richie was too much for Stan, he was too loud, too in your face, too everything. He filled every room he entered, demanding that attention be paid to him while Stan preferred to stay in a corner and observe. They were incompatible. </p><p>	But damned if they didn’t try. They had dated nearly two years, fighting off and on the whole time. Richie wanted to go to parties, to meet new people, and Stan didn’t. He hated feeling surrounded by people and the loss of control he felt when drinking. Stan was a contained person while Richie overfollowed.</p><p>	Even knowing that didn’t kill Stan’s feelings as much as they should, especially as Richie leaned against him, arm around his waist. Stan was reminded how much he liked Richie’s hands on him, and them touching. It had always been a comfort, Richie was one of the few people that Stan didn’t mind having touch him.</p><p>He ignored that memory as Richie stumbled to Stan’s couch. Stan had to resist the urge to go over to him, to offer help for getting his shoes off. </p><p>	Turning away from a drunk Richie who couldn’t remember how to unlace his shoes Stan got him water, which Richie gratefully gulped down. “Thanks Staniel, you’ve always been a great friend.” He said, peering up at Stan. </p><p>	 “Just friends? Bullshit!” Stan said, under his breath, expecting Richie to not hear him.</p><p>	But somehow being drunk had enhanced his hearing and he cocked his head, looking at Stan with surprisingly sober eyes. “You’re right Stan, we’re not friends.”</p><p> 	“What’s that supposed to mean?” Stan asked, annoyed.</p><p>	Richie looked up at him for a minute then shook his head. “Nothing.”</p><p>	“No. Tell me what you meant.” Stan said, crossing his arms and staring Richie down. “You owe me that after dragging me out of bed at 3am to save your drunk ass.” </p><p>	Richie sighed, cradling his head. His voice was muffled but Stan heard him perfectly. “We’re not friends. You know that. We haven’t talked since we broke up. You try to get out of going to any event I’m at and, if we do end up at the same thing, you avoid me. Tell me, does it sound like we’re friends?” Richie’s voice was sad, pained, and it only annoyed Stan more. </p><p>	Stan set his jaw, glaring at him. “How exactly am I supposed to act? Like nothing happened? Like everything is fine?”</p><p>	Richie’s head shot up. “You weren’t supposed to cut me out!” He practically shouted. Then, quieter, “I didn’t think you would do that, not to me.” His eyes were the wide puppy dog ones that Stan had always loved, but now they were full of hurt. </p><p>	Stan’s next sentence came out strangled. “I don’t know what else to do Richie.” He confessed. “I can’t be around you. It hurts too much.” They had never really talked after the break up. Stan had made the unilateral decision that it was easier that way, if they didn’t see each other. That way Richie couldn’t look at him like this, and Stan couldn’t fall back into his arms. </p><p>	Richie looked up at him, his eyes bright and hopeful. “So take me back Stan. I miss you. I miss us.”</p><p>	Stan let out something between a cry and a choked laugh. This is exactly what he had been worried about. “Richie, I can’t. Nothing has changed. We’d just hurt each other again.” Even as he said it part of him wanted to agree, to take Richie back and into his arms. </p><p>	Richie stood and grabbed Stan’s hands. “I’ve changed, I swear. Stan-”</p><p>	But Stan held up a hand, shaking his head. “We can’t talk about this. Not now. Just, go to sleep.” Stan was tired and he didn’t want to talk about this, well, ever, but really not tonight. Not when he didn’t know if Richie would remember- or if he really meant his words. </p><p>	Richie fell back onto the couch, nodding, and Stan left. He changed into his pajamas and laid in his bed, thinking about Richie, about them.</p><p>	There had been a lot that Stan had loved about being with Richie. That was why they had been together for so long. The two were opposed in many ways, Stan was quiet and reserved where Richie was loud and brash. It had been part of why they worked. </p><p>	And also why they eventually didn’t. Part of it was the parties, Richie wanting to go out and being with people and Stan wanted to curl up with a movie. But they were also different people. Richie wanted fame and fortune, he wanted people to know who he was so much it almost hurt. Stan knew it came from his fear of being forgotten. It was like Richie was worried if he didn’t talk that people would forget his existed. </p><p>	And Stan had been in love with the quiet version of Richie, the one that rarely came out. He had stayed for that Richie, the one who made them pancakes on Sundays and who read comics out loud to him.</p><p>	Stan still missed that Richie but nights like tonight reminded him which Richie showed up more. </p><p>	He fell asleep thinking about pancakes and Richie. </p><p>	It was only a little surprising to wake up to the smell of breakfast wafting to him. He went to his kitchen, where Richie was flipping french toast. He was honestly impressed that Richie was standing, after last night. </p><p>	He must have heard Stan’s approach because he turned to him, embarrassed. “You didn’t have stuff for pancakes Stanny.” Stan didn’t say anything and Richie continued. “I wanted to apologize, for last night. I shouldn’t have called you. It wasn’t- I know we’re not together. And It’s been a while since I acted like that but I was celebrating a new job and, well, it got out of hand. But it’s not your problem. I’m not your problem. Let me make these and then I’ll leave.” </p><p>“New job?” He asked, feeling surprisingly disappointed that Richie hadn’t told him. But, like he had said, they weren’t exactly talking anymore.</p><p>Richie nodded, flipping some bread in the egg mix. “I’ll be teaching at a local college. Can you believe it? They’re trusting me to mold young minds.” He said with a wiry smile. </p><p>“What about the radio station?” Stan asked as Richie handed him some coffee. He took a sip. It was perfect - no cream and a little sugar. </p><p>	Richie shrugged. “I didn’t belong there anymore. I wanted something quieter. And I’m excited to teach, it’ll be fun.”</p><p>	“Well, congratulations.” Stan said, still watching Richie. The scene reminded him of so many mornings that they had shared, ones that started like this and ended with them in the bedroom until noon. </p><p>	“Thanks.” Richie was making them both a plate of food. “But still, I shouldn’t have called you. It wasn’t-” He sighed, handing Stan a plate. “I know I crossed a line.”</p><p>	Stan shook his head, accepting the plate. “I’m glad you did.” And he was. “Better me than trying to get home on your own. Though I’m surprised you’re moving right now.”</p><p>	Richie smiled at him. “Think I puked most of it up last night.”</p><p>	They took their plates and coffee to Stan’s small table, where Richie had already put syrup and butter. </p><p>	They caught up, quietly and awkwardly. Stan was surprised how much he had missed from Richie’s life. Richie had made a lot of changes, for the better, in the last few months.  It made ache spread in his chest to know how far apart they had fallen.</p><p>	And he couldn’t ignore how his heart still sped up when their hands accidentally brushed, or how he still smiled whenever Richie laughed. He was still as drawn to Richie as always.</p><p>	“I wanted to say, thank you.” Richie said as they finished their food. “For breaking up with me.” Stan arched and eyebrow and he continued. “It made me see that I had to grow up. It felt like, for a while, as long as you were there I couldn’t be doing too poorly. But then, you weren’t, and I had some shit to figure out. And I finally figured out what I wanted and made those changes.”</p><p>	“For me?” Stan asked.</p><p>	Richie shook his head. “I mean, maybe at the start it was, to get you back. But then it was for me. I wanted to be happy, for me.” </p><p>	Stan gave him a small smile. “Good.” He paused, looking at Richie. Their hands rested on the table, inches apart. “Are you? Happy?”</p><p>	Richie puffed out his cheeks then laughed. “Most days. But others,” He gave Stan a slow look. “I still miss you Stan. I’m not sure I’ll ever stop.”</p><p>	“Richie-” Stan started but this time it was Richie who held up a hand.</p><p>	“No, I know, we’re not together. But hell, I’ve been honest about everything else. Might as well tell you the truth there.”</p><p>	Stan moved quickly, standing up and over Richie. He leaned down and kissed him, hard, his hands on Richie’s shoulders, gripping him tight. </p><p>	Stan moved back and Richie looked up at him, his eyes sad. “Don’t do this to me Stan. I can’t-”</p><p>	Stan cut him off again with another bruising kiss, this time Richie’s hands went to Stan’s back, pulling Stan onto his lap awkwardly, so he was straddling one of Richie’s legs. Stan’s tongue swept Richie’s lips and Richie parted them, letting him guide the kiss. </p><p>	After a minute he pulled back, both breathing heavy. “I want this, I missed you Richie. So much.” Stan admitted it to himself as much as he did Richie. “I can’t promise we won’t still fight but, I want to try this again.” </p><p>	“You only want me because I’m a sexy college professor now.” He joked and Stan nodded.</p><p>	“Yes. You know how sweater vests turn me on.” </p><p>	“I’ll buy a two dozen.” Richie said, burying his head in Stan’s shoulder. “You really want me back?”</p><p>	“Only if you want me.” Stan told him. </p><p>	“You’re all I’ve ever wanted Stan.” Richie told him, kissing him again. </p><p>Tag List: 
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favorite creature of Legend / Myth
<p>loch ness mobster</p>
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40: &ldquo;I&rsquo;m running away&rdquo; We always get richie running away and leaving everyone behind and a heartbroken Eddie but what about Eddie running away and leaving Derry behind?? I think it&rsquo;d make much more sense.
<p>This didn’t turn out as angsty as I wanted…but rather fluffy.</p>
<p>40: “I’m running away”<b><br/></b></p>
<p>The night was cold and bleak, the streets deserted and unwelcoming. His feet dragged along the asphalt in a lazy way, the bag over his shoulders digging into the tender flesh making his joint ache. The bus station was coming up in the horizon and yet it might as well be miles away, his body slumping in defeat while his heart trialed behind him. It had been weeks since his decision to run, and even though he had tried to distant himself, the strings that still connected him to his friends pulled him back. </p>
<p>He was being crazy, with less than a thousand dollars to his name where in the hell was he going to go? Everything he owned was on his back, nothing was set in stone. There was a nervousness that consumed him, a fear of the unknown but the one thing that kept him going, he knew he would rather die in an alley way than live another day with that monster that he called mother. </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/177658430148/40-im-running-away-we-always-get-richie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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WAIT A MINUTE: you&#039;re a fellow left-hander?!
<p>My whole life! Lets celebrate by folding a sheet of paper with the green-handled scissors!</p>
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1 &amp; 16 :0
<p>1. “Please don’t leave me.”<br/></p>
<p>16. “Give me a reason not to turn around and walk away now.”</p>
<p>They were fighting. </p>
<p>Again. It was a screaming match that surely would wake up the neighbors. Every curse word was said, every ounce of energy they had left used to continue the torture. They both wanted to stop but neither of them would take the hit. So they kept going, back and forth, back and forth. Every tiny thing that had ever bothered them coming into play, used as ammunition. Eddie’s voice was hoarse and thin, the words burning his throat as they spilled into the air.  He couldn’t even remember what it had been about, something about work and time spent away, he didn’t fucking know anymore. </p>
<p>“You just aren’t listening to me!” Richie hissed, pointing a judging finger in his direction. “All you do is go to class, work and sleep. It’s like I don’t even exist anymore.” </p> <p><a href="https://beepbeeprichiellc.tumblr.com/post/177631599698/1-16-0" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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i&rsquo;m dead for the mistletoe in july line !!!
<p> “Mistletoe in July? Your family must really like us together.”</p><p>Well I wrote this 3 times because I’m a dumbass who can’t read prompts but it’s fine. </p><p>Reddie</p><p>Rating: T</p><p>Word Count: 2570 </p><h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/36952662">Read here on AO3</a></h2><p>“Mistletoe in July? Your family must really like us together.” Richie joked, looking around the rustic barn that was adorned with Christmas decorations. They were standing in the entryway, which did happen to have mistletoe hanging above it.<br/></p><p>	“Or maybe it has nothing to do with us and it’s the theme of the wedding.” Eddie said, grabbing Richie’s hand and tugging him inside before he could make another comment about the decor. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>They were at a wedding for one of Eddie’s many cousins. She had wanted a Christmas wedding but her mom insisted on a summer wedding so the compromise was a Christmas themed wedding in July. The decorations were flawless, there were real reindeer outside (cheap to rent in July) and fake snow collected in the corners, and she seemed thrilled with how everything looked. The best part was how upset many of the aunts had been, including Sonia, tutting about how it wasn’t proper to have a themed wedding. Eddie had to admire her style, she had stood up to her mom and done (mostly) what she wanted, something he could never do. </p><p>	But Eddie was proud of himself too, bringing Richie had been a small act of rebellion, one that he was revealing in now as he watched his mom’s face from across the room. She had told Eddie that he could bring a date, suggesting ‘that nice girl, Myra’ from church. He knew his mom was hoping he’d bring a a good Christian girl that she approved of and that they would fall in love on the dance floor. It was honestly laughable and proved how little she understood him. </p><p>	There was no way that Eddie was going to fall in love with Myra, or any other girl. And his mom knew that. He had told her that he was gay nearly two years ago, at 15. She had ignored his confession and continually tried to set him up with girls, convinced that the ‘right’ one would change him, that he just needed to fall in love. He could handle that, he could handle her ignoring his sexuality.  It was probably the best outcome, he had worried she would send him away or push him out of the house. Instead she just acted like it had never happened. </p><p>	If she knew just who he had fallen for though, that would be a different story. She would never accept the person he loved-  the completely unacceptable, never parent approved, Richie. His best friend since kindergarten. Eddie was completely head over heels for his weird, occasionally annoying friend. Eddie had accepted it years ago and had gotten used to ignoring his feelings, pushing them down when Richie flirted with him or casually touched him, reminding himself that this was just who Richie was. </p><p>When Richie had heard about the wedding and the date rule he had insisted on coming with, saying that he wanted to shove some cake in Eddie’s face. </p><p>	“Only the bride and groom do that.” Eddie had mumbled, trying to move out from under Richie’s arm and looking to the other loser’s for help.</p><p>	“Ah, well, we’ll need to get married then, huh Eds?” Richie saying, laying a wet kiss on his cheek. “What a sacrifice! The local ladies will be crushed but, well, gotta follow my heart- and dick!” He grinned, proud of himself and Eddie groaned. Richie had come out as bi last year, changing Eddie’s crush from a ‘never’ to a ‘probably never’. He wasn’t sure it was better. </p><p>	“Just bring Bev.” Mike suggested, trying to help.</p><p>	Eddie looked hopefully at her but she shook her head. “I’d love to but I’m going to Michigan with Ben’s family that weekend.” </p><p>	Out went Eddie’s only semi-approved date. His family would have hated Bev but at least she was a girl and wouldn’t cause too many angry glares. </p><p>	“I’ll just suffer alone.” Eddie had said, removing himself from Richie’s arm and heading to his house. “It’s only one night.” He said, waving goodbye to his friends. </p><p>	But Richie was never one to leave something alone. He had to pick at things until he got down to the core, regardless of how much the other person clearly wanted to drop it. </p><p>	So it wasn’t a surprise when Richie had showed up at Eddie’s house that night, letting himself in through Eddie’s unlocked window. Eddie always left it open for him, deciding that it was less dangerous to just let him in than to have him trying to get Eddie’s attention from outside.</p><p>	“Eds! My darling!” Richie said, swooping in and standing over him. </p><p>	Eddie looked up from his bed, where he laying down and reading for english class. “Richie, my headache, what are you doing here?”</p><p>	“Wanted to finish that earlier conversation.” Richie said, laying next to Eddie on the bed and forcing Eddie to scoot over. </p><p>	“We did finish it.” Eddie mumbled, trying to ignore how close Richie was. He was always so close to Eddie, always touching him and muttering into his ear. It drove him crazy.</p><p>	Like now, Richie was in Eddie’s twin bed, which wasn’t big to start with, and Richie was pressed against him, bare arms touching and legs flush. It took all of Eddie’s self control not to roll away because he knew that then Richie would question him. </p><p>	Instead he turned his face towards Richie, admiring the other boy’s profile - his prominent nose and thin lips, his messy hair and bright eyes. Eddie suppressed a sigh at how attractive he was, and how utterly unattainable. If anyone was off limits it was his best friend, Eddie knew how damaging it could be to admit his feelings and had promised himself that he never would. </p><p>	“No we didn’t.” Now Richie turned to him, their faces inches away, and Eddie wanted to die. If he tilted his head they could be kissing. He ignored the image formed in his mind of them rolling in his bed, lips connected and hands roaming. </p><p>	“We did ‘Chee. I can’t bring you. My family would go bonkers.”</p><p>	“Perfect!” Richie said, breaking into a grin. “Bring me and let’s cause some heart attacks in the homophobic old biddies.”</p><p>	Eddie giggled and Richie looked pleased. But then he shook his head. “You’d be miserable. And so would I.”</p><p>	“More miserable than if you went alone?” Richie asked, his hand twitching next to Eddie’s like he was thinking about grabbing it. Eddie fought to keep his breath even, just thinking about the casual touch. </p><p>	“No.” He admitted. He’d be thinking about it and he did want Richie there. It would be a lot more fun, even if it would mean dirty looks all night. </p><p>	“So bring me!” Richie declared triumphantly. </p><p>	Eddie shook his head gently. “You’d have to pretend to be my date.”</p><p>	“A sacrifice I’m willing to make.” Richie said. Eddie hesitated again and Richie’s eyes scanned his face. “Eds, let me go with you. So you aren’t alone in all this. I’ll even double as your mom’s date- a Kaspbrak on both arms!”</p><p>	That had lead to Eddie hitting Richie and a wrestling match that ended when Richie licked Eddies cheek and he broke free to wash his face. </p><p>Eddie had told his mom the next day that he had a date, neglecting to mention that it was Richie, and she was delighted, claiming that he was finally coming out of his shell. </p><p>	On the day of the wedding Sonia had left early to help the bride, letting Eddie get ready on his own. He wore black dress pants, a white shirt, baby blue suspenders and a purple bow tie- the purple and blue were the wedding colors. His mom had insisted that he wear them so people knew he was family. He hadn’t argued with the ridiculousness of the statement because he liked the colors.</p><p>	Richie had picked him up in his shitty car, wearing a bright pink shirt and black tie. He looked good, both had smiled shyly at each other, trying not to stare. </p><p>	The ceremony had been quiet and beautiful and now they were here, at the barn reception, and Eddie was starting to get nervous about his mom seeing then. He had tried to convince Richie that they should just leave but Richie had refused, saying that she needed to accept that Eddie was gay. He wanted to point out that that was easy for him to say, his parents had accepted him with open arms. </p><p>Sonia spotted them as soon as she entered the room, stalking over to them and gritting out, “I thought we agreed you’d bring a date.” She grabbed Eddie’s arm tightly, completely ignoring Richie, trying to pull Eddie away. </p><p>	“I did.” He replied, feet rooted to the spot. “I’m gay ma, you need to accept that.” He was practically pleading with her. “Please.” He looked into her eyes and didn’t see any love or understanding, just anger. It hurt. </p><p>	“We will discuss this later.” She said, eyes venomous. “For now, try not to embarrass me.” She glared at Richie and then turned back to some cousins, greeting them warmly as if the past minute never happened. </p><p>	Eddie rubbed his arm while Richie sneered at her. “That went well.” Eddie said, trying to joke. </p><p>	Richie looked at Eddie and his arm, his expression softening. “Fuck her. Let’s get you some punch.” </p><p>	Eddie was surprised, and grateful, for the rest of his family. He saw a few people mutter behind their hands but most of his family came up and greeted the boys warmly. And Richie was on his best behavior, making charming jokes and lightheartedly flirting with his cousins.</p><p>	“They love you.” Eddie told him, as they stood to get dessert. Sonia had disappeared after dinner, having ignored the two the entire time. Eddie’s aunts had talked to him and Richie, asking about school and college plans and Sonia had broken her silence to say that her Eddie bear would be going somewhere close, where he could come home to take care of her on weekends. </p><p>	“Everyone loves me Eds, I’m very lovable.” Richie said, balancing three pieces of cake in his arms. “I try to tell you guy that all the time.” </p><p>Eddie laughed and they went outside, trying to find a spot away from his family.</p><p>	“What a whopper.” Eddie said, laughing. They ended up leaning against a railing outside, Richie enthusiastically digging into his cake. </p><p>	“Bah, you love me Eds, you just won’t admit it.”</p><p>	The comment hit closer to the truth than Eddie wanted and he went silent, looking out at the sunset. They were quiet for a minute, both absorbed in the cake. </p><p>	“I’m not going to U of Maine.” Eddie finally said. He hadn’t told anyone yet, especially his mom. “I didn’t apply.”</p><p>	Richie looked at him, less surprised than Eddie expected. “Where did you apply Eds?”</p><p>	“NYU, University of Boulder and…UCLA.” Eddie said, his eyes meeting Richie’s. Richie had been planning to go to UCLA since he had learned what college was. He had applied the second he could, hoping for early admission. </p><p>	His confession had the desired effect. Richie’s eyes widened in excitement, a grin spreading across his face. “You might come to California with me?”</p><p>	I’d go anywhere with you, Eddie thought. But he just nodded. “I might.” </p><p>	He tried to emphasize the ‘maybe’ part but Richie didn’t seem to hear him. He whooped loudly, picking Eddie up and spinning him. “My Eds is coming to California!” He said, “You’re gonna look so sexy with a tan.”</p><p>	Eddie started laughing, letting himself get caught up in the moment, in imagining moving to CA with Richie. It was a good feeling. </p><p>Richie put Eddie down but kept his arms around him, looking down at Eddie with an unreadable expression. “I’d love that Eds, I really would.” </p><p>	Eddie couldn’t handle Richie’s expression, the raw emotion on it. He didn’t want to think about what it meant. “Let’s dance.” He said, moving back and grabbing one of Richie’s hands. “Not much of a fake date if we don’t dance.” </p><p>	Richie seemed thrown but let Eddie pull him onto the dance floor, where they were playing cha cha slide. The two danced happily, neither were great but it didn’t matter, they were together. </p><p>	The music changed to a slow song and Eddie started to regret his decision. Richie looked at him, eyes asking what he wanted and Eddie hesitated. Then, Richie slowly put his hands on Eddie’s hips and Eddie’s hands found their way around Richie’s neck and they were pressed close. Closer than they needed to be, even for a fake date. Eddie knew he should move back but he couldn’t, all he could do was look up into Richie’s eyes, which were eagerly watching Eddie. </p><p>	They spun in slow circles, not talking, until the song ended. And Richie didn’t release Edde. “Eds, I, I need to tell you something.” Richie said, licking his lips. “I’ve wanted to tell you for, well, for forever.” </p><p>	Eddie wasn’t sure he wanted to hear it but he couldn’t move, not while Richie was holding him so close. So he settled for nodding. </p><p>	“I - like you.” Richie practically spat out. “In a way more than friends way. In a ‘can’t stop thinking about you’ way. In a ‘been wanting to kiss you for years’ way. I tried to stop but, I couldn’t, I can’t.” </p><p>	Part of Eddie felt like this had to be a cruel joke, that if he agreed Richie would then pull back and laugh, thinking it was all hilarious .</p><p>	But one look into Richie’s eyes and he knew it wasn’t a joke. Eddie tried to say something but he couldn’t, not on the dance floor surrounded by his family. Richie seemed nervous but let Eddie lead him as they walked into a smaller, empty room. </p><p>	They stopped and Eddie didn’t let go of his hand. “I- like you too.” Eddie confessed. </p><p>	“How long?” Richie asked, seeming to be in as much disbelief as Eddie. He would have laughed at it, both of them not really believing the other, but he didn’t want to ruin it. </p><p>	“Probably since I met you.” Eddie said, running his thumb slowly over the back of Richie’s hand. “But I realized when we were fifteen, at that end of the year sleepover at Mike’s.”</p><p>	Richie made a strangled sound. “That long?” Eddie nodded. “We could have been together all this time.” Richie said, taking a small step closer to Eddie, his free hand finding Eddie’s waist. </p><p>	“We’re both idiots.” He replied, leaning into Richie. His head was on Richie’s chest and. for the first time, there was no guilt about the action, no worrying that it was too far for a friend. He let himself be happy. </p><p>	Richie laughed. “I won’t argue with that.” His eyes glanced up. “Did you see what we’re under Eds?” </p><p>	Eddie looked up. Mistletoe. “Maybe my family does want us together.” He said, smiling. He was going to make another comment but Richie’s lips were on his, a slightly clumsy kiss because of how fast he moved, but they adjusted, pressing their lips together for the first of what Eddie hoped was many times. </p><p>
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Wtf man I was close to tears with that soulmate thing and I legit never cry when I read
<p>Sorry? It almost made me cry too. <i>They just wanted to be together.</i> </p><p>If it helps, I have a whole set up for a sequel I’ll never write where they boys go to get the others soul mark as tattoos so they match and find out there’s actually a bunch of people who chose to be with the ones they love and not their matches but it’s covered up by the forces that be so it’s not nearly as uncommon as everyone thinks.  (And Bill finds Audra who doesn’t have a soul mark and they’re happy too. The end.) </p>
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ay soft bitch, wanna give me some of that stanlon content?
<p>Sorry <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> claimed the rights to getting stanlon content out of me. </p><p>We’re out of stock.</p>
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Reddie clinging to each other (Eddie clinging to Richie plzz) for the drawing prompts
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2000" data-orig-width="1500"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/20e895d190fc1ddc5d211620117231f0/tumblr_inline_pdzpq1wGZs1uaqru9_540.png" data-orig-height="2000" data-orig-width="1500"/></figure><p>&lt;3</p>
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so, why haven&rsquo;t you asked eddie out yet??
<figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/de5f1ace9e22e0401ea243c0c843b091/tumblr_inline_pdztkc3BN11w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p>Houston, we have a problem.</p><p>-Richie</p>
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Eddie has kinda a nice ass.:.what do you think?
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Please tell us the story of how you guys met!
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favorite ship? (in this fandom or another) favorite tv show and why? if you could have any superpower what would it be? favorite book and why?
<p>This is adorable. I love you. </p><p>I’m incapable of picking one ship but I truly adore Carlos and Cecil (Welcome to Nightvale), Wash &amp; Zoe (Firefly) and Ron &amp; Hermione (fight me on this, they belong together).</p><p>Favorite TV show is Pushing Daisies because it has the best weird, offbeat humor, Lee Pace (gorgeous man) and some A+ pining. All of it, perfection. </p><p>I’ve thought a lot about my superpower and it’d would  be teleportation. 1) because I love to travel and being able to poof from place to place would be epic and 2) its a great start to my life of crime (I’m definitely a villain. I’d try to fight it but&hellip;it would happen. I know this.)</p><p>And my favorite book&hellip; I’m not sure. I read a lot. I love Mary Roach books. She writes like, weird science books. Like she has one about what happens to bodies that are donated to science (Stiff) or one about different experiments/trails in sex research (Bonk). She’s hilarious and the books are super interesting.</p><p>Thank you so much anon! </p>
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Stanlon. Doing literally anything (but preferably each other)
<p>Me and my big mouth huh? Alrighty wifey It’s on my list! I can never deny writing you some Stanlon!</p>
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For the AU thing what about 9, 17/21, 38?
<p><b> <a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/post/177310303031/reddies-spaghetti-ragnarokdad-send-me-a">9. Roommates AU<br/>17. Drunk/At a party<br/>21. PWP/NSFW<br/>38. ‘You promised.’ </a></b><br/>Anon I like where your heads at<br/>WC: 2100+<br/>Rating:<i> Teen+ (Nsfw! they’re in college!!)<br/></i>Title: <i>Maybe</i><br/>A/N: I’m sorry this took so long!! I hope you like it!!</p>
<p>Eddie was never going to promise Richie anything, ever <i>ever</i> again. Not after this. </p> <p><a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/post/177387364541/for-the-au-thing-what-about-9-1721-38" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Versions of the Same Mask has me fucking crying and I love it so much. Do you have an update schedule?
<p>Thank you so much!! Im glad you like it!

My update schedule can best be described as &lsquo;something between occasionally and frequently&rsquo;. My goal is usually weekly but that hasnt been happening. I update about every 10/11 days and I&rsquo;d expect it to continue along those lines.

Thanks for the ask! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-width="614" data-orig-height="376" data-tumblr-attribution="lasoifdelire:xt58Uz-KIdcaudRndb-t6g:Z2Yf5k2Y8cclt"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/bc50abca81d90939c4ed2bd3f42f6474/tumblr_p91ngeq1QX1ua05u6o1_640.gifv" data-orig-width="614" data-orig-height="376"/></figure>
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Hi, I hope this doesn&rsquo;t bother you ☀️
<p><i>Of course this isn’t bothering me! Now yes, this is longer than 1,000, in fact its 2,023 words long but here you go. I’ve been watching How I Met Your Mother so this fic is basically a whole bunch of tropes from that show put together.</i></p>
<p><i>* * *</i></p>
<p>“<i>I’m moving to Rome”</i></p>
<p>Those were the words that played over and over in Eddie’s mind as he bundled himself and his suitcases into the cab that would take him to JFK airport. He thought back to the look on his friends face as he spilled the secret that he had been keeping from him, well, from them all, for weeks. He remembered the shock, following by sadness in Stan’s eyes as they sat on the steps that led up to his apartment, sharing a bottle of beer from his fridge. </p>
<p>“What do you mean you’re moving to Rome?” Stan asked, pinching his nose between his fingers. “I- <i>when </i><b></b>are you moving to Rome?”</p>
<p>“After the wedding, don’t worry,” Eddie reassured him, sitting the bottle onto the step and placing a comforting hand on his shoulder. “As if I would miss two of my best friends getting married. I leave after the reception.”</p>
<p>“I still don’t understand, Eddie. Why?” </p>
<p>Eddie glanced up at the apartment door, his eyes softening as a lump formed in his throat. “You know why, Stan.”</p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177249272673/hi-i-hope-this-doesnt-bother-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hi??? Just read all of Versions of the Same Mask and it&rsquo;s???? Wild and incredible and I love it. Tag list please? 💛
<p>Ahhhhh thanks!! Glad you’re enjoying my weird attempt at mystery (especially after how the last chap ended!) I will happily add you to the add list!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="268" data-orig-width="488" data-tumblr-attribution="various-cartoon-awesomeness:QWVHYLOXrkjhpdYIYk0VuA:Zb_Vze2PLJ9ld"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/6a9ab33cc4ba70a3ba67a9c1d8798782/tumblr_ov3s5dKpXu1w27jeoo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="268" data-orig-width="488"/></figure>
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coffee (cause that&#039;s what I&#039;m drinking rn)
<p>“Ah. The nameless wonder has returned, I see.”<br/></p><p>Richie fails to bite back a grin as he trots his way up to the counter, pressing his palms flat against the surface as he leans in slightly, head cocked to the side. “Nameless wonder?” he repeats with a hum, eyes glimmering with amusement. “Hm… I kind of like that, actually. But, y’know, I do have a name, so it doesn’t really work, does it?”</p><p>The barista behind the counter, with his wavy blond hair reaching the tips of his ear and glorious grey eyes bright as they scan over Richie slowly, lets out a little chuckle. “Are you finally gonna tell me your name today?” Which is a fair question, seeing as Richie hasn’t once revealed his real name in the four months he’s been getting coffee here, instead offering dumb shit like <i>Ralph </i>and <i>Batman </i>and, on a day where the cafe was particularly full with customers, <i>Nutfucker</i>, which his favorite barista had been furious about having to call out to the crowd.</p><p>“No,” Richie states simply, unable to hold back his laugh as the barista lets out an irritated huff. “But, to be fair, you haven’t told me yours either.”<br/></p><p>“Yeah, well, fuck you,” the barista retorts, though his eye roll looks more fond than anything else. He plucks an empty cup off the stack and picks up a sharpie, cocking an eyebrow. “Well? What’s your identity today, then?”<br/></p><p>Richie takes a moment to ponder this despite knowing what his answer will be. Leaning against the counter a little farther and fluttering his eyelashes in a way that he looks far more ridiculous than appealing, he says, “How about your digits?”</p><p>The barista falters, stunned. “My… what?”</p><p>“Your number,” Richie elaborates, and there’s a nervous flutter in his stomach, because the two of them have been obviously into each other since the first time Richie walked through those doors but there’s still the chance that he’ll get shot down. “Jot that down, and I’ll give you a call so we can set up a date.”<br/></p><p>“A date?” The barista questions, blinking slowly. Richie just nods and sinks his teeth into his lower lip. After a long moment, the barista grins and complies, scribbling down his phone number excitedly. Offhandedly, he says, “I’ll only say yes if you agree to tell me your name, though.”<br/></p><p>As the barista makes Richie’s usual, all he can do is smile and nod. “As long as you say yes, I’ll do whatever you want.”</p><p>“In that case,” the barista murmurs a few moments later, sealing the lid on the cup and handing it to Richie quickly, “text me soon. I’ll make sure to check my phone when I get off work. Don’t keep me waiting.”<br/></p><p>“I wouldn’t dream of it,” Richie says, feeling a little breathless, and when he walks out of the shop, there’s a little pep in his step as he quickly pulls out his phone and sends a text to the number written on his coffee cup.</p><p><i>Nameless wonder here to tell you that my name’s Richie. Are you free Friday night?</i><br/></p><p>It only takes a couple hours before he gets a response that says, <i>I think I like nameless wonder better, tbh. Mine’s Eddie. How does 7pm sound?</i></p><hr><p><b><i>send me a word and i’ll write a little reddie drabble based off of it.</i></b></p>
Tags: so cute, reddie
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83. &ldquo;You&rsquo;re just leaving me here? At least have to decency to finish me off with a stick.&rdquo; (are you taking prompts?? I&#039;m assuming you are :D )
<p>Hey love! Sorry this took so long! </p>

<p>Rating: g<br/>
Paring: reddie </p>

<p>**warming I wrote this in a moving car on my phone so I apologize for any grammar errors**</p>

<p>“You’re just leaving me here? At least have to decency to finish me off with a stick.”</p>

<p>“Duck!” </p>

<p>Eddie flattened himself on the sand as a firework flew over his head, “Jesus Rich, you’re gonna get us killed if you keep setting those off back here!” He sat up, scooting back against the snack shed on the pier, brushing sand from his arms. He shivered at the late night chill. Even though it was only July, Eddie was cold, only wearing the T-shirt and shorts he had managed to sneak out of his house in. </p>

<p>“Aww come on Spaghetti,” Richie cooed, plopping down next to the shorter boy, “What could happen?” </p>

<p>Eddie gave him a mildly exasperated look, “Burns? Setting the dock on fire? Waking up the entire neighborhood with the noise?!!” </p>

<p>Richie pouted “Come on Ed’s,” he wrapped his arm around Eddie’s small shoulders, “No one gets in trouble for shooting off a couple of fireworks.”</p>

<p>“Than you know of,” he mumbled, leaning into Richie’s side, “If my mom finds out I was down here she’ll literally ground me until the end of high school.”</p>

<p> He sighed, letting himself get comfortable in Richie’s warmth. The glow from the fireworks began to fade and he let himself relax, listening to the sounds of his friends running around the local beach, grabbing more supplies of the little shed next to them. He closed his eyes, snuggling closer to Richie. He smiled, feeling the other boy’s long fingers start to play with his hair.</p>

<p>God he could fall asleep right here.</p>

<p>Then suddenly there was another wiz and a loud pop, the sky blazing with light again and Bill set off another firecracker. Eddie jolted awake and yanked himself away from Richie. </p>

<p>“That’s it. I’m going home.” </p>

<p>Richie looked up, “Eds come on please stay.” He gave him other pout, brown eyes wide behind his glasses as he grabbed Eddie’s hand. </p>

<p>“Chee let go,” he scrunched up his noise as Richie pouted more.</p>

<p>“You’re just leaving me here?” He whimpered looking around the beach before grabbing a piece of driftwood from the sand next to him, “At least have the decency to finish me off with a stick!!” He widened his eyes even further and nuzzled Eddie’s thigh, clinging to him. </p>

<p>Eddie felt his resolve crumble. Richie’s soft brown eyes were boring into his as he but his lip. Richie’s thumb stroked soothing circles on the back of his hand. He blushed as Richie pressed little kisses to the side of his thigh. </p>

<p>“Oh ok fine you dummy. Scoot over.” He dropped back down and cuddled closer to his lanky boyfriend. He giggled as Richie squealed with delight and pulled him into his lap. Eddie buried his face in neck and hummed softly. Richie carded his fingers through his hair and kissed his forehead. </p>

<p>“Hey Eddie Spaghetti?” </p>

<p>Eddie pulled Richie’s hoodie around his shoulders, “Yeah Rich?” </p>

<p>“I’m glad you didn’t leave me here to cuddle with the driftwood.” He grinned. </p>

<p>Eddie giggled and snuggled closer, “I’m glad I didn’t leave you to cuddly with the driftwood too.”</p>
Tags: cute cute cute!!, reddie, fic recs
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&ldquo;we&rsquo;re best friends&hellip; this shouldn&rsquo;t be that hard, right?&rdquo; (love your writing!)
<p>Thank you and wow I’m sorry this is a million years late!!! and I’m sorry that it’s angsty!!</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Richie sat on the front porch of his home, a cigarette hanging between shaking fingers. He hadn’t moved in almost half an hour, which was probably a record. But he couldn’t get the words Eddie had said to him out of his head.</p>
<p>“I got accepted to NYU,” he’d said, smiling sadly. Richie knew why he was sad. NYU was no where near LA, where Richie himself was headed. <br/></p>
<p>“Congrats, Eds,” Richie answered, trying to smile as widely as he could. He pulled Eddie in for a hug, breathing in the scent of his best friend with the knowledge that in five short months, he wouldn’t be able to do this anymore. You couldn’t hug someone that lived across the country.<br/></p> <p><a href="http://richiesrocket.tumblr.com/post/177457930581/were-best-friends-this-shouldnt-be-that-hard" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: and this, on my day of fluff, a total angst fic, but its hella good, reddie, fic recs
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Top 10 fave fanfics?
<p><i>okay so I’ve already listed my all time favourites, but here are some more that I love love love! </i></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15366636/chapters/35657214">Inexhaustible Source of Magic </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> &amp; <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><blockquote><p><i>The Triwizard Tournament is back at Hogwarts and this time, two students from each school will be chosen to participate. When Richie Tozier and Eddie Kaspbrak are elected by the Legendary Goblet of Fire to compete, they must come together as a team and overcome their differences to prove to themselves and to others what they are capable of.</i></p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15804792">Reunited </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a><br/></p><blockquote><p><i>Every year, on Halloween night without fault, they would come together and they would drink and talk and laugh, like nothing had changed. They never once broke the tradition, even with work and responsibilities, they never did.</i></p><p><i>At least, not until this year.</i></p><p><i>This year, Eddie would be spending Halloween alone in his house. No costumes, no horror movies, no losers and most importantly, no Richie. </i></p><p><i>Because Richie had died three months ago and Eddie had no intent on enjoying what used to be their favorite day, if Richie wasn’t going to be there.</i></p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14160693/chapters/32639007">In-Between Lovers </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGpXKv9VtlWB-hxdOx1icxw">@beepbeeprichiellc</a></p><blockquote><p><i>Richie Tozier and Eddie Kaspbrak are different sides to the same coin. They are in a rather sticky predicament, both are hopelessly in love with their best friend. One problem, their best friends are dating. Stan and Bill seem happy and in love, flaunting their relationship for everyone to see. It just isn’t fair, not one bit. So the two come to an agreement, deciding that there is no point in suffering alone. They aren’t dating, no never that, it’s only physical and it’s only to ease their broken hearts. Nevermind that they get along so well or that their lingering touches burn their skin. No. It’s just an agreement, an understanding if you will, this isn’t anything more than a means of forgetting. Right?</i><br/></p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15701340">Oil &amp; Water </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a></p><blockquote><p><i>Sometimes a happily-ever-after isn’t the end of a story.</i><br/></p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15675789">anytime you’re ready</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m8vyZOGxkhCVbhTs60BUq-w">@tozierbraks</a> </p><blockquote><p><i>Twenty minutes later the wind was getting harsher, he pulled his sweatshirt tighter around himself and gripped his tea between laced fingers. It shook the trees around him, creating a soothing rustling sound as it rushed through the branches. Still no jays in sight, but there was something flitting in his peripheral vision, flashing white every time the breeze got especially strong. He turned to find it and noticed a small piece of rolled paper sticking out of the entrance to the birdhouse. Curious, he got up to grab it and carefully unrolled it. The handwriting inside was large and blocky. </i></p><p><i>Dear Stan…</i></p><p><i>–</i></p><p><i>or: stanlon secret admirer college au!</i></p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15451440">Catastrophe and the Cure</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqI6XIdo9KzYSxo80ASkbNQ">@hoeziertozier</a></p><blockquote><p><i>Once upon a time, in the land of Camelot, there lay a sword in a stone. This sword was said to be the most powerful weapon in all the lands, and only the most deserving could obtain it. When young William Denbrough pulled the sword from the stone, the people bowed. They crowned him the rightful King of Camelot. They believed if anyone could lead Camelot to greatness, it was him, King William Denbrough, the wielder of Excalibur. Together with the Knights of the Round Table, King Bill led the armies into battle, defeated powerful enemies, conquered the lands, and made Camelot the greatest Kingdom in all the realms.</i></p><p><i>But this is not that story.</i></p><p><i>This is not a story about King Bill’s conquests. This is not a story about the happiness of the people of Camelot. This is not a story about greatness and valor. No, this is a story about darkness. This is a story about betrayal. This is a story about turmoil. This is a story about the most dangerous foe Camelot has faced. But above all that, this is the story of how Richie Tozier went on a journey to right his wrongs and save his kingdom, and somehow still managed to fall in love along the way.</i></p><p><i>And it begins with Stan Uris’ vision.</i></p><p><i>[King Arthur AU]</i></p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14960348">heart made of glass (my mind of stone)</a> </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a></p><blockquote><p><i>To Eddie Kaspbrak, hopelessness is nothing new. It’s his constant companion. Then he meets Richie Tozier and all at once, everything changes.</i><br/></p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/1037903">Sweet Talk Series </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRtpK2Xu3N4vgVb2TuEvh5Q">@happytreasure</a></p><blockquote><p><i>Eddie has his life turned upside down when he finds out he’s an omega. Now he has to learn to adapt to a new part of his life that he never accounted for. Most importantly his first heat.</i><br/></p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14479011"><b>The Seduction of Eddie Kaspbrak</b></a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><blockquote><p>Richie explains to Eddie exactly how someone should seduce him.<br/></p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14343051/chapters/33103455">Key to the Jungle</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjt7hjy8wRZQVoQgU7Z3cNQ">@hypnoidvoid</a></p><blockquote><p><i>Ecologist!Richie and Nature Photographer!Eddie. Eccentric Dr. Richard Tozier has graduated with his Ph.D in Ecology and was given grant money to conduct his own research in the Amazon basin. He gets a research team, one of them being the very talented nature photographer Eddie Kaspbrak of National Geographic. They could not have predicted the beauty and chaos of the adventures that will ensue.</i><br/></p></blockquote>
Tags: actual footage of my face, thank you!!
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9, 17, 38?
<p><b>if only New York wasn’t so far away</b></p>
<p><b>summary: </b><i>Eddie and Richie had a plan. Sometimes plans change.</i></p>
<p><b>pairing:</b><i> Riche x Eddie</i></p>
<p><b>prompt:</b> <i>19. Locked in a room, 17. Drunk/At a party, 38. ‘You promised.’  from </i><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177310282843/ragnarokdad-send-me-a-ship-and-one-or-multiple">this list</a><i> as well as the angst/breakup prompt for the IT Fandom Week 2018! </i></p>
<p><b>word count:</b><i> 1,644</i></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796602/chapters/36786312">AO3 Link</a></b></p>
<p><b>AN: </b><i>written for <a href="https://tmblr.co/meqrZk8Ehwgx4wudrXVTgsg">@itfandomweek</a>‘s day two! <b>Angst</b>, <b>breakup</b>, reunion</i></p>
<p><i>* * *</i></p>
<p>“Are you avoiding Eddie?” </p>
<p>Richie’s head shot up from where his eyes were trained on swirling his drink around in the red cup in his hand. “What?” </p>
<p>Bill, the leader of their little group was standing a few feet away from him, arms crossed and with a frown on his face. “You heard me.” Richie winced at the tone of his friends voice, and for a brief moment wished that he still had his stutter so that he would be less intimidating.<br/></p>
<p>“No I’m not avoiding Eddie,” he replied, but the words tasted wrong on his lips. He was lying of course, because the truth was, Richie was avoiding Eddie.<br/></p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177418093013/9-17-38" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: sad, break up, they totally get back together, 100%, reddie, fic recs
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if you got a golden ticket to willy wonkas chocolate factory, in what ironic candy-ass manner would you be killed
<p>i try to disseminate marxist literature to the oompa loompas and wonka stabs me thru the back with a candy cane sword</p>
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How about Reddie having their first date after they stomped the clown?  Like they are both full of nerves? And all heart eyes for the other?  And they win prizes (cuz they are at a fair or something) and give them to each other?
<p>CAN U IMAGINE??</p>

<p>richie begs wentworth to tell him some places he can earn a few dollars extra because this is a very special time for richie </p>

<p>he ends up mowing 10 lawns but it’s ok because he got a whopping 50 dollars 🤷‍♀️ (which ya know is a lot to little 14 year old richard)</p>

<p>eddie uses his secret allowance as his money (he has managed to saved up 33 dollars and a few penny’s, good for him!!)</p>

<p>so the day comes where they’re going to the fair and richie shows up because his dad is driving and when he knocks up sonia calls for Eddie because she (reluctantly) agreed to let him go</p>

<p>she’s very confused when eddie comes downstairs with money because where tf did he get that</p>

<p>oh well</p>

<p>so eddie n richie zoom back to wents car, eddie is in the back of the car and richie is in the front and eddie is like “what the FUCK” because richie isn’t wearing a seatbelt and went doesn’t even care!!</p>

<p>hell give him a lecture about car safety later,,</p>

<p>when they arrive at the fair it’s bustling and went just gives him this talk about how he has to be in the front parking lot by 10!! only 10!! because he has one of wents watches and it means a lot to went </p>

<p>so went is now gone and both Eddie and richie are buzzing with excitement because they just escaped a demon clown they’re so proud wow</p>

<p>when they get their many, many tickets because tickets weren’t 50 dollars for 30 tickets back then they’re off!!</p>

<p>they start off with the ring toss and eddie wins himself a small stuffed panda who he names big boy </p>

<p>next they play that game where u throw the ball and hit the pins god what’s that called and richie wins a medium sized octopus who he names testicles because classic rich </p>

<p>they play a few more games and in one of those games richie wins a big ass stuffed alpaca and hands?? it?? to?? eddie??</p>

<p>eddie is so flustered bc wow that’s like the sweetest and cutest thing ever hi im gay what’s your name?? he takes the alpaca </p>

<p>by the end of the night they have a big stuffed llama, a panda named big boy, and an octopus named testicles  and they’re tiredly laughing at most things because they’ve been there for a while and they’re sure at this point they must’ve walked around the whole fair at least 3 times</p>

<p>richie gets a glance at his watch and sees they have 30 minutes left so he asks eddie if he wants to ride the Ferris wheel as their last thing </p>

<p>eddie agrees!!!</p>

<p>when they get on the ride they’re so excited but nervous ya know bc it’s a Ferris wheel and neither one of them are huge fans of heights but they live through it!!!</p>

<p>they stop at the top and just stare at each other with,, a look,,</p>

<p>they don’t know what the look means but it brings butterflies to their stomachs </p>

<p>when the Ferris wheel suddenly starts moving they stop staring </p>

<p>when they go home that night they fall asleep with the thought of the other there with them</p>
Tags: i love it, all the fair dates, reddie
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Hi, Richie!! If you can choose Eddie&#039;s outfit for one day, what would you make him wear?
<figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3b6e588f2d71068f10d3218cb9fba357/tumblr_inline_pdwar5AQhO1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/33ceb257c5d08da5b8f638b6dba446b1/tumblr_inline_pdwari0c2g1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p>For the love of god somebody get this boy some pants. Have mercy.</p><p>-Richie</p>
Tags: omg I love it, reddie, fanart, why is everything on this blog perfect?
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For the prompts: &quot;Stop looking at me like that!&quot; and &quot;Friends don&#039;t do this kind of shit!&quot; for Hanzier, please Amelia ❤
<p>

Happy Birthday dearest Monse! Enjoy some oblivious boys being oblivious as a birthday present!<br/></p>
<p>Rated T</p>
<p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/36653877">here</a> on AO3 </p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“Mike, come over here,” Richie said, grabbing his friend’s hand and covertly leading him away from the party, which was celebrating Ben and Bev’s engagement.</p>
<p>	“Richie, what are you doing? I have to make a speech in ten minutes- and so do you!” Mike protested, looking around to see if anyone noticed them leaving. No one seemed to and he let Richie lead him behind a tree, Richie’s hands immediately on Mike’s chest, running his fingertips over him. </p>
<p>	“I know.” Richie said, his lips nibbling on Mike’s neck. “But you look so fucking good. All night, I’ve been staring at you in that damn shirt. So let me enjoy this for five minutes.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177253595297/for-the-prompts-stop-looking-at-me-like-that" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reblog, forgot yesterday, hanzier
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180 and 184? 😻
<p>180. “You have no idea what you do to me.”<br/>+ 184. “Can I touch you?”<br/>+ sharing a bed.</p>
<p>Pairing: Richie Tozier/Eddie Kaspbrak<br/>Rating: T<br/>Word count: 1,659</p>
<hr><p>Like most bad things in his life, it starts with his mother.</p>
<p>He doesn’t blame her for all of his problems, of course. Just most of them. Like the fact that he doesn’t like doctors much. Like how he finds strange comfort in the antiseptic smell of hand sanitizer. Like the way he can’t watch a mid-morning episode of the Price is Right without thinking about her, heavy and hulking in her armchair.</p>
<p>He most especially blames her for the way he doesn’t like to be touched.</p> <p><a href="http://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/177250733034/180-and-184" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic recs, I'm in love
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For the prompts: &quot;Stop looking at me like that!&quot; and &quot;Friends don&#039;t do this kind of shit!&quot; for Hanzier, please Amelia ❤
<p>

Happy Birthday dearest Monse! Enjoy some oblivious boys being oblivious as a birthday present!<br/></p><p>Rated T</p><p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/36653877">here</a> on AO3 </p><p><b></b></p><p>“Mike, come over here,” Richie said, grabbing his friend’s hand and covertly leading him away from the party, which was celebrating Ben and Bev’s engagement.</p><p>	“Richie, what are you doing? I have to make a speech in ten minutes- and so do you!” Mike protested, looking around to see if anyone noticed them leaving. No one seemed to and he let Richie lead him behind a tree, Richie’s hands immediately on Mike’s chest, running his fingertips over him. </p><p>	“I know.” Richie said, his lips nibbling on Mike’s neck. “But you look so fucking good. All night, I’ve been staring at you in that damn shirt. So let me enjoy this for five minutes.”</p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>	Any other protests that Mike had died as Richie’s lips found a tender spot and sucked gently. He bit back a groan as his hands found Richie’s hips. He had missed Richie the last few days. Since Ben and Bev had gotten engaged three weeks ago it had been non-stop activity, all the losers going to several engagement parties and helping to plan the wedding. Bev was insisting on a short engagement so she was already looking at venues and dresses, dragging all the losers with her whether they wanted to or not. </p><p>	It hadn’t left much time for this- whatever ‘this’ was. It had started about four months ago, when a drunk Richie had kissed an even drunker Mike in the club. He had pulled back, ready to apologize but Mike had dove in, kissing him hard and pulling him to the dance floor. Nothing else had happened that night but they had talked about it in the morning, both  sure they had ruined their friendship with the other but, after a careful conversation, they had decided to be friends with benefits. Between getting his BLS and working full time Mike didn’t have the time or energy for a real relationship. And Richie didn’t have the patience for one. This felt like a good situation for both of them. </p><p>	Even tonight, when they were supposed to be celebrating their friends, Mike had been able to stop thinking about Richie. He knew they needed to get back but Richie’s hands were running over his chest and Mike’s hands had moved to his hair and he couldn’t make himself care that people would notice they were gone soon. </p><p>	At least, until he heard an announcement from one of Bev’s bridesmaids. “We’d like to get all of Bev’s childhood friends up here for speeches!” </p><p>	“Richie,” Mike said, trying to get his attention.</p><p>	But Richie just kept mouthing at his neck, unconcerned with the rest of the world. </p><p>	“Richie!” He said, a little harsher. </p><p>	“Oh yea, Mikey, say my name, just like that.” Richie teased, his hands sliding lower until they were on his belt. </p><p>	Mike grabbed his wrists, stopping him and making a small whine escape from Richie. “We need to go up there.” Mike said firmly, then added, “We can continue this later.”</p><p>	Richie nodded, smirking, “I like the sound of that.” </p><p>	Mike pulled Richie to the stage before he could distract him again. All the losers delivered their speeches and Mike managed not to stare too long at Richie’s hands as they wrapped around the mic. He’d always admired Richie’s hands, his long nimble fingers were so different than Mike’s squared ones.</p><p>	As Mike delivered his speech he felt Richie’s eyes on him, traveling slowly over Mike in a very distracting way. He just hoped that no one else noticed Richie’s eyes or his occasional stumble. </p><p>	Of course, he had no such luck. Stan, who had always been too observant for his own good, stopped Mike as he was leaving the party. Richie was meeting him at his apartment and, after the heated looks they’d been giving each other all night, he was eager to get to him.</p><p>	“What’s up with you and Richie?” Stan asked, stopped Mike before he crawled into his car. </p><p>	Mike felt himself go red and took a breath before turning to Stan, hoping he sounded natural. “What do you mean? Nothing.” </p><p>	Mike knew that he wasn’t buying it. He had his hands on his hips and one eyebrow arched. “You know exactly what I mean. You two have been trading bedroom eyes all damn night.”</p><p>	“Bedroom eyes?” Mike said, smiling.</p><p>	Stan waved his joke away. “You know what I mean. Is something going on between you two?”</p><p>	Mike shrugged, trying to think of something Stan would believe. “Richie came over, whining about wanting some girl’s attention so he asked me to flirt with him. Because, you know, Richie.” He said it as nonchalantly as he could, hoping that Stan would buy it. </p><p>	It worked. Stan nodded slowly. “Okay, well, see you tomorrow.” They were looking at flower arrangements with the happy couple. Everyone was dreading it except Ben and Mike.</p><p>	Mike waved him goodbye and drove to his place. Richie was already waiting outside his apartment door, leaning against the wall. “What took you so long?” Richie asked, pulling Mike in for a deep kiss.</p><p>	Which Mike broke off. “Stan stopped me, asking about our ‘bedroom eyes’.” He put the words in quotes and Richie chuckled.</p><p>	“Did he feel our steam heat?” Richie asked, his hands still running over Mike as he unlocked the door. “It is hard to deny the animal magnetism between us.” </p><p>	“No, he saw you giving me sultry looks all night.” Mike pushed open his door and Richie followed him in. </p><p>	“He’s just jealous it’s not him getting dicked down by either of us.” Richie said, taking his shoes off. </p><p>	“They’re catching on Richie.” Mike wanted to stop and have a conversation but Richie was already starting to unbutton Mike’s shirt. “You’ve got to stop looking at me like that when we’re around our friends!“ </p><p>	“Only Stan noticed, and you know he won’t say anything.” Richie said, undeterred by Mike’s tone. He laid a careful kiss behind Mike’s ear, which he knew made Mike melt. </p><p>	“Stop!” Mike said, his hands covering Richie’s. This finally made Richie pause and look at Mike. </p><p>	“Mike, it’s fine. We’re just friends fucking around.”</p><p>	Mike shook his head, now full on annoyed. “Friends don’t do this kind of shit!” He looked down at their hands, his larger ones over Richie’s long ones. “They don’t make out in dark corners, they don’t stare at the other person whenever they laugh, they don’t fuck three times a week!” </p><p>	“Four on good ones.” Richie joked, trying to lighten the mood.</p><p>	It only made Mike angrier. “Fuck you Richie, I’m trying to talk about something and you’re cracking jokes. Just-” He exhaled. “Go. Just go.”</p><p>	Richie’s face fell as he realized that Mike was actually upset. “Hey, no, come on. Let’s talk.” </p><p>	Mike shook his head. “No, I don’t want to talk Richie, there’s nothing to talk about. I’ll see you tomorrow when we pick out flowers.” </p><p>	Richie seemed like he was going to say more but Mike shook his head and, finally, Richie left. Mike tried to do some of his homework but couldn’t focus, deciding to go to bed instead. </p><p>	The next day Mike showed up slightly late to the flower appointment, hoping to avoid any small talk with the others. It didn’t matter, Richie wasn’t there.</p><p>	“Where’s Richie?” He asked as an employee started taking out books and talking bouquets.</p><p>	Eddie shrugged. “Said he felt sick or something. Probably just didn’t want to come.” </p><p>	Mike wanted to ask more but Ben was calling him over, asking about buttoneirs. Mike let himself get lost in wedding planning, watching how excited his friends were to celebrate their upcoming nuptials.</p><p>	He was only a little jealous. Jealous because he had always wanted to settle down, to get a dog, buy a house. But, ironically, Richie was his longest relationship in years. </p><p>	Richie, who, when they first met, Mike had thought for sure he was going to want to strangle him and his trashmouth constantly. And he wasn’t entirely wrong. There were times when Richie drove him up the wall. But as they got older Richie grew up, he still said whatever he was thinking but he was also insightful and damn smart. </p><p>	And he was one of the most caring people Mike had ever met. He didn’t seem like he but he was surprisingly good at reading people, he seemed to know exactly what friends needed. He’d show up to movie nights with Bev’s favorite snack, or a new action movie that Bill had mentioned months ago. For how ditzy he came off he was a good friend. </p><p>	Mike had enjoyed spending more time with just Richie in the past few years, once they graduated college and other people split into couples, he and Richie were left alone together. They’d play video games together, or go see movies. To anyone else, it probably seemed like they were a couple even before they started hooking up.</p><p>	The more Mike thought about it the more he wondered why he thought hooking up with Richie was a good idea. There was no way that this wouldn’t change things. Eventually, one of them would end up dating someone for real and they’d have to break it off. Mike’s stomach churned unhappily at the thought of Richie kissing someone else. </p><p>	Mike came to an abrupt realization that he didn’t want Richie’s lips on anyone else. He didn’t want Richie’s hands undoing someone else’s buttons or for him to go see bad horror movies on with a date. He felt intense jealousy at this imaginary person, hating them already. </p><p>	“Ah, fuck.” Mike said under his breath, causing Eddie’s head to whip to him. He shook his head. “Left the oven on, I’ve got to go.” He said waving a quick goodbye and making his exit. </p><p>	He drove back to his apartment, thinking over his newly realized feelings for one of his best friends and what he was going to do about them.</p><p>	He didn’t know how he hadn’t seen it before. They spent more time together then Mike spent with anyone else. And it wasn’t like they just had sex, they’d go see plays that Mike was excited about, or comedians Richie liked. He had even brought Richie to an office holiday party, both enjoying jokingly calling each other ‘boyfriend’ all night. </p><p>	Mike knew what he had to do. He had to break things off with Richie and try to get over these feelings. Sure, it would make things weird for a while but in the long run it was the better decision. It would stop Mike from pretending that this could ever be more than what it was. He resolved to call Richie that afternoon as he walked up the steps to his apartment. </p><p>	He was feeling sure about his decision until he saw Richie, again leaning against the wall outside his door. Mike instantly knew that he wanted to smoke. His hand was twitching and he kept reaching for his breast pocket, where he had kept his cigarettes until he quit a year ago. </p><p>	“Deju vu.” Mike said, walking up to his door. “Thought you were sick.” </p><p>	Richie shrugged and turned towards Mike. He saw that Richie was holding a bouquet that had seen better times. It looked it had been shaken a few times and all the flowers were drooping. Richie followed Mike’s eyes to it and gave an embarrassed shrug. “It looked better an hour ago.”</p><p>	Mike went into his apartment and Richie followed. He took the flowers from Richie, smiling despite himself. “I’m sure they’ll perk right up in some water.” He couldn’t stop himself from smelling the flowers. Richie had brought him his favorite, sunflowers. </p><p>	“Just like my dick.” Richie said, then he winced. “Sorry, it just comes out.”</p><p>	Mike smiled at him. “After 15 odd years I’m used to it.” He put them in a vase and added water before turning to Richie. “Listen, I’ve been thinking about- this, us - and,” He started.</p><p>	“Wait,” Richie interrupted, holding a up a hand. “I’ve got a whole speech prepared. Let me say my shit first?”  Mike nodded, knowing it was unlikely to change his mind. He was already having to focus, to not reach out and touch Richie’s soft flannel, to try to comfort him. He was suddenly shocked that he had denied his feelings for so long. </p><p>	Richie took a deep breath and Mike knew he was nervous. He had grabbed a crumpled piece of paper from his pocket and was trying to smooth it out while he read from it. “Mike, you know I’m shit at stuff like this. I’m no good at relationships with anyone outside the losers.” He let out a dry laugh. “Which makes this so much harder. Because when this thing between us started I was sure that I could control my feelings.” He paused, trying to read a word. “I wasn’t going to ruin a good thing by being the one to catch feelings. But, like most things in my life, I fucked that up.” He looked at Mike with a little shrug and Mike felt his mouth go dry. Was Richie saying what he thought he was?</p><p>	“I like you Mike. More than I’ve ever liked anyone, honestly. I think about you all the fucking time when we’re not together- you’re running on a loop in my head. It’s kinda pitiful, honestly. But I can’t stop. I keep thinking about how I want to take you out on real dates, and hold your hand. All this soft shit. I know I’m ruining our arrangement and probably our friendship by catching these stupid feelings but- fuck man, I can’t help it. I can’t-”</p><p>	Mike cut Richie off by grabbing the back of his head and pulling him into a hard kiss. Richie was surprised then kissed Mike back, relaxing under his touch.</p><p>	“Not that I’m complaining but what the hell was that?” Richie asked as Mike pulled back. </p><p> “You’ve always talked too much.” Mike said, smiling. “I guess I ruined this too, by catching some feelings.” </p><p>	Richie’s face lit up. “You’re sure? It’s not just a pity kiss?”</p><p>	“No, you dumbass.”Mike said, leaning his forehead against Richie’s.</p><p>	Richie laughed. “Hey, you can’t call me names. My boyfriend is a muscley black guy, he’ll kick your ass.” </p><p>	“Is that your way of asking me to be your boyfriend?” </p><p>	“Well, that and the flowers.” Richie said, grabbing Mike’s free hand and threading their fingers together. Both glanced down at them, smiling. “Is it a yes?” </p><p>	Mike nodded, “Absolutely.” </p><p>Tag: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p>
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<b>Um Skells, you can ALWAYS ask me to write stuff- especially when you give me soft prompts and the perfect couple. 

<br/></b></p>
<p><b>Rated F for Fluff </b></p>
<p><b>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/36625503">here</a> on AO3 </b></p>
<p>	“My family might like you more than me.” Bev said with a laugh as she fell onto her bed. “Did you see Samantha looking at you during dinner? She either wants to feed you or have your babies, I’m not sure which.”</p>
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PROMPTS. YES. getting to cherrypick writing from you is like Christmas. anyways, I would DIE if you would bless us with some Fake Dating #14 with Benverly?? love you love you!!
<p>

<b>Um Skells, you can ALWAYS ask me to write stuff- especially when you give me soft prompts and the perfect couple. 

<br/></b></p><p><b>Rated F for Fluff </b></p><p><b>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/36625503">here</a> on AO3 </b></p><p>	“My family might like you more than me.” Bev said with a laugh as she fell onto her bed. “Did you see Samantha looking at you during dinner? She either wants to feed you or have your babies, I’m not sure which.”</p><p>	Ben fell next to her on the bed, groaning.  “At this point, I might pick the babies. I can’t eat anymore.” </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>	She propped herself up on her elbow and jokingly patted his stomach. “Feeling too well fed?” He laughed, her warm hand tickling him slightly. </p><p>	“You warned me about the cousins and questions, not about all the food.” He said, turning to her and smiling. He resisted the urge to tuck a fallen strand of purple hair behind her ear. Bev had dyed her short pixie cut a dark purple right before the trip, trying to find any way to irritate her family.</p><p>	It was the first annual Marsh family reunion. Bev hadn’t wanted to go- she didn’t exactly have pleasant memories of the Marsh side of her family- but her aunt had insisted, saying she was going and there was no way a 17 year old could stay at the house alone for a long weekend, and also refusing to let her stay with any of the other losers, because, as she had said in a hushed voice, they were ‘boys with hormones’. As if hormones were some sort of strange, otherworldly thing that Bev needed protection against. </p><p>	All this had lead to the losers had all been sitting together in Bill’s basement, talking about upcoming Bev’s trip. “They’re all going to ask me why I’m single.” She said, taking a long hit off the joint that Richie had brought before handing it to Mike. “All of my cousins have these cute promposal stories or some shit and then there’s me- the disaster.”</p><p>	“But a cute disaster.” Richie said, ruffling her hair. “Our disaster.”</p><p>	She scrunched her nose. “Not sure that’s better. My aunt is half convinced that you guys are all degenerate gays.” Bev’s aunt, Jeanne, had moved back to Derry to let her finish high school with her friends. All the losers felt in her debt, even if she did have strict rules for Bev. </p><p>	Richie barked out a laugh. “Well, she’s half right.”</p><p>	She laughed, leaning against Mike.  “I wish I could just bring you guys. It’d be way more fun that way.” </p><p>	“So bring us!” Richie exclaimed, looking at the others excitedly. “It’ll be great. We’ll parade around in banana hammocks and give your dear old granny a heart attack.”</p><p>	She shook her head. “Only significant others allowed, no friends. It’s a stupid rule.” She sighed. “Once again, punished for being a strong independent woman.”</p><p>	“Who don’t need no man!” Eddie finished and everyone started laughing. </p><p>The conversation moved on to other things but later, when Ben was walking Bev home she had turned to him with a grin he recognized instantly. It was her prank grin, the one she got when she and Richie were thinking about stealing a tractor or adding colored water to the school’s sprinklers. It rarely lead to good things and occasionally lead to running from the cops. </p><p>She grabbed Ben’s hand. “I’ve got a great idea.”</p><p>He frowned slightly. “Last time you said that I lost an eyebrow.”</p><p>She slapped his shoulder lightly. “It grew back! Besides, can you honestly tell me it wasn’t worth it!”</p><p>He smiled at her, he couldn’t help it. Everything with Bev was worth it. Ben had been harboring a crush on her for years, since she moved to town. He had watched her fumble through multiple failed relationships and had always been there to help her after. She was the person he called first with any news, good or bad, and he was the one she called late at night and they’d talk about the mysteries of the universe- and occasionally soup. He knew he was only hurting himself, Bev had never acted any differently towards him than any other loser, but he couldn’t help it.</p><p>It wasn’t that he hadn’t tried to date other people. He had a girlfriend for nearly two months sophomore year but had broken it off, feeling guilty that he couldn’t kiss her without thinking of Bev. </p><p>So now he just hoped that eventually his feelings would disappear. Until then, he tried to be the best friend he could.</p><p>“What’s your idea Bev?” He asked, smiling at her excitement.</p><p>“You come with me!” She said, jumping up and down happily. </p><p>“Where?” He asked, confused. </p><p>“To the family reunion!” </p><p>“You said only significant others can go.” He reminded her, not wanting to stomp out her obvious joy but not understanding how it would be possible. </p><p>“Exactly! You’ll be my boyfriend. Jeanne always talks about how we act like we’re dating anyway. She won’t even bat an eye.”</p><p>He shook his head. Leave it to Bev to say something she meant as sweet but that made his stomach knot painfully. “Ask one of the others.”</p><p>She shook her head now. “No, listen, I thought about this. Bill won’t work because he’s an ex, it’d be weird. Eddie is clearly too gay. Richie would embarrass me. Stan would refuse. And Mike is a terrible actor- remember when we had to do a scene in english? He couldn’t act his way out of a paper bag. Heretofore- you!” She said, making excited jazz hands at him. </p><p>“Happy to be your last choice.” He said, smiling.</p><p>“No! No, you’re my first choice. But you also happen to be my only one.” She grinned again. “Say you’ll come, please please please? I need someone there to roll my eyes at and to discuss all of the hidden meanings in my grandma’s speeches.”</p><p>Ben hesitated again and she put her hands together in a prayer motion. “I’m not above begging here Ben.” She said. He paused again and she waved her clasped hands at him until he relented. </p><p>“Okay!” He was laughing at her theatrics. “Fine! I’ll go.” She squealed and leapt into his arms, squeezing him. “Great! Ben, you won’t regret it. I’ll fill you in on the whole family before we go. Flashcards and everything. It’ll be awesome!” </p><p>Awesome was not the word Ben would have used. Torturous, maybe, or hell-like. But he had nodded along as Bev started to explain her family and their quirks. He had half expected her aunt to say no but instead she had been thrilled to hear that they were finally dating and insisted he come.</p><p>It had all lead to this, night three of the reunion. They were leaving tomorrow, after a big pancake breakfast. Bev’s family had rented out a large house in a tourist-y town and had been enjoying all the niche museums and ghost tours that the town offered. Ben had enjoyed it, Bev’s family was nice, if a bit intense. All of them wanted to know where ‘she had been hiding him’ as they grinned approvingly at him. Several had pinched his cheeks, much to his chagrin and Bev’s obvious delight. </p><p>Now, Bev was supposed to be changing before they went to the bonfire. She had dragged Ben with her, wanting to talk about how one of her cousins had spent dinner explaining exactly why Trump was right about ‘those people’. Ben wasn’t supposed to be in the room with Bev, especially with the door closed. Her family had strict rules about non-married people. Ben was in a room with several of Bev’s male cousins and couples got glared at if they did much more than hand holding in front of the family. It had spared Ben the embarrassment of having to do anything more with Bev to convince them they were a couple. </p><p>This week had already been hard enough for Ben, with Bev constantly next to him and whispering in his ear. It was his own personal Heaven and Hell. </p><p>She turned to him, her face changing to a serious expression. “Thank you again Ben, you saved me from a weekend of boredom. I’m so glad you came.”</p><p>“Pretending to be your boyfriend is the easiest thing i’ve ever had to do.” His voice was softer than he meant it to be and, to his immediate horror, Bev seemed to know the meaning behind what he said.</p><p> “That’s not-” He started, right as Bev said, “Ben-” And then door swung open, with one of the aunts on the other side.</p><p>“You know the rules!” She chided. “No closed doors until wedding bells ring.” She smiled and went on her way, giving Ben time to scramble away from Bev. </p><p>“I’ll go, let you change.” He said, trying to back out of the room but Bev had already stood and shut the door again, effectively trapping him between her and the door. </p><p>“Ben, what did you mean?” She asked. </p><p>He felt his face turn bright red. “N-nothing.” He stammered out. “Not, anything, like what you’re thinking.” He finally got out. </p><p>She sucked her top lip into her mouth, a sign she was nervous. “What if I want it to be what I’m thinking?”</p><p>“What-what are you thinking?” He asked, unable to process what was happening. </p><p>“This.” She said, leaning in and kissing him firmly. </p><p>She moved back, looking up at him and he nodded. “I like that.” His brain hadn’t quite caught up with what had happened. </p><p>Luckily she laughed. “Ben, did you really think I asked you as a last option? I’ve liked you for,” she blew her lips out, “years.”</p><p>He felt his mouth drop open and quickly closed it. “Why didn’t you say something?”</p><p>“Why didn’t you?” </p><p>He smiled. “Fair. Fine, fine.” He nodded slowly, looking down at Bev. “You really like me?” </p><p>She put her arms around his neck. “I really really like you.” </p><p>He put his hands on her hips, his brain finally catching up with what was happening and starting to believe it was real. “I really really like you too.”</p><p>She laughed. “Good. So then Ben, what do you say we make this fake relationship real?”</p><p>“I’d like nothing more.” He answered, leaning down and kissing her again. </p><p>Tag: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m08HjZA-OzZiDvdhL1oKixg">@eddiecare</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a></p>
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<p>At first he thought he was just be
paranoid. <i>It’s just the pipes</i>, Eddie
told himself. But no, he definitely heard the front door of his apartment
opening. <i>Oh fuck, oh fuck, shitshitshit</i>,
he thought, slowly sitting up in bed, trying to be as silent as possible. As he
heard footsteps carry through his apartment, he quietly slid out of bed,
searching for some kind of weapon. The only thing he could find that even
remotely resembled a weapon was a silicone dildo, which he knew wouldn’t do
much damage. <i>Guess I’m punching my way
out of this one</i>. He took his phone out and dialed 911, but didn’t press the
call button, just in case he really was just hearing things. Then, he slowly
slipped out of his bedroom, heading down the pitch dark hallway. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/176248103587/can-we-get-a-badass-eddie-where-he-does-something" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Tags: jfc people, chill out, just go read one of the other 5 reddie fics that were posted or updated today, this damn fandom
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Idk if I skipped this out in the books or something but how does Gansey get his mint leaves? Does he buy them or does he have a mint plant called Richard Campbell Gansey IV? Its something that&#039;s been bugging me for a while now
<p>Dear rico-di-angelo,</p><p>I don’t like to talk about this because children read this blog too, but I guess they’re on Tumblr, they can handle the truth. </p><p>Once a week after his Ethics class Gansey gets in the Pig and he meets a guy parked in a Taurus behind the Henrietta Dairy Freeze and he says <i>do you have anything for me </i>and the guy says <i>yeah man mentha spicata just like always I know what you like </i>and then Gansey thumbs through his wallet and gives him, like, four laundromat tokens. The guy is all <i>hey I always wondered why you didn’t just chew mint gum like all the other Aglionbros? </i>and Gansey snaps <i>I don’t pay you to ask questions. </i></p><p>Also it says in the books there’s a mint plant on his desk but that could be a coincidence.</p><p>urs,</p><p>Stiefvater</p>
Tags: beautiful, gansey, trc
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Are there any good reddie fanfictions you&#039;ve read recently and you would recommend?
<p>I sure have some for ya! ;)<br/>I just finished the first chapter of <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15269034/chapters/35419536">Un Nouveau Soleil</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a> like 10 minutes ago and boi let me tell you it is really really good! Richie is a prince in it and it’s just the sweetest thing ever. It is so well written and just perfect?? I love it! And Amy is working on the next chapter of it! *wink wink* I can’t wait!</p><p>The new chapter of <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15366636/chapters/36513138">Inexhaustible Source of Magic</a> was perfect!!! It is a Reddie Hogwarts AU with Triwizard tournament and with Slytherin Eddie! Bless! It is written by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> and <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> and I love everything about it honestly! </p><p>*sighs*<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14343051/chapters/33103455"> Key to the Jungle</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjt7hjy8wRZQVoQgU7Z3cNQ">@hypnoidvoid</a>……i just….love it so much. The new chapter was so sweet and pure! It’s about ecologist!Richie and nature photographer!Eddie. So….Dr. Richard Tozier….I’m just….Just go read it okay? Hannah is super smart and she has a brilliant writing style!</p><p>Also one more fic I’ve read recently is <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13909446/chapters/32011092">Next to you (the sky is more blue)</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtkw7LyzvzPVM1AKQHoGd1w">@tozier-boy</a> aka California Reddie! Reading this fanfic made me feel like it’s summer more like the weather outside (and the weather is pretty great here). I’m probably gonna read the first chapter again because it was so relaxing and sweet and ahhh. I love it! The boys are so perfect!</p><p>These were the ones that came into my mind right now! I’m sure you will love them! &lt;3</p>
Tags: HP AU, its a blast to write, research all the HP stuff?, yes please
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granddaddy moe, can i please get some nsfw hc? thank you!
<p>ask and you shall receive angel sorry this took so long ( <a href="https://tmblr.co/mpPtiIEcwspBPM3eAkz69xw">@floppie-diskk</a> and I were talking about this yesterday I just wanna share this with y’all) nsfw under the cut enjoy your food</p>
<ul><li>Mike loves Stanley’s curls. He loves how soft they are and how they frame his face and almost glow when they’re in the sunlight<br/></li>
<li>When they were kids Mike used to put daisies in Stan’s hair and Stanley would giggle when Mike would tell him how pretty he looks.</li>
<li>When they’re laying together Mike runs his fingers in Stanley’s hair while Stan just talks quietly </li>
<li>Stanley’s scalp is really sensitive, though</li>
</ul><p><a href="https://itchytoaster.tumblr.com/post/177046595359/granddaddy-moe-can-i-please-get-some-nsfw-hc" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 
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the freaky friday thing, if you&rsquo;re still accepting prompts &mdash; uh, like we know how much eddie likes to think about richie&rsquo;s dick whether they&rsquo;re dating or not. just the way it looks in sweatpants, how long it is, etc. well, i&rsquo;d like to hear richie&rsquo;s thoughts on eddie&rsquo;s cock?? :&rsquo;)
<p>Alright, I don’t pretend this isn’t completely cracky and absurd.  But I hope you enjoy it :D</p><p>***</p><p>“What are my thoughts on Eddie’s dick, you ask?”<br/></p><p>“<i>Nobody</i> asked,” Stan says, adjusting his tie and taking a few sips of water.  </p><p>The Losers are at Ben and Bev’s wedding, sequestered to their own table (probably for this very reason), all several beverages in and most of the other guests having already gone home.  Eddie and Mike are still cutting it up on the dance floor, but even the DJ looks restless, and Richie personally cannot wait to take his gorgeous, well-dressed boyfriend home once he finally stops shaking it to “Don’t Stop ‘Til You Get Enough.”  Richie’s been half-hard for the last four or five songs at least, watching Eds put everyone else out there to shame.  It’s times like these he really can’t believe how lucky he is–and he’s eager to show Eddie how lucky he feels. </p><p>But Eddie’s still dancing, so back to talking about his dick in public.  Nobody else at the table chimes in after Stan, so Richie drives forward.  </p><p>“When we first started dating,” he begins thoughtfully, “I was pretty preoccupied with his ass, for obvious reasons.”  Bill’s eyes dart out to the dance floor to find Eddie, just to check in on those reasons, and Stan kicks him under the table.  “Probably because we were young and he wasn’t ready for me to get all up in it yet, so it was like this forbidden fruit.  Now that gorgeous little peach is my best friend.”  Richie finds Eddie, too, watching the way his grey dress pants cling to him, teeth sinking into his bottom lip.  “But then he let me suck his dick for the first time.”</p><p>Stan groans, draining the rest of his vodka tonic quickly and clearly tuning Richie out.  </p><p>“As you both know, I’m a shower, not a grower.  My dick’s about yea long,” he says, pulling a breadstick from the canister by the centerpiece–which Stan promptly breaks in half. </p><p>“Now it’s accurate,” he says, tossing the remaining half into Richie’s lap. </p><p>Richie doesn’t miss a beat.  “Eds is pretty average in length, but <i>God</i> is his dick pretty.  I swear, it’s like the dick prototype.”</p><p>Stan excuses himself to use the restroom, making gagging noises as he shoves his chair away from the table. </p><p>“Seriously,” Richie continues, leaning insistently into Bill’s space.  “Like, you look up <i>cock</i> in the dictionary, and there’s Eddie’s dick blushing back at you, all perfect length and shape.  But my favorite thing about Eddie’s dick is how thick it is.  <i>Fuck</i>.”  By this point, Bill has started eyeing the exits.  “The way he fills me up…”  Richie blows the air out of his mouth dramatically.  “It’s something else.  And fun fact: sometimes after Eddie’s gone to sleep, it gives me advice.  It’s very wise.”</p><p>As if on cue, the song ends and Eddie appears, flushed with a sheen at his temples, wrapping his arms around Richie from behind.  “Did I interrupt something?”</p><p>“No,” Richie says, pressing twin kisses to his palms.  “Totally unrelated, but baby, can I get some of that dick later?”</p><p>“<i>Oh my God</i>,” Eddie chuckles, mortified, slapping both hands over Richie’s face.  But not two seconds later, he brings his mouth up right next to Richie’s ear and murmurs a covert, definitive “Yes.”</p><p>Richie pumps a fist in celebration, upsetting the broken breadstick in his lap and somehow sending it flying across the table. </p>
Tags: nsfw, love a horny Richie, who doesnt give a shit that his friends want to die, reddit
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hi, im kind of stupid, but how do you add to the it fandom week collection on ao3 pls?
<p>Hi there! No worries on that, it is totally confusing!</p><p>When you’re uploading a work to AO3, it has an option to publish to a set collection under the “associations” tab. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="111" data-orig-width="400"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/e5c89ab88a14a16a341d8713894f59ae/tumblr_inline_pdo5gwH7QL1s5h4g9_1280.png" data-orig-height="111" data-orig-width="400"/></figure><p>Hope this helps! Let us know if you need anything else :)</p>
Tags: posting to a collection, itfandomweek
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What are your favorite nsfw/smut accounts?
<p>So these are not just smut accounts, but they all write smut and I love their smut works (and other works too) <br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ">@hanscom</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mj5Ac5_3T63JvNTGyQ_uOfg">@stellarbisexual</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_AIO55DJRdkgR-u_LjFA4Q">@onlyreddie</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRtpK2Xu3N4vgVb2TuEvh5Q">@happytreasure</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mWnlcLEBwcs3dQYY_5VI6EQ">@happytozier</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mwWt4zD0ogfXm4vswScIBYg">@jacksbrak</a> (on ao3 don’t remeber the name) <br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mPiEA7n1R1CH3zFlOdVnpFw">@didsw</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mTgQks4AWxJVasBb9feoChw">@edsbrak</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mqmAbi1b6Nsd-I5HhXSrOAQ">@bi-beverie</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myTbLZ8amls4JiNHEu2V9uQ">@bevrichie</a> <br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a><br/>
My main ofc (😂 jk) <br/>
I can’t think of any others off the top of my head.  I know a lot of great writers but they don’t all write smut so some good ones are left out.</p>
Tags: smut smut smut, gotta love it
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<p>Hey! Sure! I’ve got enough fics over here to keep posting stuff!</p><p>From Grow through Dirt” </p><p>

	Stan put his <b>hands</b> on Mike’s hip, putting his thumb through the belt loop. “You were to mysterious over there. Just hanging out with your flowers all the time. And-” He paused, laughing a little. “I sorta thought you were with that guy, your friend.”

<br/></p>
Tags: 
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📂!!
<p>hello hello!! I’m so happy you’re here yay I’m always so excited to see you on my timeline!!</p><p>today’s headcanon topic is: <b><i>Stan and Mike during That Summer</i></b></p><p>so Mike’s Big Deal Fear is the giant bird, right? he sees it a couple of times. it’s terrifying. </p><p>he is reluctant to tell the other Losers about this for fear that they’d laugh at him. of course they don’t laugh at him…all of their fears are bizarre and kind of personal, too - I mean, Richie almost got smacked down but the god-like hand of Paul Bunyan, for fuck’s sake (although he’s repressed that pretty well already at that point - but that’s a subject for a different HC)</p><p>after Stan finds out about the giant bird, he bikes over to the Hanlon farm, armed with his bird book</p><p>“You’re going to tell me exactly what you saw, and we’re going to figure this out.”<br/></p><p>and so begins hours - HOURS - of Stan flipping through the pages of his book and asking Mike to describe the bird over and over</p><p>and you know what…after hour 2 Mike finds that the story holds no terror for him any more. he’s told it too many times - the words have lost their meaning</p><p>when he tells Stan that, Stan smiles wryly - almost knowingly, but not quite. “Facts have power. If I could have categorized the kids that came after me, I would have.”</p><p>“It’s nice to know what you’re up against,” Mike agrees. “But we still don’t. My bird isn’t in your book.”<br/></p><p>Stan stares straight at him, like he’s missed something really obvious. “Then it’s not real, is it?”</p><p>Mike…hadn’t considered that before.</p><p>“You’ve got a peculiar way of looking at things, Stan,” Mike tells him.<br/></p><p>“You should try it sometime,” Stan replies, smiling a rare Soft Stan smile. “Now. You said you had chickens…or at least you did, before Henry fuckin’ Bowers came around.”<br/></p><p>when the bird appears again, it is of no surprise to Mike that Stan is the one to brandish his book at it and take it down.</p><p>the Urises move away a year and a half later. Mike thanks him for everything he’s done for him on the night before he departs (and it’s a lot - Stanley Uris has changed his life and his understanding of the world forever).</p><p>he hopes beyond hope that Stan takes that bird-book courage and resolve with him when he goes, wherever he goes.</p>
Tags: 
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WIP game! sweet, eyes, smile
<p>This is so soft, I love it. </p><p><b>Sweet - From Grow through Dirt </b></p><p>

Eddie was nodding, not noticing Mike’s quiet expression. “Yea, he keeps asking Bill if he should buy you flowers or something. Then deciding that’s dumb because you own a shop.” Eddie snorted. “Richie suggested handcuffs and Stan threw a bottle of ink at him.” Then Eddie smiled at Mike. “He likes you a lot. It’s sweet.” 

<br/></p><p><b>Eyes- From that Chopped AU that I started months ago (look coven, I’m still writing it. I swear, I have a solid 2 pages of sea cucumber jokes) </b></p><p><b></b></p><p> “You’ve got to do something!” Eddie hissed at him. </p><p>	Richie’s eyes flung to him, looking shocked to find that he was in the Chopped kitchen. “Move you idiot!” Eddie said, gesturing to the basket. </p><p><b>Smile - Another from prompt week </b></p><p><b></b></p><p>	“What kind of tree are we planting?” Stan asked, watching Mike throw another shovel full of dirt.</p><p>	“We?” Mike asked wirely. </p><p>	“Fine, you.” Stan said with a smile. </p>
Tags: 
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What is the Ultimate Beastmaster AU about? Sorry I&rsquo;m late to the party. ): love you and your work.
<p>Hi Anon! Thank you so much! I haven’t talked about it much outside of snippets. </p><p>But basically Richie and Eddie are on Ultimate Beastmaster (which is like American Ninja Warrior but with Terry Crews and therefore superior) and Richie is like ‘damn he’s angry and sexy’ and they start hooking up. </p><p>Um, it’s really just two fit guys having a lot of sex, I’ll be really honest. </p><p>It came about because Kimmi ( <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> ) said ‘Write me a smut’  and I said ‘i have an old smut that I can offer’. And she agreed and got me unstuck</p>
Tags: my WIPs, coming soon to a screen near you, ultimate beastmaster AU
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<p>Damn Anon, I like it. </p><p><b>boner - A NSFW 1 shot I’m working on. </b></p><p><b></b></p><p>Eddie looked down at his outfit then back to Richie. “You said something I’m comfortable in!” </p><p>	“Something boner- causing that you’re comfortable in.” Richie sighed. “I’ll help you.” They went to Eddie’s roo</p><p><b>thighs - Beastmaster AU again. </b></p><p>

Eddie continued kissing down. Richie shivered as his lips ghosted over his hip bones and down his thighs.

<br/></p><p><b>lips- also from prompt week (gee can you guess what the prompt is about?)</b></p><p>Eddie’s eyes darted to the book. “Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?” He asked, not looking at Richie.<br/></p><p>	“Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.” Richie answered. </p><p><b>pain - From Home is Wherever I’m with you (a bit sad…) </b></p><p>

“I failed you.” He told her, trying not to cry. Piper didn’t notice, too wrapped up in her own pain and discomfort. Richie didn’t blame her. He wasn’t one to judge. 

<br/></p><p>Thanks!</p><p>

<i>Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic.</i>

<br/></p>
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For the WIP word ask thingy: Quiet :)
<p>Hello darling! </p><p>Also from my unpublished Ultimate Beastmaster AU </p><p><b></b></p><p>Richie speared another bite on his fork and waved it in front of Eddie’s face. “You surrreee?” He teased. “It&rsquo;s sooo good.” He ate the bite, rubbing his stomach. He picked up another bite, one with extra whipped cream, and as he was about to tease Eddie again his wrist was snapped between Eddie’s fingers and he pulled the fork to his mouth, attacking the bite.</p><p>Eddie close his eyes, chewing <b>quietly</b>. He made an obscene noise that made Richie quickly cross his legs. </p><p>Thank you! </p><p>

<i>Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic.</i>

<br/></p>
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WIP GAME...  beautiful
<p>From a Prompt for prompt week (it’s a continuation of Partners in Crim. Enjoy a teaser that tells you nearly nothing) </p><p><b></b></p><p>	“You look beautiful darling. Knock him dead.”</p><p>	He smiled at her. “Thank you Bev. I’ll call you after.” </p><p>	“I know.” </p><p><br/></p><p><i>

Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic.

</i><br/></p>
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<p>Gees girl. I love it. </p><p><b>Dammit- from Home is Wherever I’m with you (I didn’t have a dammit, have a damned instead)</b></p><p>

	Eddie smiled at him, a hand on Richie’s cheek. “I’ll never get sick of you doing it.” He gave Richie the softest eyes he’d seen and Richie knew that they were making the right choice, everyone else be damned. 

<br/></p><p><b>Realize- From Saturday the 14th </b></p><p>

“You fucking idiot. We watched your friend die and now you’re wandering around in the mask? You’re lucky Mike didn’t chop your arm off!” Stan was nearly screaming and he didn’t care, he couldn’t believe that Henry was dumb enough to walk around in that mask. He felt Mike’s arm wrap around him and Stan realized he was shaking- from fear or anger he wasn’t sure. 

<br/></p>

<p><b>“I can’t believe” - from a prompt for prompt week (I didn’t have the sentence, I’m failing you) </b><br/></p><p> “Did he? I never told him. I should have told him. I had so many chances and I never told him.”</p><p>“It was impossible to watch the two of you and not know. Believe me, he knew. You didn’t have to say anything.”</p><p><b>

scratched -I’ve got nothing. I tried itch too and…nada. Fail. The best I can do is scrap (same beginning?) from a Chopped AU I started forever ago. </b><br/></p><p>

	“Fuck!” Richie said, pushing it off the heat. “All my candy was in there.” He said as he tried to scrap the pan. It came off in a gooey mess and he grimaced. </p><p><b>toothpaste- also from a prompt for prompt week </b></p><p>

	So they did, the book open on Eddie’s lap, Richie putting an arm behind Eddie and practically leaning into him- so he could read the book. That was the only reason, he told himself as he smelled the laundry detergent and the toothpaste that Eddie used. 

<br/></p><p>Thanks! </p><p><i>

Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic.

</i><br/></p>
Tags: 
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hmmmm... uhhhh... this is hard. no wonder I ony got one. &quot;Long&quot; *shrug*
<p>Oofff NSFW this is from my yet unpublished E rated Ultimate Beastmaster fic</p><p><b></b></p><p><br/></p><p>Richie nodded. “You’ve got great hands.” </p><p>“I’ve been told.” Eddie said. He leaned down over Richie’s now erect cock and left one <b>long</b> lick on the underside, making him groan and grip the bed sheets. Eddie ignored the bobbing erection and started kissing along Richie’s other thigh.</p><p><br/></p><p><i>

Give me one word and I will post a line from WIP if that word appears in the fic.

</i><br/></p>
Tags: 
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HEY so I just finished Partners in Crim and boy did you give me a heart attack there towards the end. In my dumb little brain they find a way to work it out and Richie gets his sugar daddy while maintaining a job he loves. 🖤
<p>I’M SORRY ANON. That’s a super valid HC</p><p>I struggled with the end for it and realized that it was partially because I didn’t feel like they were meant to be together. At least, not then. </p><p>If it helps, one of my prompts for prompt week is a 1 shot continuation in that universe. So, you’ll get a little more info about what happens. </p>
Tags: sorry for the pain, but thanks for the ask, Partners in Crim

Post id: 176959528602
Date: Mon, 13 Aug 2018 14:14:41
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176959528602/richie-how-and-when-did-you-first-know-you-were
Slug: richie-how-and-when-did-you-first-know-you-were
Reblog key: jvSRkX7z
Reblog url: https://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/176959377973/richie-how-and-when-did-you-first-know-you-were
Reblog name: reddiepop
Richie, how and when did you first know you were attracted to Eddie? (+what were your first fantasies about him like?)
<p>I’ve known <i>forever</i>.  Cute little bastard has always had a special little nook in my icy heart.  I figured it out solidly when we were freshman in high school.  We were watching movies at my house, sitting really close on my bed, watching something like, I don’t know- maybe Halloween?  Friday the 13th?   Eddie was grossed out by someone getting killed pretty nasty like.  He turned his head and hid his face against my neck, and he was kinda scared and getting disgusted so he was getting clingy and breathy and, well, I was 15!  Of course I popped a boner with him smothering his cute self all over me.  </p><p>Oh man.  My fantasies were stupid.  I mean, when I was hardcore pining for him it was <i>bad</i>.  I always thought about kissing him in my room or in his room, or out at the drive-in in the back of the car where no one could see us.  To be honest they were all like that.  I didn’t think of him sexually all the time.  Not until we were in college and he would strut around in front of me with his stupid track shorts and his sweaty shirts.  <i>Then </i>I’d think about finding him in the locker room alone, stripping down and getting ready to take a shower, only in his shorts when I would push him up against the lockers and get down on my knees.  Pretty lame, compared to what we get up to now.  </p><p>- Richie  </p>
Tags: love love love, reddie
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📂
<p>Anon, I hope you like nerdy bullshit.</p><h2><b>Pokemon types the Modern Losers favor:</b></h2><b>Bill</b> - <b><i>ghost </i></b>(likes the Lavender Town aesthetic),<b><i> fire</i></b> (”I liked fire types FIRST, Bev”)<br/><br/><b>Bev</b> - <b><i>fire</i></b> (”fire is literally my aesthetic fuck off Bill”), <b><i>electric</i></b> (for added effect)<br/><br/><b>Ben</b> - <b><i>steel </i></b>(sturdy but also badass), <b><i>grass</i></b> (flowers!!!)<br/><br/><b>Eddie</b> - <b><i>psychic</i></b> (saw that Abra sleeps for 18 hours a day and teleports away from all social interactions, screamed “THATS ME”, now stans psy types), <b><i>water</i></b> (pleasant, smooth boys…also gets a kick out of Squirtle Squad but then who doesn’t)<br/><br/><b>Richie</b> - <b><i>dark</i></b> (edgelord), <b><i>ice </i></b>(also….edgelord…..)<br/><br/><b>Stan</b> - <i><b>flying</b></i> (”that’s so boring Stan come on we know you like birds”), <b><i>dragon </i></b>(”dragons fly too, Richie, now shut the fuck up”)<br/><br/><b>Mike</b> - <b><i>ground</i></b> (mostly because earthquake is a dope move), <b><i>rock</i></b> (aspires to be like Brock), <b><i>fighting</i></b> (thinks machop is a funky lil dude)<br/><br/><h2><b>Modern Losers’ MarioKart 8 mains (I wanted to do Double Dash but I guess that’s not Relatable any more):</b></h2><b>Bill</b> - <b><i>his own Mii.</i></b> (he spent a lot of time on that Mii ok) <br/><br/><b>Bev</b> - <b><i>Pink Gold Peach </i></b>(beautiful, made of metal, capable of murdering you)<br/><br/><b>Ben</b> - <b><i>Shy Guy</i></b> (self-explanatory)<br/><br/><b>Eddie</b> - <b><i>Toad</i></b> (Richie compared him to Toad once &amp; Eddie was…charmed? so.)<br/><br/><b>Richie </b>- <b><i>Waluigi</i></b> (meme)<br/><br/><b>Stan </b>-<b><i> Luigi</i></b> (practical and it pisses Richie off for whatever reason)<br/><br/><b>Mike</b> - <b><i>Yoshi </i></b>(pure)<br/><br/><h2><b>Modern Losers’ Super Smash Brothers Melee mains:</b></h2><p><b>Bill -</b> <b><i>Link </i></b>(long time Zelda stan! doesn’t really know how to use the boomerang but does anyway.)</p><p><b>Bev -</b> <b><i>Zelda/Sheik</i></b> (only plays at Sheik. kicks serious ass.)<br/></p><p><b>Ben -</b> <b><i>Kirby </i></b>(surprisingly savage about eating people and stealing their abilities)</p><p><b>Eddie -</b> <b><i>Pikachu </i></b>(only understands what’s going on onscreen some of the time but when he does….watch out…..)</p><p><b>Richie - <i>Roy</i></b> (loud, but powerful. likes setting things on fire.)</p><p><b>Stan -</b> <b><i>Marth</i></b> (REGAL. dresses him in the white outfit. usually wins. has excellent form)</p><p><b>Mike -</b> <b><i>Ice Climbers </i></b>(unironically enjoys playing at them, and is really good at it somehow???)<br/></p><p>anyways. this is a lot, and I suspect folks will want to fight about some of it, so…play nice in the notes! good night IT fandom</p>
Tags: this is perfect, i love it, mario kart for forever
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<p>sure, richie got glasses back in like 1st grade, but by the time middle school’s over, ben bill and mike have to get them too. statistically-speaking there’s no way richies the only one w bum eyes (tho his are…the bummiest lol)</p><figure data-orig-width="990" data-orig-height="1043" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/4d04f489a6f6f6088c0f1c7822219606/tumblr_inline_pdd2ipFofh1s5h4g9_1280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="990" data-orig-height="1043"/></figure><p>richie wears his all the time, mike and ben really only need them for class, and bill h a t e s them and wears contacts whenever he can. </p><p><a href="http://didsw.tumblr.com/post/176916180772/send-for-a-random-yet-completely-useless">let me talk hcs!! </a></p>
Tags: Bill is so sulky, I love it
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You post pictures of yourself too much.
<p>Probably true! But I’m okay with being known for loving myself</p>
Tags: 
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[Folder emoji]
<p>[headcanon]</p><p>haha jk jk. another lovey dovey one cuz i got romance on the brain</p><p><b>bill</b> falls in love with a new girl every week and then gets bored. notorious break-up texter. kind of lowkey only gives a shit about his friends and his family…romance is for whipped bitches and bill’s just here to have a little fun</p><p><b>stan</b> quietly and intensely crushes from afar, and is a little…territorial? prone to jealousy when others show interest in his crush? in a healthy way though as this kickstarts some sort of action, whether it be actually asking that person out, or even initiating a conversation for the first time. go stan! </p><p><b>beverly</b> lowk has kinda weird and totally random taste in people. she starts off with bill, who’s pretty solid. but then she’s all over that dude in the band? Like does he ever wash his hair? But within a few months no one’s ever been hotter than…the captain of the basketball team? Wait, she likes the girl who works at the ice cream parlour? I thought she was into that guy who subbed her french class last week?? and she’d be vaugely “into” whatever niche hobby her crush has too (an interest dropped immediately when she’s moved on)</p><p><b>mike</b> is a total word vomit type guy when he’s talking to someone he likes. tripping over his words, continually going on about shit NO one cares about, talks a little too loud. then he goes and bangs his head against his locker because why why why is he such an idiot?? get a grip!!</p><p><b>ben’s</b> got his heart set on a One True Love (beverly) but he’s not…reliant on that at all and is able to explore both himself and fun romantic relationships during the time when his crush is not reciprocated (think ginny weasley!) king of glo ups, i stan. (also…post high school, him and bev work it out :) )</p><p><b>eddie</b> is definitely is the type of person who gets crushes on anyone who shows him like…positive action. kid helps him pick up his spilled stuff? what a cutie! guy in the grocery store helps him find a certain cereal? he’s the subject of eddie’s daydreams for 2 days! meanwhile…</p><p>…<b>richie</b>, king of deflection, fucks around a bit, makes out with different people, has no-strings-attached fun, is a party dude…while all the while harbors a deep intense and mortifying crush on eddie. idk i just love the idea of richie pining SO badly and being SO into eddie and eddie’s just like ‘omg mr. evans offered to give me extra credit cuz i did so bad on the exam, you know he’s actually really handsome and wow, have u seen his <i>arms</i> and his <i>hair</i> and…”</p><p><br/></p><p><a href="http://didsw.tumblr.com/post/176916180772/send-for-a-random-yet-completely-useless">please send me emojis so i can talk while i draw! </a></p>
Tags: I love the idea of protective Stan, and him being a little pissy, like stan they're just talking to someone, HES TOO CLOSE, and Stan just folds his arms and grumps, until he goes over and he's like nope this one is mine
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📁
<p>hey dude! thank you for prompting me to over share!</p>

<p>this HC is probably lowk unpopular, but here it is anyway: in my head, it takes Richie kind of a long time to wrap his mind around his own bisexuality</p>

<p>like he’s been thinking about sex forEVER, right, bc Richie’s mind runs at 10000 miles per hour and hyperfocuses on things he considers “alternative” - things that aren’t going to be shoved down his throat at school or at home or anywhere like that</p>

<p>and sex is sort of the apex of those things. NO ONE is talking about it yet in middle school, so he makes it his business to talk about it, consider it, investigate it as much as possible. he is genuinely interested, but the shock value is rad too - especially in middle school, because middle school is all about shock value</p>

<p>but sexual things between two people of the same gender? weird feeling in his gut. Eddie’s mom talks about AIDS a lot and Mrs. Emory at the grocery store has a lot to say on the subject when prompted and something about all of that hits a little close to home for Richie. so. best to avoid</p>

<p>until: school play, seventh grade. Bill has a stage kiss. Bill hasn’t kissed before and is very nervous. Bill asks Richie if he can practice on him. Richie is a good friend. They are each other’s first kiss.</p>

<p>Bill doesn’t feel the need to “practice kiss” boys anymore. Richie…..does</p>

<p>he remains in drama club into high school and puts out nonchalant offers to various male members of the club that vary from show to show depending on who has to do what on stage. the whole thing is very (forced) casual, very “no homo”. it never occurs to Richie that he does this for any reason other than the fact that he is honing his own kissing skills</p>

<p>(because never mind that he’s been having a hard time sitting still around Eddie Kaspbrak, his [arguably] cutest friend recently - never mind that he smells a phantom detergent smell whenever Eddie’s not nearby and feels a pang of something in his gut, never mind that he feels relief whenever he remembers that Eddie’s not in the drama club, that he’s not someone Richie’s ever going to have to “practice” kissing with, because that would just be…no.)</p>

<p>there are quiet rumors about Richie circulating at this point. no one knows quite what to make of him - he and Bev are touchy in the halls, and he’s had a girlfriend or two (or so people think), but maybe……</p>

<p>Stan hears the rumors first. Eddie hears them second. </p>

<p>Stan has an idea about what it all means. Eddie does not. In fact, Eddie seems to be having an even harder time with the whole thing than Richie.</p>

<p>“He can’t like both, Stan. It’s not…it doesn’t make sense. My mom says—“</p>

<p>“Balls to what she says, Eddie, she hasn’t left the house in three months. Go talk to Richie about this.”</p>

<p>Stan always makes a compelling point, so Eddie brings it up the next time he and Richie hang out.</p>

<p>it’s quiet. they turned off Richie’s Atari a couple of minutes ago, and the screen is still humming, still cooling down. Eddie figures it’s now or never.</p>

<p>“You and Rick Elliott at play practice, huh?”</p>

<p>Richie freezes.</p>

<p>“I’m not gay.”</p>

<p>Eddie stares at him. He stares at the ceiling.</p>

<p>“Does the practice help?” Eddie finally asks, not sure exactly what he’s trying to find out.</p>

<p>Richie peels himself up off of the couch.</p>

<p>“You should go home, Spaghetti,” he says firmly.  “Mrs. K will be expecting her bedtime kiss.”</p>

<p>it takes another couple of tries at that conversation before either of them budges on the feelings front….and even then, it’s only accusations dissolving into a sloppy, ridiculous make-out session. no conversation, just horny teen stuff.</p>

<p>they don’t even acknowledge that it might mean anything until Eddie realizes, some months in, that he hasn’t really ever had a crush on another person</p>

<p>and then he thinks about how Ben and Bill and Stan have described romance, and has a horrifying moment of clarity </p>

<p>and Richie resists - for what feels like forever, Richie resists, because he wants to be cool and he wants to be normal and he hates this part of himself - this weird, buzzy part of himself</p>

<p>and Eddie hates himself for it, too, if he’s being honest with himself and the people around him. Eddie hates that everyone that’s teased him about being “queer” is right - he hates that it feels like he proved them right </p>

<p>and so they never say it out loud - never put labels on themselves or their relationship</p>

<p>but by the end of high school…they know [well enough] what they are and what the thing between them means.</p>

<p>it’s the last thing either of them forget, and the first thing they remember.</p>
Tags: wtf Sara!, that fucking end, rude, I mean and amazing, but rude
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📂 go off girl!
<p>in high school ben’s the only one ballsy enough to ever pull any moves on someone he likes so he’s the first to get a gf, have sex, lock down a prom date, etc </p><p>bev’s all over bill but bill’s a bit of a player</p><p>mike’s too shy (but is sometimes approached first cuz hes a sweetie)</p><p>richie talks big game but is just a complicated horny mess sexuality-wise and doesn’t know WHO he’s attracted to</p><p>stan’s just as horny as richie but reigns it in/can act decent enough to follow in ben’s footsteps</p><p>and eddie’s too closeted and too nervous make any sorts of moves on anyone ever</p><p><br/></p><p><a href="http://didsw.tumblr.com/post/176916180772/send-for-a-random-yet-completely-useless">let me do dumb hcs! :)</a></p>
Tags: bill is that dude with all the confidence who gets the girls bc they're like 'yea look at that guy', then they go on like 2 dates and the girls are like nvm, and Ben is like, sweet and adorable but too wrapped up in Bev to notice other girls crushing on him
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📂 tumblerster let me hear ur thoughts
<p>can whip up a solid meal complete with side salad and dessert because he grew up cooking and watching food network: mike</p><p>pretty decent baker, still a little unsteady when it comes to bigger meals, lowk health food nut: stanley</p><p>forced to help parents in the kitchen, kinda knows his way around, scared to touch raw meat: richie</p><p>likes cooking and baking, treats recipes more as “loose guidelines”, creations are 6/10: beverly</p><p>spices up boxed mac and cheese by adding bacon when he’s feeling “a little crazy”: ben</p><p>whines at mom about when dinner is ready every night, doesn’t like what she ends up making: bill</p><p>survives off processed junk food, almost knows what zucchini is: eddie</p><p><br/></p><p><a href="http://didsw.tumblr.com/post/176916180772/send-for-a-random-yet-completely-useless">please let me talk more bs!</a></p>
Tags: love this, the Bill one, is accurate, that boy lives of PB&J in college and we all know it, and ramen, which he probs forgets on the stove
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📂
<p>okay so I’m all in on Oblivious Dumbass Eddie Kaspbrak</p><p>and not even oblivious in the traditional romantic way, but just in a general gullible moron kind of way. like. the kid will trust anything you say, agree with anything you say, basically do anything for you if you’re his friend</p><p>or sometimes even if you’re not his friend</p><p>like. Eddie IS John Mulaney from the Delta Airlines bit: plane takes off without him, he doesn’t get a sandwich, he cannot go home, he gets framed for murder…and it’s not until one of his friends shows up and is like “dude no” that it dawns on him that he should be treated better</p><figure data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="305" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/5bf4c0564f22ea35e015d820284b75f3/tumblr_inline_pdczc2ipfV1qeb6sk_540.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="305"/></figure><p>a lot of that stems from Sonia’s conditioning. the Losers know this. they take great pains not to take advantage of Eddie.</p><p>most of the time.</p><p>it’s too funny not to pass up the occasional harmless prank a la everyone sitting facing Eddie when they’re hanging out in someone’s backyard, and Eddie is smiling, enjoying their company</p><p>“I’m so glad I have you all as friends…you’d never betray me or be mean to me”<br/></p><p>Richie is sneaking up behind him with a cooler of ice water. He is being super conspicuous. Eddie sees nothing.</p><p>The rest of the Losers, watching Richie: “Yes Eddie, we will always be there for you. We have never done anything to hurt you or be mean to you in our lives.”</p><p><i><b>S P L A S H</b></i></p><p>“YOU GUYS ARE THE WORST FRIENDS ON THE FUCKING PLANET SHSJGKDSJKF I DIDN’T BRING ANOTHER SHIRT TO THIS FUCKING SLEEPOVER WHAT THE FUCK RICHARD”<br/></p><p>this happens at least five times per summer. Eddie does Not Learn</p>
Tags: dumbass oblivious Eddie, where is the lie?
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📂📂📂📂 (i get 4 this way right?)
<p>you SURE do, my friend. here are 4 random Sara HC thoughts about Stanley Uris:</p><p>-Stan becomes gradually better at gym class every year. He and Eddie aren’t super tall (Stan is 5′8″ in book canon) and so have less by way of new limbs to get used to - and Stan is fast and graceful and has hand-eye coordination skills that are optimal for team sports. He still gets picked last, because no one can really wrap their head around the fact that Stanley Uris, of all people, is an asset to a sports team, but whichever team gets him reaps the benefits.</p><hr><p>-Stan wants desperately to be an outdoorsy kind of guy, but he just…isn’t. He’s fastidious to a fault, and outside there are so many things to be fastidious about that he spends more time doing that than actually enjoying himself. He’s constantly re-applying sunscreen and bug spray, begging his friends (Richie) to reapply sunscreen and bug spray, making sure everyone washes their hands/uses hand sanitizer after touching Mike’s sheep or a strange plant or really anything outside, fussing with his clothes, etc. (Bonus: everyone thinks that Stan and Eddie share this trait, but Eddie is surprisingly nonchalant about the elements until someone points out that he could potentially get sick from something.)</p><hr><p>-Passover is a wild time for the Losers. They all get invited to the Uris Seder every year, and every year, Richie almost gets himself uninvited. The reasons for that vary. Everyone low-key hates the dinner, including Stan (it’s so long! the hand-washing is really Something Else! there are so many things that have to be said! why IS this night different from other nights?? bitter herbs?!?) but it’s worth it for the laughs, the chocolate-covered matzo that Mrs. Uris makes, the afikoman hunt (which Eddie ALWAYS wins), and the wine that the Urises knowingly let them have “as part of the process”. During the rest of Passover, Stan has to get really creative about where he leaves his food, because if it’s left unattended and Bill is there, he will eat whatever matzo products he can get his bland white-boy hands on.</p><p>(actually with that - each of the Losers has a different kind of Jewish holiday food that they prefer, so Stan is forced to watch over his food like a hawk way more often than he’d like. those are HIS hamantaschen, damn it Eddie, isn’t February/March hard enough.)</p><hr><p>-Stan tried going around to each of his friends on the day before Yom Kippur and asking forgiveness for his transgressions one (1) time. Only Ben and Mike had kind responses; everyone else was too rattled by the whole thing to register that it was an important process for Stan. From then on, he avoided his friends around Yom Kippur - and he was always a little upset that he felt he had to do that, because in some dark corner of his brain, he believed that he had committed some major transgression that he really strongly needed them to forgive.</p><hr><p>I’m sorry that these always get long. I love Stan so very much, and I know that people are Tired of him as the Token Jewish Character, and I personally am still working on finding balance with it…but in the meantime, there’s this.</p>
Tags: More Stan things, I loved this, the idea that Stan wants to be outdoorsy but isnt, perfect
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Oh shit, I love your reddie and bev stuff. Okay okay, here&rsquo;s my word. Freckles
<p><b>hello anon-friend! thank you so much for the prompt! reddie an bev are sweethearts, all those kids are truly. here is something for you, i hope you like it. (and i know i always just write like…first kisses but fuck it they’re always nice huh also holy shit it feels good to have… written something wow thank you for this) anyway wear sunblock kids ♡

</b></p><hr><p>Eddie is pretty sure Richie has a death wish. It’s something to with summer, maybe the heat fries his insides or maybe the ice cubes in his drinks, which he insists on fucking chewing instead of letting melt, give him permanent brain freeze, because he’s constantly roaming around without a shirt, getting sunburned, dooming himself to a short life of skin cancer and an early grave. It’s not like he even has much to show off anyway. His tan is patchy, because occasionally he actually remembers sunscreen and kind of… slaps it on without worrying about consistency and coverage, and his freckles are blotchy, pale brown, scattered across his shoulders and back like stars, and it’s not… it’s <i>annoying</i>, mostly, because it’s not like the rest of them feel the need to strip every time they step into the sun. Just Richie. Because he wants to die.<b><br/></b></p><p>“There are faster ways to kill yourself,” says Eddie, on one of these days. They’re at the quarry, on the cliff, looking out across the water. They’ve been swimming all water but they’re drying off now and, to be fair, none of them have shirts on this time, but Richie’s skin is peeling pretty bad and that’s. Annoying. It’s annoying to look at. </p><p>“What are you talking about, Eds?” Richie bumps at Eddie’s shoulder with his, tilts his head back into the sun. His glasses flash like lightning. Eddie feels strangely hysterical.<br/></p><p>“You’re skin is peeling off,” he mutters. “You’re fucked, Trashmouth, those freckles are definitely cancerous.” <br/></p><p>“No they’re not,” hums Richie, airily. “They’re beauty marks.” </p><p>“That one,” says Eddie, poking a freckle at Richie’s shoulder, “is definitely cancer.” </p><p>Richie makes a dubious noise in the back of his throat, presses the pad of his finger to his skin, next to Eddie’s.“It’s charming,” he says. “I’m like Anne of Green Gables.” <br/><br/>“<i>Excuse me</i>?” ask Bev, leaning forward forward over her knees, so she can see them better, eyebrows raised almost to her hair. “All red headed fictional characters are legally my property.” </p><p>“That’s true,” says Ben, quietly. “That’s definitely the law.” <br/><br/>“Well who am I then?” Richie demands. Eddie’s hand is still on his shoulder and he pulls away, but Richie follows, leaning heavily into his side. It’s too hot for this. It’s too hot and they’re wearing far too little clothing. Their bare arms are touching, shoulder to elbow. Richie’s shoulders are peeling, and the bridge of his nose, just under his glasses. They aren’t supposed to be touching. It’s like an unwritten rule for teenage boys without shirts on. No touching. It doesn’t matter that Mike has been all over Stan all morning. That’s different. Eddie doesn’t move though. It’s too hot. </p><p>“Milhouse,” says Bev, decisively. “You’re Milhouse from The Simpsons, obviously.” </p><p>This sends the whole group into chaos, and Eddie finds himself pulled to his feet by a yelling Richie, and hauled off down the path, to the bottom of the cliff, the edge of the water. He doesn’t really question it. The long grass whips at his shins. Richie’s hand is warm and he’s scowling furiously and Eddie isn’t really trying that hard not to laugh and behind them the others are shrieking now, and wolf-whistling, like Richie’s dragged Eddie off on a romantic river cruise and not down to where the earth is cracked and muddied dark and there is god knows what in the water. Frogs probably. A single turtle and one million frogs and one billion dragonflies that like to dive bomb you when you least expect it. Romantic. </p><p>“Why am I here?” Eddie asks, pulling himself out of Richie’s grip when they reach the bottom. “Bev’s right, I’m not on your side. You know we’re gonna have to climb back up there, eventually.” </p><p>“You’re never on my side,” says Richie, mournfully. “Always telling me to brush my hair or tie my shoelaces or wear sunscreen.”</p><p>“Because you’ll die,” mutters Eddie. “Because I don’t want you to die.” </p><p>“That’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.” </p><p>“Shut up, no it’s not.”</p><p>“You wanna peel off my sunburn?” </p><p>“You want an infection?” Eddie slaps Richie’s arm gently. “I have aloe in my backpack.”</p><p>“You wanna tend to my wounds, then?” </p><p>“Sit the fuck down, Richard.”<br/><br/>“Anything for you, Edward.” </p><p>So Richie sits down, where the ground is driest, bare feet just barely in the water, and Eddie sits down behind him, crosses his legs, shuffles closer. His shins bump against Richie’s back. Richie wriggles. Eddie resists the urge to kick him. He can’t hear their friends anymore, all the way up in the sky. Eddie shrugs off his backpack, rummages around in it for a few moments, pulls out his bottle of aloe vera lotion. His mum gave it to him and honestly, it’s annoying, that some of the things she tells him to do are actually sensible. Fake asthma and real sunburn aren’t really the same thing.</p><p>“It’ll be cold,” he warns Richie. “But if you squirm I’ll kick you.” </p><p>“Aye aye,” says Richie, with a half-hearted salute. </p><p>Eddie squirts some of the lotion into his palm. It’s transparent green and full of air bubbles. Richie’s sunburn isn’t actually that bad, this time, just a blush across his shoulders, his back, his nose. Just a delicate peeling of skin that reminds Eddie of being younger, of riding around Derry on their bikes, of the soles of their feet burned by asphalt, skinned knees, a broken arm and scribbled signatures covering the white-grey plaster of a cast. Stan still has scars at the high points of his cheek and his jawline, small and white, like tally marks. Bev doesn’t let her hair grow longer than her ears. Bill… Bill doesn’t stutter anymore, but he’s still hurting somewhere. Eddie shivers, and Richie must feel it, because he leans back briefly, bringing them closer still.</p><p>“Distracted by my broad shoulders and rippling muscles?” He asks, turning clumsily to wink at Eddie. His voice is slow and lazy and full of sun.</p><p>“You want the aloe or not?” </p><p>“Yes sir.” <br/></p><p>“Quiet, then.” <br/></p><p>They aren’t supposed to be touching, thinks Eddie, but it seems… stupid suddenly. Inconsequential. Or maybe the most important thing in the world. Eddie’s legs against Richie’s back, his sides. Richie’s hair is lighter than it usually is, the sun again, drawing red light out of the black. His freckles are kind of cute, even if they are a death sentence. Like constellations of stars at night. Eddie bites his tongue, holds his breath, smears the lotion across Richie’s shoulders in one swipe. Richie squirms and Eddie laughs and then they settle. Eddie drags his palm up and over one of Richie’s shoulders, smoothing the lotion into the reddest parts of his skin, where it’s peeling the worst, transparent, like rice-paper. Maybe his shoulders are quite nice, thinks Eddie. Maybe his tan is quite nice too, even though it’s definitely also patchy and uneven. Maybe Eddie’s the one with a death wish. </p><p>“Feels nice,” hums Richie, voice slower still, lower still, burned sunshine. </p><p>“It’s never happening again,” says Eddie, weakly. “Because you’re gonna start wearing proper amounts of sunscreen.”<br/></p><p>“Can you do it for me? Like this?” </p><p>“No,” says Eddie. “Say please.” <br/></p><p>“Please? Eds?” </p><p>“No,” says Eddie again, laughing. </p><p>“I hate you.” He sounds like he’s pouting, and Eddie can practically see it, the downturned corners of his mouth, pushed forward bottom lip, playing at being a kid. Disgusting. He rubs in the last of the lotion, careful to cover all the redness of Richie’s skin. </p><p>“Turn around, I’ll put some on your nose,” he orders, and Richie does as he’s told, turns awkwardly in place so he’s facing Eddie. His cheeks are pinker, more than sunburn. Their knees are touching. They should definitely always be touching. Forever. Eddie reaches forward, swipes the pad of his thumb across the bridge of Richie’s nose, his cheeks, and Richie laughs at that, eyes like crescents, light caught in his lashes. “Done,” says Eddie, quietly. “Cured.”</p><p>“You’re always saving my life,” murmurs Richie. “Do you… do you want to kiss me as much as I wanna kiss you, Eds?” </p><p>“I-” Eddie stops. Richie looks calm, head tilted to one side, and the air is thick with the fresh, clean smell of aloe, and the sound of cicadas, and bright white sun. “Yes,” he says, quickly. “All the time.” <br/></p><p>“Okay,” says Richie. “Okay, that’s… that’s good.” <br/></p><p>“They’re gonna be unbearable about it, though,” says Eddie, glancing up to the cliff. <br/></p><p>“If we make out, I’ll tell them you kicked me and pushed me in the lake.” <br/></p><p>“Deal.”<br/></p><p>So they kiss, under the sun, by the water. Richie’s hands are shaking, Eddie can feel it when he touches his face. Eddie’s pretty sure he is too, but he doesn’t really care. Everything smells of aloe and mud. Richie tastes like fresh lake water and his lips are chapped and his shoulders are warm. Maybe Eddie really will push him in the lake, jump in after him, just so they can be wet together, kiss in the water too. It won’t kill them. </p>
Tags: cute cute cute, reddie
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12, 16, and 8!
<p>Hello my suffering wife (is that what it was?? I think?)</p><p>

12. Friends with benefits or secret dating?

<br/></p><p>FwB who then catch feelings is god tier ficdom. </p><p>

16. Describe your WIP that currently has the highest word count.

<br/></p><p>A very potter AU wins that one (

21190). Richie and Eddie end up paired together for the Triwizard tournament and then they magically catch feelings for each other :P <br/></p>

8. Bed sharing or roommates AU?<div><div><p>Bed sharrrinnnnggggg forever. Always. Yes. </p><p>Ask me a fanfic question from<a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177029787017/fanfic-asks"> this list</a>!</p></div></div>
Tags: 
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hi, angel. 4, 3, &amp; 18. (i think those are the ones i wanted, i can&#039;t remember.)
<p>Hi my darling! <br/></p><p>
15. Post the last line you wrote without context. 

(Okay i can’t post the last line because its a spoiler but this is like, 2 away) 

<br/></p><p>
 It was roaring furiously, indignant that Richie was manhandling it. 
<br/></p><p>4. What fandom’s/ship’s fan fiction do you read the most?</p><p>Reddie (duh), Stanlon, Pynch (Raven Cycle). I’d read more Deamus if the content was there. <br/></p><p>
18. Do you have a fic reading/writing routine? <br/></p><p>get insomnia, think of a million ideas, try to make sense of my notes the next morning and write <br/></p><p>Ask me something from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/177029787017/fanfic-asks">this list</a>! <br/></p>
Tags: I checked with her about the list, Im not just incapable of reading
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YOU CANT HAVE RICHIE DIE IN THE TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE AU I CANT HANDLE THAT TYPE OF PAIN
<p>I’M SORRY BUT PEOPLE GOTS TO DIE</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="251" data-orig-width="448" data-tumblr-attribution="red-blue-velvet:h89zfdSPKy-4JMDqD46NTA:ZofQ1f2Rh5jYZ"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/e07bc537259d7a75d398aed65fc76edd/tumblr_oyxyg3UEm21w1yjv2o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="251" data-orig-width="448"/></figure>
Tags: 
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Yoyoyo, can I ask what are your writing projects at the moment? No pressure, I just really love your writing!!
<p>okay sooo currently sitting in my docs:</p>

<p>• stoner!richie and jock!eddie part four <br/>
• guys my age, chap two<br/>
• paint sex — reddie<br/>
• atlantis reddie <br/>
• reddie breakup / open ended makeup (maybe) — one shot <br/>
• fraternity richie getting involved with his <i>fraternity</i> brother’s, younger brother, eddie<br/>
• and a whole bunch of headcanons that are like one bullet point each because i get so many ideas and don’t finish them because i have so much stress with classes coming up again and summer plans 😁 so if anyone wants fic ideas, hit me up !</p>
Tags: Like the rains in africa
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📂 for Ben Hanscom
<p>SHANNON YOU READ MY MIND I love Ben Hanscom so much….thank you so MUCH</p><p>anyways this is kind of sad but -</p><p>when I think of Ben growing up and existing in that isolated architect sphere I imagine the presence of the friends he doesn’t remember - the only friends he’s ever had, will ever have - weighing on him heavily</p><p>it gets to the point where it’s affecting his work. he can’t deliver on what his contractors are asking because he’s stuck on bits and pieces of a life that he doesn’t remember living - freckles along the expanse of a skinny, pale shoulder, slender, deft hands flipping through pages and pages of bird pictures in the green, green forest of a town he can’t name, blue eyes contrasted against red flannel like fire and water all at once…</p><p>…green eyes, a laugh like a song, red hair, winter fire….January embers.</p><p>to get the images out of his head, he starts incorporating them into his architecture. he’s commissioned to make a villa for business retreats in France, and he builds it small and sweet, with pink highlights and prismatic windows that catch the light and cause rainbows to splay across the floor.</p><p>and one day Mike Hanlon, in his quest to keep up with his old friends, finds photos of that building in a lifestyle magazine…and his heart jumps into his throat, because <i>so much of that building is Eddie Kaspbrak</i></p><p>and from then on he pays special attention to Ben’s work, and sure enough, the trend continues - a nightclub in Germany that bends and twists like the crooked smile of a certain Trashmouth, a sensible observatory in Canada with Stan’s straight, neat countenance, a pseudo-palace in Russia with calm blues contrasted against ominous edges in true Bill Denbrough fashion…and a building for Mike himself, a sturdy farm-style ranch homestead in northern California. </p><p>(Mike frames the photo he finds of that ranch and hangs it in his bedroom. it’s one of his prized posessions.)</p><p>but for all of the buildings that Ben does, there is not one that even remotely resembles any aspect of Beverly Marsh</p><p>so when they’ve all reconvened, 27 years later, Mike pulls him aside and carefully asks, “Your buildings…no Bev?”</p><p>and Ben takes a deep breath, goes into his briefcase, and pulls out a series of sketches</p><p>Mike gasps at what looks like thousands of early drawings of libraries, mansions, skyscrapers - all tinged green and red, all more like fire than like metal and glass</p><p>“Nothing seemed good enough,” Ben says, not meeting Mike’s eyes. “Nothing was good enough to be her.”<br/></p><p>and Mike’s heart breaks a little bit, but he understands.</p><p>(he never found this out, because after they defeated IT for the final time, he started forgetting too, but - Ben did eventually build that Bev building.</p><p>it was the home that Ben and Bev shared together.)</p><p>&lt;3</p>
Tags: MY HEART, damn girl, love it, ben hanscom
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What are Richie and Eddie&#039;s favorite positions?
<p>Richie:  Eddie likes to ride me.  </p><p>Eddie:  Richie! </p><p>Richie:  What??  It’s true!  Did you not hop in my lap and impale yourself on my dick last night?</p><p>Eddie:  <i>Oh my god stop.</i></p><p>Richie:  Total cowboy straddler</p><p>Eddie:  And what about you??  Mr. Missionary?  </p><p>Richie:  WHAT?  That’s <i>not </i>my favorite.  </p><p>Eddie:  It is! </p><p>Richie:  Fucking little- </p><p>Eddie:  Every time we have sex I end up on my back with my knees on my chest.  And it’s YOUR FAULT. </p><p>Richie:  LIAR.  </p><p>Eddie:  Last night after I<i> hopped in your lap</i> as you say I did, you flipped me over and oh.  Missionary.  AGAIN.  </p><p>Richie: …. </p><p>Richie:  You know what I’m not ashamed I want to look in your eyes when we fuck.  You know.  Romantic and all that shit.  </p><p>Eddie:  Oh my fucking-</p>
Tags: where is the lie?
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imagine!! richie&rsquo;s had a bad week @ work or something so eddie decides to treat him w/ a surprise. he preps himself and slides a butt plug in to keep him wet and loose. he wears nothing but panties, crotchless over his rim. he&rsquo;s on the bed, handcuffed to the board, and waits for richie to come home and unwrap his present aka pull the butt plug out and thrust his cock in through the panties hole, using eddie however he likes as a fucktoy, hhhh
<p>And Eddie’s skin is buzzing in anticipation when he hears Richie finally get home.  He listens to the lock click open and the door close, Richie’s footsteps as he starts down the hall toward their bedroom.  “Eds?” He calls out, and Eddie stays silent, chewing on his lip, one wrist bound and the other hanging free, waiting.  The plug is deep inside him, pressing up against every wonderful spot.  </p> <p><a href="https://reddierotica.tumblr.com/post/176844216635/imagine-richies-had-a-bad-week-work-or" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fans self, gosh its awfully hot in here, reddie
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Day 1 without Kate: The world grows gray, color seeping away as our light leaves. (Come back from the war Kate! We need you!)
<p>day one from the war: why is it so cold here?? note to self- bring a jacket next time. missing everyone. :(</p>
Tags: 
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Eddie do you ever get clingy when sleepy?
<figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3c4d3d4dff7719cefa71ae0e7a9e2a5b/tumblr_inline_pd08waXPH71w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p>Sometimes. It depends on who I am with though. Everyone is a pillow to me when I’m tired.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: all of these kill me, too cute, fanart
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Hey Eddie,have you ever thought of tickling richies pickle?😏
<figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="138" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/4e8a4875d1bff31614eea74967836d2c/tumblr_inline_pd2ifuAqxo1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="138"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/217699429ff40685505b17b8642eb8ed/tumblr_inline_pd2ig3mcwL1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p style="">What did I ever do to you guys?</p><p style="">-Eddie</p>
Tags: adorable, but also poor Eddie, fanart
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Hi I&#039;m still not over the newest chap of surfer bois and I think you&#039;re trying to kill me (and I&#039;m fine with it??!?!?) *various animal noises and building emojis*
<figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="375" data-tumblr-attribution="vernybvitday:x-VlcssPVxTEEJj8ZKMWzg:ZAdhWi237fNaU" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1420c3b73d7e04f8d8444bda16bf7263/tumblr_o3rnowwscB1v2etp2o1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="375"/></figure><p>a visual representation of how big my heart swelled when i got this ask. Thank you for your animal noises; i crave them (that sounds creepy but I’m going with it). anyone reading this: i’m not a furry; i just like running jokes into the ground</p>
Tags: also not a furry, or a slimy, or whatever, probably
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OTP, we&#039;re meant to be.
<p>you’re the O To my P.</p>
Tags: 
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Reblog name: 
a daily reminder than i love you.
<p>Gah, Kimmi I don’t deserve you. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="288" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="iglovequotes:kYbOJm5XJxiCBfCY5QfVaw:ZIONaq2aCCvHb"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7622471dca6b05aba7352bb12c136a61/tumblr_pc9j2nyYQb1shn04do1_500.gif" data-orig-height="288" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 176673423847
Date: Sun, 05 Aug 2018 17:24:31
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176673423847/what-about-richies-in-a-play-and-eddies-the-stage
Slug: what-about-richies-in-a-play-and-eddies-the-stage
Reblog key: ioggTREx
Reblog url: https://richietoaster.tumblr.com/post/176673242390/what-about-richies-in-a-play-and-eddies-the-stage
Reblog name: richietoaster
what about richies in a play and eddies the stage crew person who does makeup and they&rsquo;ve been flirting through the entire production practices and whatnot and so eddies fixing his makeup for opening night and richies like &ldquo;you&rsquo;re so close to my face this could be the perfect opportunity to kiss me. Yanno for good luck and shit&rdquo; And eddie nudges at his face and leans in and right as their lips are gonna touch he&rsquo;s like &ldquo;no can do sweetheart, you mess this makeup up and I&rsquo;ll kill you&rdquo;
<p>

<i><i>i changed it around a little because i feel like making eddie the makeup artist is too ooc for him so i made him a light booth person who helps richie with his makeup because richie asked him to and he doesn’t really know what he’s doing but he tries his best and it turns out alright.</i></i>

<br/></p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15580326">[read it on ao3]</a></b></i></p>
<hr><p>            “You know I’m not a makeup artist, right? I have no fucking
clue how this shit works. You’re probably gonna look like a god damn clown out
there.”</p>
<p>            Richie grins (an action that makes Eddie huff in
frustration, because he was <i>trying</i> to
add blush, for god’s sake) and cocks an eyebrow. “I know,” he answers breezily,
“but you’ve been helping me with makeup at every rehearsal. I trust you to make
me pretty.”</p>
<p>            Letting out a dry snort, Eddie leans back far enough to
give Richie an amused look and states, “No amount of makeup can make you
pretty, Trashmouth.”</p> <p><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/post/176671235106/what-about-richies-in-a-play-and-eddies-the-stage" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic recs

Post id: 176669583882
Date: Sun, 05 Aug 2018 15:17:19
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176669583882/i-would-love-to-hear-reddie-and-how-they-surprise
Slug: i-would-love-to-hear-reddie-and-how-they-surprise
Reblog key: yoRd4Z4R
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/176669350595/i-would-love-to-hear-reddie-and-how-they-surprise
Reblog name: oldguybones
I would love to hear Reddie and how they surprise each other 💕💕💕
<p>OH god yesterday was such a nightmare that I almost forgot I asked this but I’m so glad you didn’t because I had some thoughts that turned into like…a mini fic. sorry! (all of this came from <a href="https://sidebloggable.tumblr.com/post/137760683849/send-me-a-ship-and-ill-tell-you">this “send me a ship”</a> thing btw…I definitely construed this wrong but it’s fine)</p>
<p>so:</p>
<p>pre-pubescent Eddie is pretty sure that nothing about Richie will ever surprise him again. they’ve known each other since before they can remember; he’s had plenty of time to watch and listen and learn all of Richie’s little nuances</p>
<p>(like how he always gets up to go to the bathroom about 40% of the way through any given movie because he just can’t sit still for much longer than that)</p>
<p>(or that Richie not showering for several days either means that he’s been sucked into a new obsession or he is in desperate need of some time with his friends)</p>
<p>but then there’s puberty, and hormones, and growth spurts, and because everything is new Eddie has to relearn all of his relationships with everyone. and he’s SO surprised, all of the time….ESPECIALLY about Richie.</p>
<p>he hates it.</p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/176668771912/i-would-love-to-hear-reddie-and-how-they-surprise" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: soft and lovely, reddie

Post id: 176669474042
Date: Sun, 05 Aug 2018 15:13:26
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176669474042
Slug: 
Reblog key: SEixHLBX
Reblog url: http://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/176668547484
Reblog name: hanscom
🥝🥝🥝🥝
<p><a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> - such a kind soul. and such talent! the fic about eddie and richie rekindling their marriage is still one of my all-time faves. ily amelia!</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/m17Hc2OYe31YjdGqWL6K1CQ">@thegreatwhiteferret</a> - super sweet! one of those people you can just tell is incapable of being a bad person. i just think megan is fucking awesome.</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mCqmHocT0wvb-sAlvgox5TA">@billshader</a> - no one is thirstier for bill hader and i greatly admire that.</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> - talented but super humble! a beautiful person, a beautiful blog! and that url is so cute.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176665171382
Date: Sun, 05 Aug 2018 12:44:27
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176665171382
Slug: 
Reblog key: ixlyyXsR
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
🥝
<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> listen, I will sing Courtney&rsquo;s praises from the rooftops. She&rsquo;s the kindest most encouraging person ever. This fandom could be engaged in any level of bullshit and then i see her happy, positive posts and everything is better. We don&rsquo;t deserve her. </p>

<p><br/>
For every 🥝 ill reccomend a blog.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176664613867
Date: Sun, 05 Aug 2018 12:25:29
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176664613867/hi-i-love-you
Slug: hi-i-love-you
Reblog key: E85WnvEZ
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
🌼 hi, I love you
<p>Monse! Darling, wife, the Mike of our unlucky 7!</p>

<p>1. Um you&rsquo;re my harry potter soulmate and i couldnt ask for someone better. I&rsquo;m so glad we can both ramble at eachother and be hella excited (even if everyone else is maybe like a third as excited. We are and thats what matters).</p>

<p>2.  Related but writing a fic with you has been super awesome and smooth experience.  I love bouncing ideas around with you and getting to read all your stuff early is amazing. Like i get to read and write my dream fic with someone super cool? Okay hell yes.</p>

<p>3. You&rsquo;re a super nice and cool person all around. You dont get sucked into the drama and like just want to have a good time and i love it. The fandom is lucky to have someone kind and fantastic like you!</p>

<p>Send me a 🌼 and I&rsquo;ll tell you 3 things i like abiut youuuu</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176663757237
Date: Sun, 05 Aug 2018 11:57:08
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176663757237/hiiiiiiii-love
Slug: hiiiiiiii-love
Reblog key: RY3EMKRU
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
🌼 hiiiiiiii love
<p>Didi! One of my fav people in the fandom! (even if you do drag me on discord. Its fine. Whatever. 😋)<br/>
1. I love that you got a drunk lip tattoo. Like, i feel like it really speaks to the type of person you are (awesome, up for anything) and i just freaking love/ admire that so much. </p>

<p>2. I love your personal posts. Theyre so random and hilarious. You’ve got this great vibe of ‘listen up bitches you may not care about this but im spitting some truth’. (And i care. Always)</p>

<p>3. Your art and writing. I mean, duh. You’re super talented in both and its a little unfair but its cool because you’re amazing so ill forgive you for hoarding all this talent</p>

<p>Send me a 🌼 and I’ll send you three things i like about you!</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176645125472
Date: Sat, 04 Aug 2018 22:41:46
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176645125472
Slug: 
Reblog key: ZUjBlFsM
Reblog url: http://lo-v-ers.tumblr.com/post/176644854261
Reblog name: lo-v-ers
🥝🥝🥝🥝
<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mOXylJaX88k61OOKDtSilnA">@heyotozier</a>: marley!! a talented angel!! i adore!!</p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mX8yTM2vZy-Ch102q3OM2Xg">@kaspsass</a>: CHRISSY! MY LOVE!!</p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a>: talented ICON</p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a>: so incredible??? so talented?? are you real??? 1000/10</p><hr><p>

<b><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/ask">for every 🥝 i get, i’ll recommend a blog i love</a></b>

<br/></p>
Tags: im shooketh, thank you!!

Post id: 176633951937
Date: Sat, 04 Aug 2018 15:51:10
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176633951937/who-are-tweek-and-craig
Slug: who-are-tweek-and-craig
Reblog key: Yl9lcTa1
Reblog url: https://liliemm.tumblr.com/post/176633433915/who-are-tweek-and-craig
Reblog name: liliemm
Who are Tweek and Craig?
<p>They are characters from South Park. And they are boyfriends</p>
Tags: canon

Post id: 176825961527
Date: Thu, 09 Aug 2018 20:48:18
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176825961527/i-n-e-was-supposed-to-be-wine-but-someone-beat
Slug: i-n-e-was-supposed-to-be-wine-but-someone-beat
Reblog key: y7OcWbwv
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
I-N-E 🍷 (was supposed to be wine, but someone beat me to &lsquo;W&rsquo; it&rsquo;s FINE)
<p>haha I admire your attempt! We can pretend it says wine. </p><p>

I- in love?

<br/></p><p>Madly </p><p>

N- number?

<br/></p><p>8 or 0! </p><p>

E- easiest person to talk to?

<br/></p><p>My sister and my SO. </p><p>Thank youuu</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176825897152
Date: Thu, 09 Aug 2018 20:46:11
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176825897152/hi-hope-your-day-has-been-great-okay-how-about
Slug: hi-hope-your-day-has-been-great-okay-how-about
Reblog key: 7wm6j6g2
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hi! Hope your day has been great! Okay, how about G (besides writing because we been knew) &amp; Q? &lt;3
<p>Hello! My day has been great, I hope yours was too!!</p><p>

G- good at?

<br/></p><p>I’ve been told I’m good at hype. Which is true, I’m pretty excitable. Otherwise I’m pretty good at planning stuff, because I’m that nerd. </p><p>

Q- question always asked?

<br/></p><p>‘Really Amelia?’ <br/></p><p>Thank you! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176825289187
Date: Thu, 09 Aug 2018 20:26:06
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176825289187/j-o
Slug: j-o
Reblog key: tZ2rXbHA
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
J &amp; O?
<p>Hello fellow Skeleton Twin fan! </p><p>

J- jealous of?

<br/></p><p>Pets. Like, they just get food and pets and everyone fawns over them. Sign me the fuck up for that. </p><p>

O- one wish?

<br/></p><p>Already answered. </p><p>Thank you!! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176825187637
Date: Thu, 09 Aug 2018 20:22:33
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176825187637/o-u-and-r
Slug: o-u-and-r
Reblog key: XcQByLDC
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
O, U, and R! :)
<p>Hello friend!</p><p>

O- one wish?

<br/></p><p>That Hillary had won. </p><p>

U- 3 biggest wishes?

<br/></p><p>Figuring out what I really want to do in life (something that preferably makes some money?), being happy, traveling everywhere</p><p>

R- reason to smile?

<br/></p><p>Already answered! But a bonus one- it’s thursday :) </p><p>Thank you! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176825113182
Date: Thu, 09 Aug 2018 20:20:06
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176825113182/r-w
Slug: r-w
Reblog key: q4YwRTRY
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
R &amp; W!!
<p>

R- reason to smile?

<br/></p><p>I’m watching Paranormal Activity with one of my favorite people ( <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> who Im sure is enjoying my running commentary)</p><p>

W- worst fear?

<br/></p><p>Everyone I love dying. It’s really not that creative or interesting. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176824971132
Date: Thu, 09 Aug 2018 20:14:59
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176824971132/m-s
Slug: m-s
Reblog key: Q7oVO2Lt
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
m s
<p>Hello you wonderful person you!</p><p>

M- middle name?

<br/></p><p>Frances. It’s my great aunt’s name </p><p>

S- song last listened to 

<br/></p><p>Sorry, Sara beat you to this one! </p><p>Thanks! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176824884392
Date: Thu, 09 Aug 2018 20:12:00
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176824884392/for-that-letter-meme-do-s-t-a-n-for-me
Slug: for-that-letter-meme-do-s-t-a-n-for-me
Reblog key: EwRNJe0j
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
for that letter meme - do S-T-A-N for me :)
<p>Only for you </p><p>

S- song last listened to?<br/></p><p>Welcome to the Jungle. Yea, we’re cool over here</p><p>

T- time you woke up?

<br/></p><p>5:30. I’m an early bird</p><p>

A- are you single?

<br/></p><p>I am not. </p><p>

N- number?

<br/></p><p>My fav numbers are 0 &amp; 8 so let’s pretending that’s what this is asking </p><p>Thanks! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176777429872
Date: Wed, 08 Aug 2018 13:57:05
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176777429872/everything-you-do-is-brilliant-and-were-lucky-you
Slug: everything-you-do-is-brilliant-and-were-lucky-you
Reblog key: qtHS2Xxj
Reblog url: https://liliemm.tumblr.com/post/176776419145/everything-you-do-is-brilliant-and-were-lucky-you
Reblog name: liliemm
Everything you do is brilliant and we&#039;re lucky you share it with us. &lt;3 Please keep drawing whatever YOU want to draw.
<p>Thank you so much Amelia!! And thank you for defending me under that rude ask. it really means a lot! 🙏💙 ……..what i want to draw is…..some more boring reddie kisses! Skdkfjkgkk 😂😂👏</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176773897812
Date: Wed, 08 Aug 2018 11:50:22
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176773897812/3-n-13-for-stanlon-please-omg
Slug: 3-n-13-for-stanlon-please-omg
Reblog key: b2X1rOkI
Reblog url: https://takealottodragmeawayfromreddie.tumblr.com/post/176759884216/3-n-13-for-stanlon-please-omg
Reblog name: takealottodragmeawayfromreddie
3 n 13 for stanlon please omg
<p class="MsoNormal">Oh, man, this is gonna suck. No one proof read it and I’m way too tired. I wrote this in like 15 min. Hope you like it, anyway &lt;3</p> <p><a href="https://takealottodragmeawayfromreddie.tumblr.com/post/176759884216/3-n-13-for-stanlon-please-omg" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, fluff, more plz

Post id: 176773781832
Date: Wed, 08 Aug 2018 11:46:04
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176773781832/i-miss-the-days-you-were-loyal-to-the-reddie
Slug: i-miss-the-days-you-were-loyal-to-the-reddie
Reblog key: a9bbI4a5
Reblog url: http://aizeninlefox.tumblr.com/post/176773582288/i-miss-the-days-you-were-loyal-to-the-reddie
Reblog name: aizeninlefox
i miss the days you were loyal to the reddie fandom :(
<p>I never answered this at the time but.</p><p><b>Bold of you to assume I am loyal to anything or anyone other than my gf and fandom wives.</b></p>
Tags: preach it Leigh, fandom wife, Also giving how some of this fandom has been lately, not sure loyalty is deserved

Post id: 176773522042
Date: Wed, 08 Aug 2018 11:36:55
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176773522042/your-reddie-stuff-is-pretty-boring-im-sorry-but
Slug: your-reddie-stuff-is-pretty-boring-im-sorry-but
Reblog key: IAjQKwPP
Reblog url: https://liliemm.tumblr.com/post/176773208695/your-reddie-stuff-is-pretty-boring-im-sorry-but
Reblog name: liliemm
Your reddie stuff is pretty boring. i&#039;m sorry but this is the truth. noone needs kisses. it&#039;s fucking boooooring. a forehead kiss? Really? C&#039;mon man. noone cares about that. give us some sexy stuff yeah?
<figure data-orig-width="260" data-orig-height="189" data-tumblr-attribution="danks-gif:4QKnDEEP71P5u2wM-ZNXAA:ZKg-Af2aJfK4f" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/bda6fd1ab83674ac7d2f2642135c2262/tumblr_pcnhpiwSGs1w0433po1_400.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="260" data-orig-height="189"/></figure><p>umm?? you can like??? unfollow me?? if you don’t like what i do. Don’t try to make me feel bad about this please?</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176752153202
Date: Tue, 07 Aug 2018 20:04:26
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176752153202/hmmmmm-23-just-pretend-to-be-my-date-31
Slug: hmmmmm-23-just-pretend-to-be-my-date-31
Reblog key: Nqfywlc2
Reblog url: http://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/176751961329/hmmmmm-23-just-pretend-to-be-my-date-31
Reblog name: stellarbisexual
hmmmmm 23 (&quot;Just pretend to be my date.&rdquo;) + 31. (&ldquo;You weren&rsquo;t supposed to laugh!&rdquo;)
<p><b><br/></b>Rated T for language</p>
<hr><p>“Asshole!” Eddie shrieks into the receiver. “You weren’t supposed to laugh! You <i>promised</i> you wouldn’t—”</p>
<p>“And you believed me?” Richie splutters in his ear between peals of laughter. “That’s on you, Spaghetti.”</p>
<p>Honestly, fair. Although Eddie doesn’t need anything else to be <i>on him.</i> He already feels <i>extremely</i> sorry for himself—like, he’s been wallowing in carbs and Nicholas Sparks movies all afternoon—because there is literally no one to blame but him for the situation he’s found himself in. Which he doesn’t even want to think about.</p> <p><a href="https://yallreddieforthis.tumblr.com/post/176750001416/hmmmmm-23-just-pretend-to-be-my-date-31" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: Aww, reddie, fic rec

Post id: 176633343537
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Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176633343537/mustangs-moustache-was-the-worst-thing-to-happen
Slug: mustangs-moustache-was-the-worst-thing-to-happen
Reblog key: 0m5IZUjq
Reblog url: http://didsw.tumblr.com/post/176631440727/mustangs-moustache-was-the-worst-thing-to-happen
Reblog name: didsw
mustang&#039;s moustache was the worst thing to happen in the entire history of fma
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1202" data-orig-width="857" style=""><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f53e42704e0ced1662c0d89a7fddd535/tumblr_inline_pbzbipzM1I1trmww6_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1202" data-orig-width="857"/></figure>
Tags: fma, i mean theres a lot to pick from but sure a mustache
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Slug: 
Reblog key: NWnV2nx9
Reblog url: https://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/176629600553
Reblog name: reddiepop
🌼?? 😊
<p>Amelia.  How do I explain how much I appreciate you being in this fandom?? <br/>
I like (love) that you are just a boss with so much content.  Want some food?  Hit up this witch.  She got you.  Handing out fics like flyers.  Damn.  I admire that A LOT.  <br/>
You are so giving and gracious with your time.  I’ve noticed you chat with quite a few people and I think that is incredible.  Everyone should make more of an effort to get to know each other and love each other instead of fighting all the time.  I love that you just jump in and go and start chatting.  It is so cool.  <br/>
And I love that you write whatever the hell you want. Like, YASS QUEEEN.  GIMME MORE.  You are in your own lane and you do you all the time with no fucks to give.  And you’re incredibly sweet and easy to talk to and honestly anyone who hasn’t chatted with you is missing out cause you are a gem ♡♡ <br/>
I cheated again sorry love my coven ♡♡</p>
Tags: hi yes ill talk to all the people, i suck at starting conversations unless i have a specific reason, but i promise ill respond if you want to chat

Post id: 176621638212
Date: Sat, 04 Aug 2018 07:53:00
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Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
ameliaaaa I HOPE YOU ARE DOING WELL I LOVE YOU YOU TALENTED QUEEN
<p>Mali!!! One of the purest and most wonderful humans ALIVE!!! I hope you are doing FANTASTIC and that this summer is treating you RIGHT. </p><p>You are the best! Thank you for making my day!! &lt;3 &lt;3 &lt;3</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="205" data-orig-width="365" data-tumblr-attribution="jbjwildflower:FidZMGKonETe9GbWt8pb0g:Z9dt8n2J_Vu2B"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1ea1d2d7c43b85bda8cce0fcc54fec01/tumblr_ongagm5SkT1tfwn0wo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="205" data-orig-width="365"/></figure>
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list 5 things that make you happy, then put this in the askbox of the last 10 people who reblogged something from you. spread the positivity!
<p>1. <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a><br/>
2. <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a><br/>
3. <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a><br/>
4. <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a><br/>
5. <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a><br/>
6. <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mbBTSrwfGZf9lCMAPLO5F7w">@reddie-for-anything</a><br/>
7. <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mPiEA7n1R1CH3zFlOdVnpFw">@didsw</a></p>
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Okay but a Mileven and Reddie fic but it&#039;s like the Parent Trap with Mike and Richie turning out to be twins ?
<p>Ok but Richie goes to Hawkins and El is all “Mike ❤️❤️❤️❤️” and he’s like “gtfo” and it’s dramatic </p><p>Also Richie having to serve as the DM during DnD and he has literally no clue what he’s doing</p><p>Meanwhile Mike arrives to Richie’s room and his first reaction is “damn bitch u live like this?” </p>
Tags: um, how has this not been done yet?, come on folks
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i love u and im leaving now do NOT distract me
<p>Moi? Distracting? <br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="364" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="allthefunponystuff:AKekOa-jB1GXF8zzawoF9g:Zg3a0wa0_h2L"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/85963e0e3a7da39e593f8392c795acc4/tumblr_mfidk3uI5V1rokywzo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="364" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>I have no idea what you mean. <br/></p>
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Hey quick question: Can I make a prompt based off of one of my own AUs?
<p>Of course! If you want to do an extra scene or epilogue based on an existing fic you wrote please feel free! <br/></p>
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#8 or #43, Reddie? :D also i&#039;m sorry you&#039;re sad *hugs*
<p>You are an absolutely angel! Thank you for the prompt! I decided to do a different kind of angst for this one. </p><p>—-</p><p>“So this is it. It’s really going to
end like this?”<br/></p><p>The question breaks through the labored
breathing echoing in the room. Both Eddie and Richie sit on the
floor, their backs resting against the cabinets lined along the wall
and there’s barely any space between the two of them. They’re trying
to stay as quiet as they can, speaking in hushed voices while
attempting to control their breathing. Eddie could feel his lungs
struggling to pull in air, presumably from the sheer panic coursing
through him. Beside him, Richie pants and grunts with each breath as
he keeps his hand tightly against his side. Blood seeps through his
fingertips and he’s becoming more and more pale each passing second.</p><p>“fraid so Eds,” he grits out.</p><p>Beyond the room they were currently
holed up in, sounds of screams and inhumane screeches fill the halls.
It’s impossible to ignore the sound of loud thuds crashing against
the walls and not draw the conclusion of what exactly was making that
sound. The bodies of all their friends remain out there with those
<i>things; </i>they are the last two
and even then, they won’t be for long. They’re beginning to realize
that they aren’t going to make it out of there. Nobody would.</p><p>“There’s
so many things I didn’t get to do,” Eddie whispers, his voice
dripping with regret.</p><p>“Yeah?
Like what?” Richie chuckles lowly, his head resting back against
the cabinet. His eyes are beginning to droop and he’s having a hard
time focusing on the conversation, especially with the commotion
getting louder and louder, <i>closer.</i></p><p>Eddie
almost hesitates, but he figures in a few short minutes it might be
too late. “I never got to tell you how I feel about you.”</p><p>Richie
lets out a laugh, which quickly turns to a groan of pain. It’s funny,
and oh so ironic, that this confession comes in their final moments.
The two of them wasted so much time and now they barely had any left.</p><p>“What?”
Eddie frowns, “You never thought about <i>us?”</i></p><p>Richie uses up most
of his remaining strength to turn his head, his bright blue
eyes—darkened by the finality of death—stare into Eddie’s gray
eyes, which were beginning to fill with fearful tears as the boarded
up door busts open. “Just look at me Eds,” Richie pleads; he’s
desperate to keep Eddie’s attention on nothing but him for their last
moments. Out of their peripheral, the tall, slender figures can be
seen, stalking towards them. Richie’s voice is trembling, as they
both are, but he needs to get the words out. “I’ve thought about
us, being an <i>us, </i> every single day since the day I met you.”</p><p>Both of them slip
their eyes shut, attempting to block out everything that isn’t one
another. They rest their foreheads together and share a chaste kiss,
using their final breaths to utter the words they should have years
before.</p><p>“I love you,
Richie.”</p><p>“I love you too,
Eddie.”</p>
Tags: this is fine, im fine, yea totally fine, reddie, fic rec
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Reddie Prompt: hurt and comfort. Eddie having been beaten up a little by bullies for getting angry at them for saying something about richie. Richie sees the results of the fight, keeps asking what happened, takes him home, patches him up but keeps asking why he got beaten up. Eventually eddie gives in an tells him why he got beaten up. Lots of softness, embarrassment and soft kisses? Probs been done before but weak for h/c!
<div class="post-answer__reply"><p>“Jesus <em>fuck</em>, what the hell happened to you!?“  </p><p>Eddie Kaspbrak grinned sheepishly from where he stood, shivering on his sort-of-maybe-boyfriend’s doorstep, body aching and face stinging. He looked like a mess no doubt, scrapes on his knees, cuts and dirt on his face, and what felt like an ugly bruise swelling out of a particularly nasty gash just under his right eye. Henry Bowers had known <em>exactly</em> what he was doing when he beat the shit out of him and shoved his face in the dirt. He <em>knew</em> it would send Eddie spiraling into a fucking panic only a true germaphobe would ever experience. He could feel the dirt now, like an extra layer of skin, caking into his wounds, mixing in with the sweat and tears and blood on his face. He needed to get clean, and it just so happened that Richie Tozier’s house was just around the corner from the…er…crime scene. </p><p>“I fell off of my bike,” he recited the mantra he’d been repeating in his head on the way over, shrugging. “I just need a couple Band-Aids, is all.” </p><p>Richie looked unconvinced from where he stood, leaning against the door frame with his arms crossed in front of him. It was one of the lazy mornings for the Losers Club- the kind where it was too cold to actually do anything fun, so everyone just ended up staying home, or doing their own things (Eddie himself had been on his way back from the train docks before…well, everything happened).</p><p>Most people looked like shit in the mornings. Richie Tozier was <em>not</em> one of those people. He looked…good, Eddie thought, despite everything, not that he really minded. Real good, all bedroom eyed and soft, frizzy black curls sticking up every which way. His face was flushed pink from the cold outside, the faint patches of freckles on his cheeks shining like stars out in the freezing winter air. His mouth was kind wet looking, lips shiny with water, and the idea that maybe he'd seen Eddie’s distorted outline through the blurry peephole and rushed to brush his teeth made the smaller boy's face go a little hot. Richie always had this infuriating ability to look like some kind of big awkward teddy-bear 24/7, all warm and inviting with his sleepy eyes and his goofy grin. Eddie wanted nothing more than to fall into his arms and cry out of pure frustration, let Richie kiss his head and bury him in the warmth of that big Derry High Football hoodie of his (Ben’s actually, but they all knew once Richie got ahold of a piece of clothing, he never gave it back).</p><p>But Eddie wasn’t going to do any of that.</p><p>Because then he’d have to tell him everything.</p><p>The tall boy raised an eyebrow. “That’s some bike accident, huh?” He asked suspiciously, pushing his glasses further up his freckled nose with the tip of his pointer finger. </p><p>Eddie huffed. “You gonna let me in or not, asshole? Its fucking freezing out here.“  </p><p>“Be my guest,” Richie winked, yanking the old mahogany door open far enough for Eddie to slip in past him.  </p><p>The Tozier household was Eddie’s favorite of all the Losers residences. Maybe it was because he’d spent so much time there while growing up—sticking glo-in-the-dark stars on Richie’s walls and building blanket forts in his cramped, cozy bedroom, pushing aside stacks of comics and rumpled clothes to make room for blankets on the hardwood floor.</p><p>Maybe it was because of Richie’s parents—nice folks, Wentworth was funny and Maggie was sweet.</p><p>Or maybe it was simply because Richie lived there, the boy he sort of, <em>kind of</em> kissed sometimes—chapped lips and heavy breathing in the darkness of his room—with his loud laugh and his spaghetti noodle limbs that held Eddie so nicely.</p><p>All he knew was that a wave of warmth came over him when he stepped inside just then, the familiar smell of cigar smoke and lemon scented floor polish calming him almost instantly. The panic and the anger and the adrenalin swirling inside his head dimmed, if only a bit. But it didn’t turn back time, didn’t erase what had just happened. Because it was true that Henry Bowers had punched the shit out of Eddie—it wasn’t something new, getting one beat by Bowers and his gang, routine more like. Only something had changed this time, and maybe it was that Eddie hadn’t slept his full 8 hours the night before, or maybe it was cold as fuck and he wanted to get the hell home already, but <em>something</em> had compelled him to open his big stupid mouth.</p><p><em>I’m not fucking scared of you, Henry</em>, he spat. Not long after that, a large bony hand was on his neck, pushing him into the scratchy trunk of tree. <em>Hmm, not scared anymore, are we, runt? Would you be scared if I hurt someone else, someone ya love? Maybe that faggot Trashmouth of yours. Not like anyone would give a damn if he showed up dead somewhere, one less cocksucker to worry about, </em>he’d said.</p><p>And that’s where things got supremely <em>fucked.</em></p><p>Because <em>Eddie</em> had thrown the first punch.</p><p>Eddie headed straight towards the bathroom, through the dimly lit hallway just past the front door, fingers dragging along the worn flowered wallpaper. He heard the front door shut behind him with a soft thud, the current of chilly air flowing in from outside cut off abruptly. Richie was behind him not more than a second later, flipping on the light switch in the bathroom and motioning for Eddie to sit on the counter. He shut the door behind them, sparing the bruised boy a glance before turning his back to him. Eddie watched his friend as he rummaged through the cabinets on the far end of the small room nervously.</p><p>“…know there’s a fuckin’…first aid kit around here,” he could hear Richie mumble, pill bottles rattling and falling over at the fault of his big, freckled starfish hands. “So,“ he began, voice muffled from inside the cabinet. “Ya gonna tell me what the fuck <em>really</em> happened, or are you gonna keep a good man in suspense?”</p><p><em>Nobody’s gonna miss that piece of shit fag anyways.</em></p><p>Eddie’s fists clenched in his lap, and he flinched in pain, glaring down at the gashes in the knuckles of his right hand, drying with dark black blood. He’d punched Henry hard, hard enough to make them both bleed, and he’d do it again if he fucking could.</p><p>“I told you what happened,” Eddie replied stiffly, sliding his hand under his thigh with clenched teeth to hide it. He watched as Richie made it across the room in a single easy stride, kneeling down in front of Eddie to stick his head in the cabinet under the sink. “I fell off my bike.”</p><p>“A-ha!” Richie came back up, a silky thin spiderweb tangled on his hair and an old fashioned tin pail in his grasp. “I know you’re lying, Spaghetti-head. But I’m gonna patch you up anyways, just because you’re cute.“ He tapped Eddie’s nose with the tip of his finger, a grin playing at his lips. Fair enough, Eddie thinks. They <em>both</em> knew he was lying, both knew what <em>really</em> happened—what always happened, that didn’t mean he had to admit it aloud.</p><p>“Ugh, fuck you,” he pushed Richie’s hand away, fighting down the smile that threatened to stretch out his split bottom lip. “Just gimme the first aid kit. I’ll do it myself.”</p><p>“Nope,” the tall boy held the box out of Eddie’s grasp. “Sorry, Eds, but I’m the doctor today. You can call me MD <em>Big</em> D—Get it? Because I have a big di—”</p><p>“—yes, yes I get it, Rich,” Eddie rolled his eyes, cheeks going a bit warm. “Now could we get this over with before I bleed out?”</p><p>“Anything for you, Sweetums!” Richie soaked one of the hand towels hanging from a hook by the sink with rubbing alcohol and dabbed the corner of it to Eddie’s dust covered face, cleaning out the scrapes and dirt. It stung a little, but Eddie liked the sting of rubbing alcohol, it calmed his nerves, eased the panicky feelings that settled in his chest like stones—if it burned it meant it was healing, his mom always said. He only flinched a little bit when the rough towel brushed the gash under his eye—Henry had been wearing his dad’s stupid college football ring, <em>fuck</em> him.</p><p>“Shit…sorry ‘bout that, kid,” Richie mumbled. He was close—close enough for Eddie to smell the bubblegum toothpaste on his breath—he <em>swore</em> Richie was the only person above the age of 6 that was still committed to <em>bubblegum</em> flavored toothpaste, <em>jesus</em></p><p><em><strike>But the fact remained that Richie Tozier had brushed his teeth for him</strike></em>.</p><p>“S'fine,” Eddie whispered, undamaged hand reaching out to curl around Richie’s slender torso, flexing his fingers against the warmth of his clothed spine for comfort. He could always count on Richie to be a human heater, and his hands were always freezing. “Just…stings a little is all.“</p><p>Richie sighed deeply, the hand towel on Eddie’s face slowing in movement just next to his mouth. “Fuck, Eddie,” he sighed, the pad of his thumb ghosting over the cut on Eddie's bottom lip, like he’d just noticed how fucked up his face was. &quot;He…he never got any of us this bad before…what the hell <em>happened</em>?“ Richie wasn’t joking anymore, eyes sad and tired behind his glasses. God, Eddie wished he didn’t have to look so <em>goddamn</em> sad.</p><p><em>So much for not telling him anything.</em></p><p>Eddie sighed. “I’m just tired of it, okay? I’m 16 years old now, I shouldn’t have to cower and beg at Bowers’s feet anymore. Fuck him.”</p><p>Richie froze. “You told him something, didn’t you? Eddie—”</p><p>“Look, all I said was that I wasn’t scared of him anymore. And then he said…he started talking about you and just saying <em>horrible </em>things, Richie. And…and I was just so mad and..” Eddie was rambling now, angry tears prickling at the corners of his eyes, <em>fuck</em>.</p><p>“And…?” Richie coaxed.</p><p>Despite everything, Eddie grinned. He held up his fist for the other boy to see, bruises, splits, and blood and all.</p><p>Richie's mouth fell open in awe at the sight of Eddie’s split knuckles. “No. <em>Way</em>.“ His freckled face broke into a wide smile.</p><p>“Yes, way,” Eddie said proudly, flexing his fingers. “Punched that son of a bitch right in the face. Made him bleed, too.”</p><p><em>Because he said you didn’t matter, Rich. And I know you don’t think you do either, but to me, you’re the whole goddamn world.</em></p><p>“Eddie Kapsbrak, you’re my fuckin’ hero,” Richie stated, eyes wide and cheeks pink.</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes, face going hot under the other boy’s dark eyed stare. “Oh, beep beep, asshole. I’m proud of myself..“</p><p>“No, I’m serious, Eds,” Richie said. “I mean—You punched <em>Henry Bowers</em> in the face! Fuck—should I start callin’ you Rocky fuckin' Balboa now, or what?” he grinned, socking Eddie playfully in his arm. </p><p>“I mean—God, how the fuck do you even like someone like me?”</p><p>Eddie frowned. “Someone like you?”</p><p>Richie’s grin stayed put on his face, but there was something bitter in his eyes now, something Eddie didn’t like one bit. “You know…” He fished a Band-Aid out of the first-aid kit and carefully smoothed it over the scrape on Eddie’s knee. “I’m not like you, Eds. I can’t stand up to bullies, or tell people how I feel…I’m…<em>weak</em>.”</p><p>“Weak?” Eddie laughed, arms reaching out to pull the boy into him. “You know you’re the only fucking person in this town that can actually admit who you are? I mean, hell—it still scares me how much I like you, I still get all freaked out when I look at you and realize you’re more than just my friend. I…I get so scared even thinking about telling anybody about…what I am. But you? You <em>did it</em>. Fuck, Rich, you’re <em>my</em> hero.“</p><p><em>You gotta know that, right?</em></p><p>Richie’s eyes bore into him, bitterness and sadness magnified behind his huge dorky glasses. The fact that could think so little of himself made something in Eddie’s chest ache. He wanted to show Richie how special he was, how much he meant.</p><p>“My fucking hero,” Eddie said again. He slid a hand up to hold the other boy's chin, guiding their faces together.</p><p>Kissing Richie was always the same. Warm, sweet, a little rough and awkward. But it always felt like it was the first time, they way the other boy’s ridiculously long eyelashes tickled Eddie’s cheeks, big calloused hands—musician’s hands—tugging at his shirt to bring him in closer to his body, to the warmth that was <em>Richie</em>. It always caught Eddie off guard, how soft Riche Tozier could <em>actually</em> be. To the outside world, he was loud, blunt, unthinking, but to Eddie? There was this whole other side that only <em>he</em> got to see. Sure, Richie was still loud, still made jokes about Eddie’s mom (<em>ughhh</em>), but he could be sweet, like homemade honey, open mouthed kisses and warm hands on Eddie’s face, in his hair. Richie hummed happily and deepened their kiss, tongue finding its way into Eddie’s mouth, <em>warm and slick and sweet</em>. He tasted like bubblegum toothpaste, and maybe Eddie liked it, liked how it reminded him of his childhood, back when he didn’t have to worry things—like Henry Bowers or being a fag in a town full of fag-haters, or the well-being of this boy pressed up against him, bony and freckled and humming happy little sounds in the back of his throat whenever Eddie tugged at the roots of his curls. And he felt like that again for the first time in a long time, <em>carefree.</em></p><p>Because Eddie Kaspbrak wasn’t brave—he was just stupid and brash and most of the time he acted on impulse and feeling, alone. And he’d probably just signed himself up for a one way ticket to Hell with Bowers because of what he did, but he just couldn’t bring himself to <em>give a damn</em>, not with Richie keeping him warm. Because he knew he was safe here, in Richie’s house, with his lemon scented floors and glo-in-the-dark stars. Eddie would worry about the wrath of Bowers later.</p><p>Richie tugged his bottom lip between his teeth, and Eddie hissed in pain.</p><p>“Mmshit, sorry,” Richie laughed breathlessly, pulling away. Eddie gazed up happily at his face, cheeks flushed and lips swollen. Fucking gorgeous, he wanted to say, but he didn’t. Maybe one day he would finally work up the courage to say it, out loud. One day.</p><p>“S'alright,” Eddie said, still catching his breath. “I forgot where I was for a second.”</p><p>Richie smiles, slowly and lazily. “Yeah, I have that affect on people, Eddie-kins.”</p><p>“Jesus, shut the fuck up,” Eddie snorted, chucking the hand towel at him. “Come ‘ere.” He pulled Richie back into his embrace, bony hips settled in between where Eddie’s legs hung off the counter. He cupped Richie’s face in his hands, leaving a line of soft kisses down his jaw-line. “You gonna patch me up, or what Dr. T?”</p><p>Richie guffawed. “Its MD Big D, actually.” He pressed a lazy kiss to Eddie’s lips before bringing the rag back up to his face.</p><p>“There’s no fuckin’ way I’m saying that,” Eddie said, flinching at the stinging cut under his eye.</p><p>“Give it time, Eds. Give it time.”</p><p>He eventually finished cleaning out Eddie’s scrapes, all the while assuring him that it stated so in his PhD that kissing “boo boo’s” was part of training at medical school, and once Eddie was covered in bandages and kisses, face flushed and heart light with warmth, his sort-of-maybe boyfriend grabbed his hand and pulled him off of the counter. </p><p>“So…” Eddie began. “What do you wanna do now?”</p><p>Richie wriggled his eyebrow. “I think you know…”</p><p>Eddie did. “Blanket fort?”</p><p>Richie grinned.</p><p>“<em>Hell</em> yeah.“</p></div><hr><p>
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Can you do reddie first time headcannons?
<p>i literally got this ask like four months ago but i’m The Worst about responding to prompts</p>
<p>anyway this is very long and very NSFW so here we go! continued under the cut</p>
<ul><li>so i think richie and eddie would be those dumb teenagers that would be like “doesn’t count til the dick goes in” so even though they’ve been fooling around for like 2 years, they both are like “yes we’re pure virgins”<br/></li>
<li>i think they would’ve gotten together around 16. richie’s teasing would slowly get more and more flirtatious until he’s just blatantly flirting with eddie all the time. neither of them even realize it at first, until one day after one of eddie’s track meets in tenth grade</li>
<li>eddie gets second and he’s a little disappointed but trying to seem like he’s not. richie notices right away so when eddie jogs over to his friends in his running shorts richie’s immediate response is to say something stupid to make eddie laugh</li>
<li>so the first thing he thinks of is “damn eds, look at that ass!”</li>
<li>and all the losers roll their eyes and eddie smacks him on the arm and they all start to head to the parking lot so they can go get dinner</li>
<li>but richie’s kind of standing there, like it just fucking occurred to him that ??? eddie does actually have a nice ass????? like he’s known it. objectively, he supposes. but for some reason eddie is in front of him and entirely unaffected by his comment because richie says shit like that all the time. but richie’s like.. do i actually mean that? am i actually flirting with him?</li>
<li>the answer is yes</li>
</ul><p><a href="http://richiesrocket.tumblr.com/post/176506415701/can-you-do-reddie-first-time-headcannons" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, so good
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list 5 things that make you happy, then put this in the askbox of the last 10 people who reblogged something from you. spread the positivity!
<p>1. I’m going to 2 weddings this month, so I get to celebrate some rad people who are deciding to spend their lives with other rad people. And that’s cool.</p><p>2. It’s August which is basically Sept which is basically fall. Sweaters and PSL plz. <br/></p><p>3. I’m watching Hocus Pocus tomorrow night with some of my fav people in the fandom. <br/></p><p>4. I got a new job that I’m pretty excited about. <br/></p><p><a class="tumblelog" spellcheck="false">5. Kimmi @richardtoz</a>​<br/></p>
Tags: 5 good things, really though, bring on fall, Im ready
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hey!! I love your work sm omg, I was wondering if your still taking requests, could you write something like,, richie has to go on a trip with his parents for like two months and the losers always tell him whats going on while hes gone and Eddie won&#039;t admit it, but he fucking misses that boy more than anything,  they were having a sleepover and Eddie fell asleep hugging the bear (with glasses) that richie got him really fucking tight and bill takes a picture and sends it to richie and he just aH
<p>Hello love, thank you so much! I am still taking requests. This was a really cute prompt and it was a lot of fun to write. I love getting AUs because it lets me explore new situations I might not have written on my own. So thank you so much for this. </p>
<p>Warning: It is unedited and un-proofread because I am at work and am lazy (hey, it’s the truth at least).</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/176485847546/hey-i-love-your-work-sm-omg-i-was-wondering-if" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Afficher davantage</a></p>
Tags: oohp, my heart, too cute, reddie, fan fic
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the first time Eddie and Richie had sex, Richie came before he could even get his own pants down because here&rsquo;s Eddie finally peeling off those shorts that drive Richie absolutely insane and the poor boy can&rsquo;t help himself.
<p>a god-tier concept, anon. <br/><br/></p> <p><a href="http://onlyreddie.tumblr.com/post/176492564589/the-first-time-eddie-and-richie-had-sex-richie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic recs, reddie, nsfw
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What a great end to such a great fic !! Ofc we all love a happy ending, but don&rsquo;t feel pressured to write a sequel unless you really want to 😊 if ambiguity is what you&rsquo;re happy with, then so are we! 👍🏻 you&rsquo;re an amazing writer, anything you chose will be great! 💗
<p>This is really sweet and lovely. Some of my friends could tell you about the anxiety I had posting a less than happy ending so I’m relieved to hear this!!</p><p>Thank you thank you thank you!</p>
Tags: 
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who is your favorite blog?
<p>you say “who” like i have just one. brace yourself.</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mb6Tkwp_BKFk4_n995KE1jQ">@jaderaderader</a> is my wife, so you know, she always ranks first. but <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGI8doBzxPTb2ynUy-duDlg">@themightychipmunk</a> is my west coast wife and i love her with my entire heart and soul.</p><p>the entire fam squad means the fucking world to me: <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-iYR4TT7hN7PGre-0MHvMw">@beeprich</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@itchytoaster</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mE4deROVAyNWgMk9gOpdGcg">@mmoony</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mesdXbH2CK788vz0L4omq6g">@natalia-dyers</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mI7ra4lwKmHLDa51Znmzy8Q">@stansbill</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/megIE2qwJTDFPa5hksNcQMA">@sunflowerstozier</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/m8vyZOGxkhCVbhTs60BUq-w">@tozierbraks</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6uy7opzHFd55DYIfqlxLqQ">@toziertrashmouth</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mQ91RjpoA_6hYytG8V8cIug">@willcleric</a>, and <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtgF6z5aOCPSQii7tnApncQ">@yallreddieforthis</a>.</p><p>aesthetically? <a href="https://tmblr.co/muTIy8iqgjzbkVo9cXk3r3A">@syraxes</a> is hands-down the blog i like/reblog from the most. everything they post is gorgeous and wonderful and i adore them.</p><p>i love <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9bVZ7zX3zovt3mLeOHF3JQ">@milkykisses</a> for keeping the fandom updated with set pictures and for sharing my deep thirst for james ransone. i love <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> for being so singularly enthusiastic and encouraging to the entire fandom. i love <a href="https://tmblr.co/mUeeymzDfGkbcxOcwHOgZQA">@skeletonscribbles</a> because sara is low-key the light of my life, so kind and genuine and incredible. i love <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a> for consistently producing so much content and being just so sweet while doing so. i love <a href="https://tmblr.co/mj5Ac5_3T63JvNTGyQ_uOfg">@stellarbisexual</a> because we rarely get to talk but i feel like i could say HEY WHAT THE FUCK IS UP and they’d just go right along with it. same for <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKG-EvveyFQf6k3hEar3Lkg">@waxagent</a>. (plus stell and wax are both so individually talented that i’m sort of glad they don’t do face reveals and things like that bc i also feel like i wouldn’t be worthy of looking them in the eye).</p><p>this is so much longer than i intended so i’m gonna just list out everyone else i adore. if you want me to wax poetic about why i love them (or anyone else listed above), send me an individual ask about them and i’ll be happy to tell you:</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mJzlz6Ga9zQ1mDpay4-L9tA">@babevevo</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/myTbLZ8amls4JiNHEu2V9uQ">@bevrichie</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEULb8GREBpue_qP3_U6uYA">@dearg0d</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mPiEA7n1R1CH3zFlOdVnpFw">@didsw</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mPqPswxxgFGNxy4PMgy0S1Q">@dubuhearts</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRtpK2Xu3N4vgVb2TuEvh5Q">@happytreasure</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKONbj3YaBlK1etASr-450w">@jewishnancy</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjP9yoYwyvPl-4uUZh04F6Q">@noahsschnapp</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_AIO55DJRdkgR-u_LjFA4Q">@onlyreddie</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/m5EQ3WlYvTVdxa764_Qv05A">@sadiesinkt</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mUSoEcViGoN24zV_uuy5Tgg">@stanleydenbroughuris</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/muw9KoTAI8o_yaWf4GrI3XQ">@sunsetozier</a>, <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a>, and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYS0u0gOE0zc1BFOIniCmMA">@wlwrichie</a>.</p>
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Hi you give so much content to the fandom we love you 💋
<p>This is so sweet?? and lovely?? Thank you!!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="200" data-orig-width="250" data-tumblr-attribution="hazohazahazbro:MEBApeJ_yKdhhK-dG-MzPw:Zb7X3j2LUpFlg"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8378eff9516e40ff5924be580a3035a3/tumblr_oppztzfxsL1ukocmeo1_250.gif" data-orig-height="200" data-orig-width="250"/></figure>
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Congrats on 100 followers!!! Can I request Reddie in a haunted house/ corn maze??
<p>Thank you so much &lt;3 &lt;3 &lt;3 &lt;3 ! Your wish is my command. </p>
<p>Holy fuck this got out of hand but it was super fun to write. Have some unedited, un-proofread Reddie Haunted House fluff!</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/176460433431/congrats-on-100-followers-can-i-request-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: listen give me all the halloween things, for forever and ever, fic recs, also vincent price what are you doing in this gif?
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🌼 (are you still doing this? How did i miss it for so long?)
<p>I AM still doing this! I reblogged it during dicey dashboard times (lots of unpopular opinion posts floating around) so it might have slipped under the radar. Anyone who still wants a compliment will get a compliment…and I have so MANY compliments for you! Here are 3:</p><p>1. You are so personable! I love that you’re not afraid to initiate conversations and ask questions - you’re a great friend with incredible insight and advice, and everyone who interacts with you is a better person for having done so.</p><p>2. You are a fandom GIFT. Every single fandom that has ever been so lucky as to have you is blessed. You deliver consistently amazing content and you deliver it often…and you’re so open to stuff! IT fandom specific: I really like that you don’t shy away from writing non-Reddie content - you cater to all tastes, which is lovely!!</p><p>3. I really enjoy how many things interest you, if that makes sense. You’re out here like…consuming all kinds of different content and interacting with the world in a genuinely curious way and you can really tell in talking to you how well rounded you are, which I admire very much!! </p><p>anyways there are like 1493103829 more things that I like about you but I mean, that’s a start!</p><p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/176357692127/send-me-a-and-ill-name-three-things-i-like">send flowers if you want compliments!</a></p>
Tags: Skells you are too kind, this is so sweet, the coven
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I like a girl what should I do? I need relationship advice.
<p>We too like a girl. We are dating her. We say tell her how you feel. If she responds positively present her with a tiramisu.</p>
Tags: the tiramisu is critical
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Hey Eddie would you ever call richie daddy 😏
<figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a77356148201ad0d109d5e3522efc208/tumblr_inline_pcm13nbvd61w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure><p>…..</p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: fanart, good!
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the thunderstorm pynch fic u wrote was sooo cute i loved it !!
<p>Ahhh!!! thank you!!! Love me some supportive Ronan and unsure boys! (Thunderstorms are totally for lovers) </p><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="750" data-tumblr-attribution="galenburow:ZWzqVeVVlxgV2i7pbIZqUg:ZA29Is2P3_PMY" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/6b921b948fcea084e71784e0f855cdb3/tumblr_ouwr2cAPjX1sq57yro1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="750"/></figure>
Tags: this is my first TRC ask, and Im kinda dying, thank youuuuu
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I adore partners in crim it&rsquo;s perfect jskjsksjj
<p>Oh wow!! Thank you!!! &lt;3 &lt;3 </p><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="241" data-tumblr-attribution="bluebeetletedkord:JgQEHvzrWorz_oKLvMdwcQ:Z9QCqx2WDqlV-" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f717eb0d4b808744d7898e693714e777/tumblr_p5u6qol9jR1qgijf3o1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="241"/></figure>
Tags: Partners in Crim, self indulgent to the max, also tumblr get more goldblum gifs
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🌼?
<p>ameeeelia my girl!!!!! sorry for the wait, i was out!</p><p>1) you may be one of the easiest and most fun ppl to talk to like when we first started chatting it was like so easygoing like no stress, you just give off such a chill approachable vibe</p><p>2) fucking. writing. POWERHOUSE. literally you balance so many different works in such a timely manner, and they’re all so different and compelling. cant wait to read the new chap of partners in crim!!!!! ive been looking forward to it all day</p><p>3) i lowkey feel like u take no bs and are able to take charge in a good way. like idk the vibe i get is like you want to organize something you damn do it, youre not out here floofing around yannow? like the itfandom week girl u got that up and running in day’s time, maybe even hours like that is a really great skill to have, good leadership!!</p><p><br/></p><p><a href="http://didsw.tumblr.com/post/176355678017/send-me-a-and-ill-name-three-things-i-like">allow me to brighten ur day pls</a> !!</p>
Tags: the coven, such love
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&ldquo;Is murder really that bad? What if that person was a douchebag?&rdquo; for the prompts please amelia you&#039;re great i love you &lt;3 :)
<p>Ahhh I hope you like my contribution to the Stozierlution!! Only for you Leigh! </p>
<p>Stozier </p>
<p>Rated G? T maybe? </p>
<p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/35881896">here</a> on AO3 </p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“Is murder really that bad? What if that person was a douchebag?” Richie asked from Stan’s dorm bed as Stan walked in. </p>
<p>Stan looked around, trying to figure out how Richie was in his room.  He sighed and dropped his bag. The perks of being friends with Richie, he just showed up wherever the hell he wanted.  Like a cockroach. </p>
<p>“How did you even get into my room?” Stan asked, pushing him aside so he could sit too. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176350323157/is-murder-really-that-bad-what-if-that-person" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stozier, morning reblog
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&ldquo;Is murder really that bad? What if that person was a douchebag?&rdquo; for the prompts please amelia you&#039;re great i love you &lt;3 :)
<p>Ahhh I hope you like my contribution to the Stozierlution!! Only for you Leigh! </p><p>Stozier </p><p>Rated G? T maybe? </p><p>Read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/35881896">here</a> on AO3 </p><p><b></b></p><p>“Is murder really that bad? What if that person was a douchebag?” Richie asked from Stan’s dorm bed as Stan walked in. </p><p>Stan looked around, trying to figure out how Richie was in his room.  He sighed and dropped his bag. The perks of being friends with Richie, he just showed up wherever the hell he wanted.  Like a cockroach. </p><p>“How did you even get into my room?” Stan asked, pushing him aside so he could sit too. </p><!-- more --><p><b><br/></b></p><p>“You need to watch your keys more carefully. Someone could, theoretically, make a copy of them.” Richie said with a shrug. “The fact that you’re more worried about that than my potential murder says a lot though.” </p><p>Stan laid down next to Richie, their arms and legs touching. It was impossible not to touch a little, in the small beds. Stan’s hand twitched next to Richie’s, wanting to reach out but not letting himself. They were best friends, he reminded himself. That’s all they’d ever be. He knew that. </p><p>Richie was still talking, unaware of Stan’s churning thoughts. “I mean, the world would be better without some people, don’t you think? I’d be doing charity work, really.”</p><p>Stan sighed. “Who exactly are you killing?”</p><p>Richie turned to him, fake affront on his face. “Staniel! You haven’t been listening to a work I’ve said! You’re a terrible partner!”</p><p>“We’re not partners.” He mumbled.</p><p>“Accomplice then.” Richie looked back up at the ceiling. “That asshole nearly hit me again, when I was on my skateboard. The one with the mercedes? He’s got it out for me Stan. I’m telling you.” He blew a piece of hair off his face and Stan resisted the urge to reach up and brush it aside for him. Especially when it fell back over his eyes. </p><p>Stan nodded. Richie had been complaining about this guy for weeks. He parked across multiple handicap spots and never checked before pulling out of the parking lot, he had nearly hit Richie at least three times. Richie had also served him at the campus cafe and the man had demanded that Richie’s manager fire him after Richie accidentally used 2% instead of skim. Luckily, Richie’s manager had taken his side but since then the man had been making rude comments whenever he came in, watching Richie carefully whenever he made his drink. Richie had dubbed him the Skim Man and he did sound like a dick. But Stan also knew that Richie had a way of making enemies if he was around people for too long.</p><p>He sighed. “Richie are you sure you didn’t do something to this guy? Did you scratch his car or something?”</p><p>“No!” Richie said, pounding on the bed. “I didn’t! This guy is just an ass.” he sighed. “I don’t know, he probably secret wants to bone or something. You know, like picking on the kid you like. He’s not my type though. He smells like ax body spray and daddy’s money.” </p><p>Stan glanced at Richie and saw that he actually looked upset. On impulsive, he grabbed Richie’s wrist, wrapping his fingers around it.  He felt Richie’s rapid heartbeat, assuming that he was worked up from nearly being hit, again. “Richie, I’m sorry. I believe you.” </p><p>Richie looked over at Stan, not moving his hand. “Thanks. I just, shit, this guy is under my skin. And he’s only getting worse. I really think I’d be doing the universe a favor by offing him.” </p><p>Stan didn’t like seeing Richie this upset. And, from what he said, this guy did deserve some payback. Stan thought for a minute then spoke, turning his head to meet Richie’s eyes. “What if we did something else? You know, something less than murder?”</p><p>Richie’s bright green eyes met Stan’s blue ones and he narrowed them. “Less than murder? Stanny, what’s the point?” </p><p>Stan blinked, trying to ignore how Richie’s eyes focused on him, on how close they were. “Hear me out.” He explained his ideas to Richie, who nodded and grinned.</p><p>“I fucking love it. I never would have thought you’d be helping me prank. “</p><p>“Can’t let someone get away with treating my best friend like that.” Stan said, watching as Richie’s tongue darted out, licking his lips.</p><p>“Yea, best friend.” He replied, his tone subdued. But then he was back, sitting up and grabbing a notebook. “We need to make a list of supplies.”</p><p>——-</p><p>A week later they were ready. It almost felt like the Skim Man knew what they were planning. His behavior had only gotten worse. Stan had seen him back into someone’s bike, effectively ruining it, and he had cut in line at the cafe. Stan was actually excited to get some revenge on him, it felt like karma. </p><p>And spending late nights with Richie had been a plus too, he couldn’t deny it. Richie had attacked planning this with even more enthusiasm than Stan had expected. And it was just them. Stan had mentioned bringing in Bev at one point but Richie shook his head, ‘This is an us thing man, just us’. And Stan couldn’t argue.</p><p>Now part one was about to begin. Stan saw the man in line for coffee and gave Richie a quick nod, slipping out of his seat. Richie met him outside a few minutes later, slipping off his apron and hat and stuffing them in his bag. “You’ve got some great hat hair.” Stan said, laughing at the mushroom effect the hat had on him.</p><p>“Hey, no need to mock.” Richie ran a hand through his hair, making it worse. Stan laughed again. “Help me then.” Richie said, standing squarely in front of him. When Stan didn’t move Richie huffed and took his hand, putting it in his hair. “Come on dude, you’ve got great hair. Fix mine.”</p><p>“You like my hair?” Stan asked, too surprised to move. </p><p>Richie nodded under his hand and quirked his eyebrows. “Come on, we don’t have all day. Fix my hair and let’s go.”</p><p>Stan nodded, reminding himself that they were about to break the law and that now wasn’t the time for his crush. He fluffed Richie’s hair then withdrew his hand. “Where’s his car?”</p><p>Richie grabbed his hand, cupping his within Stan’s. Stan didn’t have time to process the touch before Richie was pulling him along. “Here’s the patented ‘I have a small dick’ car itself.” Richie said, stopping in front of a impeccably maintained cherry red mercedes. </p><p>“This is a bad idea.” Stan said, looking at the car. Suddenly he realized he couldn’t do this. They’d get caught for sure. This was an idiotic plan.</p><p>Richie was already using the key he made to unlock the door, sliding into the driver’s seat. He poked his head out. “Did you say something?” He grinned at Stan and pointed to the passenger seat. “Come on babe, I’ll take you anywhere.”</p><p>“Terrible fucking idea.” Stan said, walking to the passenger seat. Once he was in Richie started the car and carefully pulled out of the parking spot. They weren’t moving it far, just to another lane of the parking lot, far enough that it would confuse the asshole. Stan had refused to let himself look up if that still counted as grand theft auto. </p><p>Once they parked Richie jumped out and slid over the hood, opening Stan’s door before he could. “Your door, good sir.” He said, grinning madly. Stan rolled his eyes and got out.</p><p>“Part one is complete.” Richie said, locking the car again.</p><p>The two hid behind a bush, waiting until Skim Man came out and trying to hide their laughter as he looked frantically for his car. Richie was doubled over by the time he actually found it and Stan had to clap a hand over his mouth, worried he would hear.</p><p>“Don’t fucking lick me.” Stan warned but Richie was enjoying his revenge too much to care. He pulled Stan down next to him, whispering about how they were fucking geniuses. Stan laughed too, carried away with Richie’s happiness. </p><p>Richie propped himself up on an elbow. “I can’t fucking wait for tomorrow.” He said, leaning slightly over Stan. Stan had to remind himself to breath, Richie was too close, his eyes were too bright. It was all too much, like Richie always was. And Stan liked it. He had always liked it. </p><p>“Me too.” Stan nodded. And to his surprise, he was telling the truth. </p><p>The next day they went with a classic egging of the car, Stan insisted that they only got the mercedes, not wanting anyone else to suffer. So again Richie moved the car and they set to egging it, Richie ended up crushing several in his hand and smeared the remains on Stan’s face. “It’s a face wash!” He said, grinning and cupping Stan’s frowning face.</p><p>“I fucking hate you.” He said. It lot some of it’s bite because Richie was squishing his cheeks and making his lips pucker. Stan stopped talking, noticing that Richie’s eyes had fallen to his lips. He flushed under Richie’s hands. He couldn’t speak, even though he wanted to ask desperately what they were doing. What Richie was doing.</p><p>Instead Richie was leaning in and Stan’s heart was pounding. But then Stan heard someone coming and panicked, thinking it was the car’s owner.  He quickly pulled Richie behind a building. They both watched as someone else walked out and saw the car smeared with eggs, not really seeming to caring about it. </p><p>“That was close.” Stan said, leaning against the building. </p><p>“Not close enough.” Richie said. Stan knew he should ask what Richie meant but couldn’t. Instead he trudged back to his dorm and washed off his face.</p><p>Part three, the final part, took place a week later. They wanted to wait and have him think it was safe before they struck again. </p><p>“Got vaseline for all your lubing needs.” Richie said, leaning against Stan’s doorframe.</p><p>“I don’t have any lubing needs.” Stan said, feeling the tips of his ears turn red. </p><p>Richie was next to him before Stan knew it. “Are you sure?” Richie asked, breathing in Stan’s ear. </p><p>Stan looked at him, intending to scowl but instead seeing that Richie was serious. His eyes scanned Stan’s face, a sure sign of his nervousness. Leave it to Richie to confess his feelings with an innuendo. </p><p>“We need to get to the car.” Stan said, avoiding the question in Richie’s eyes. </p><p>Richie’s face fell. “Sure.” </p><p>It seemed that Stan had answered him without meaning to. Richie turned left, letting Stan catch up with him.  </p><p>They smeared vaseline over the windshield, including under the wipers, and the door handles. Stan looked at his hands unhappily. Originally, he wanted to wear gloves but wasn’t prepared for Richie’s comments about no love without a glove. </p><p>But he didn’t need to worry. Richie was surprisingly quiet the whole time. When they finished Richie wiped his hands on his pants and turned to Stan. “Are you staying for the final reveal?”</p><p>“If you want me to.” Stan was wiping his hands off on the car as much as he could. </p><p>Richie shrugged and walked away, leaving Stan again to follow. They waited behind the bushes again, both crouched. </p><p>“Richie,” Stan started after a long awkward silence, only to be shushed.</p><p>“There he is.” Richie pointed, watching with delight as the man came out to his car and started swearing animatedly. Richie let out a loud guafaw and the man’s head whipped to them.</p><p>Stan was already on his feet and pulling Richie with him before the man took five steps. He had an excellent flight or fight response. It was always flight, usually before he could even register what was happening. Stan just ran, pure fear making his feet move. He didn’t want to get caught. He didn’t want Richie to get fired. Richie needed the cafe job. Stan needed Richie. These thoughts kept running through Stan’s head as they escaped. </p><p>They ran for a while until they could finally duck into a building, both panting. </p><p>They were silent except for their loud breathing. “I think it’s safe.” Richie finally said and Stan realized he was still holding Richie’s hand. “We can leave.” </p><p>“No.” Stan said, turning to Richie so he was pushed against the wall, trapped by Stan’s body.</p><p>“No?” Richie asked, trying for amused but ending up closer to disappointed. </p><p>“I want to finish what we started earlier.” </p><p>“Vaseline?” </p><p>“Lube.” Stan said, feeling his ears go pink again but pushing through the awkwardness. He enjoyed the shock in Richie’s face for a minute before he kissed him, nearly missing with his enthusiasm. </p><p>Luckily Richie corrected for them, connecting their lips perfectly. Stan pulled back, checking Richie’s reaction.</p><p>“That conversation.” Richie said, grinning broadly. “I liked that conversation.” Richie said, kissing him again. Stan ignored the vaseline on Richie’s hands as they snaked around to his back, pulling him closer. And Richie didn’t seem to mind when Stan’s hands wound in his hair, tugging his lips up slightly. </p><p>Tag: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m08HjZA-OzZiDvdhL1oKixg">@eddiecare</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a></p>
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PARTNERS INCRIM UPDATE WAS SO GOOD HELL YEAH
<p>Heyy anon, thanks!!! Glad you liked it! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-width="384" data-orig-height="256" data-tumblr-attribution="devareaux:YstEArphyPDaAIBT8lmIyQ:ZqRibm23coqjM"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/ba0a20a4c69bf4430e1a9e4aeab396f6/tumblr_o4aizqwsc71tl0jhto1_400.gifv" data-orig-width="384" data-orig-height="256"/></figure>
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I had a wild dream that Ihh was a cult and you had to reblog a creepy picture and tag it as ihh, and my friend was trying to make me join but I woke up before I did it. Just thought I&#039;d share lol
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<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> oooh?!! someone is crushing on you!</p>
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My guess on ihh: it&#039;s like the fairytale project with horror stories?  Or maybe a multichapter horror fic with each chapter written by a different author?
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Heyyyy welcome back to tumblr, can u write something about reddie? Literally anything, my days kinda sad
<p>Aw no, I hope your day gets better! Here, have the most ridiculous idea I could think of:</p><ul><li>So you know those lame Home Ec classes? Where you get a robot babydoll and you have to take care of it for a week to simulate parent hood?<br/></li><li>Yeah</li><li>Eddie is absent that day they get the assignment, so guess who he gets stuck with, AKA the only kid in class who didn’t get a partner because everyone wants to actually PASS?</li><li>I’ll give you a hint</li><li>Richie kicks down Eddie’s front door, the baby’s head sticking out of his backpack</li><li>“HONEY I’M HOMO! Come meet your son!”</li><li>The baby is screaming</li><li>So is Eddie</li><li>Eddie snatches it from Richie, convinced that he’s going to be a single father for the next week</li><li>“What’s its name?”<br/></li><li>“Eddie 2, because he has your eyes!”<br/></li><li>“You’re a fucking moron.”<br/></li><li>“EDWARD, please! Don’t use that kind of language around our son!!”<br/></li><li>Eddie has an existential crisis in the middle of his kitchen because he’s holding a baby while the trashmouth is telling him not to swear</li><li>Trying to astral project himself back in time to punch Past Eddie in the face for missing class for a Doctor’s appointment </li><li>But as it turns out, Richie is all in on this assignment</li><li>He macgyvers a way to turn his hoodie into a sling so he can do his homework without leaving the baby alone</li><li>They take turns with who gets the baby during the school day, and Richie thinks its the sweetest damn thing that Eddie keeps sending him texts asking how things are going</li><li>“Little E2 is great!”<br/></li><li>“That’s not his<i> name</i>”</li><li>It is his name, Richie already made a fake birth certificate and got a Doctor’s signature (Dr. B Hascom, MD) </li><li>He gets extra credit for it too</li><li>They spend the weekend together, needing to write a paper about the assignment anyway</li><li>Richie accidentally falls asleep on the couch with the baby cradled to his chest, and Eddie just stares for a while before taking a picture so he can have the image forever</li><li>But then the baby starts crying, waking Richie up with a groan</li><li>“Eddie, I decided…I can’t handle being a teen dad. We should have used protection.”<br/></li><li>Anddddd the soft moment is over just the like that</li><li>Eddie snatches away the baby from a smirking Richie, regretting every life choice all over again</li><li>He has the baby in one arm while he makes breakfast the next morning, and Richie teases him for talking to the baby like he’s real</li><li>“Let me bond with my son, Richie.”<br/></li><li>Eddie and Richie fight over who has to get up in the middle of the night when the baby starts crying at 2 am, resulting in them both getting pillows to the face</li><li>“Ugh, et tu, E2? I can’t deal with TWO people trying to get my attention!”</li><li>“You’re a nerd Richie.”<br/></li><li>They’re actually really sad when they have to give the baby back, and Richie makes a big show of pretending to cry</li><li>“They grow up so fast! Our little boy! Can you believe it Eds?”</li><li>Eddie rolls his eyes, but he can’t help but grin at seeing Richie act so responsible and soft for the last week</li><li>“No, I can’t believe it at all”<br/></li></ul><p><br/></p><p>*feel free to add on!*</p>
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Piper!! My love!! I have a prompt for you: richie begins to isolate himself from Eddie bc he&rsquo;s in love with him and doesn&rsquo;t know how to handle it. But Eddie gets mad that he&rsquo;s ignoring him and confronts him and rants about how much it hurts bc he&rsquo;s in love with richie and when richie hears this. He&rsquo;s just like. &ldquo;Wow we are both fucking stupid&rdquo;
<p>make me cry again, i dare you.</p>
<p>anywho. that^^ under the cut</p> <p><a href="https://he-wasnt-reddie.tumblr.com/post/176252299515/piper-my-love-i-have-a-prompt-for-you-richie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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<p>Hello dear!! </p><p><b>

34. Was there any fic that you wrote that really surprised you in the fandom reaction? Was it just by the numbers or did they take it an entirely different way?</b>

<br/></p><p>People liking Partners in Crim as much as they did/do really surprised me- I wrote it for some sweet self insertion and then other people really liked it. And a few people have mentioned showing it to their lawyer friends, which is kinda crazy.  </p><p>I also found the other like, 3 lawyers in the fandom through it. Solidarity. </p><p><b>

36. Have you ever sincerely written a ship you do not support into a fic?

</b><br/></p><p>I’ve written stenborough in a few things and it’s not one of my ships- I wouldn’t say I don’t support it but it’s just not my jam. </p><p>Thanks!!</p><p>Ask me a fan fic question from<a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176239805842/fanfic-author-ask-meme"> this list </a></p>
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Hi, Amelia!   3 &amp; 19 for the fanfic author asks &lt;3
<p>You asked me hard ones! lol </p><p><b>

3. In your opinion, what’s your best fic?</b>

<br/></p><p>Okkkk this was hard. But  I think my best fic is <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13373625/chapters/30627558">Something Worth Losing.</a> It’s got everything I love- fluff, drama and angst. And I really liked the two of them learning to be a couple again. </p><p><b>

19. If you had to pick one fic/scene/chapter of your work to describe your entire portfolio to a stranger, which would you pick?

</b><br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>Alright, this is from Chap 5 of <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14315013/chapters/33030486">Partners in Crim</a>: </p><p>Richie sucked on his front teeth. “What fun would that be? Everyone needs a neurotic Eddie. They should sell you at every corner store.” He reached out and tucked a piece of hair behind Eddie’s ear. </p><p>	Eddie huffed, thrown off. “Uh okay, thanks. Okay hot stuff, what’s an attractive nuisance?” He asked, tapping the card to get Richie to focus on it instead of him. </p><p>	Richie smirked. “You. Obviously.” He said with a wink.</p><p>	Eddie felt himself blush. Richie was good at flirting. Annoyingly so. Eddie couldn’t give in. He couldn’t let Richie know that it worked. </p><p>	“I’m the law that states landowners are liable for children’s injuries when they trespass on land that has an object attractive to kids? Wow, I’m flattered.” He replied flatly. </p><p>&mdash;-</p><p>Eddie and Richie flirting but also being assholes? And law jokes? Yea, pretty much. Partners is also probably the fic I’d pick overall too, I think it encompasses my writing style pretty well. </p><p>Thanks Monse!! </p><p>Ask me a fanfic question from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176239805842/fanfic-author-ask-meme">this list </a></p>
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13 &amp; 14 for the fanfic questions
<p><b>13. What’s the biggest change between your style when you started in fandom and today?</b></p><p>I think I incorporate less book elements then I used to? Which is funny. My first fic for the IT fandom had a lot of book elements and since they’ve gotten more and more AU-y.  Not on purpose- I’d actually like to write a post-book fic (someday&hellip;maybe) </p><p><b>14. What’s the biggest change in your taste between when you started in fandom and today?</b></p><p>hmm I’m not sure. For IT specific, I try to read a lot more non-reddie stuff than I used to? Otherwise I can’t think of much! I haven’t been in this fandom for long enough. </p><p>Thanks!! </p><p>Ask me a fanfic question from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176239805842/fanfic-author-ask-meme">this list </a></p>
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1, 30, and 50 for the fanfic author ask!
<p><b>

1. What was your first fic and could you stand to reread it today?

</b><br/></p><p>It was for HP. And no. lol. I mean, I never reread my stuff but I definitely couldn’t reread that one.</p><p><b>

30. Do you continue to write for a fandom after you’ve moved on or do you focus solely on the new one?

</b><br/></p><p>Bold of you to assume I move on. </p><p>I’ve really only written for a few fandoms and I’m still active in all of them so for now I’d say no?</p><p><b>

50. Has writing fanfic had a significant impact on your life? Would you say it’s entirely positive?

</b><br/></p><p>Significant? No, probably not- except that I keep seeing things in life that I want to write about. </p><p>And no, of course it’s not entirely positive. There are days that suck because something got fewer comments than I expected or someone left a mean/rude comment (and then days when the IT fandom is exhausting. Seriously guys, chill). But it’s not so bad that I can’t take some time off and come back okay.</p><p>Thanks for the asks!! </p><p>Ask me a fanfic question from <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176239805842/fanfic-author-ask-meme">this list </a></p>
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moeeee do 34 and Bichie bretty bls 💕
<p><b>hi this is bad im so sorry this took so long i tried. also get ready to cry.(from 100 prompt ask)</b></p><p>Everyone kept watch over Richie. His wild personality made the rest of the Losers watch him like a ticking time bomb. One day it was bound to go off, it was just a matter of when. And Bill’s eyes never strayed from Richie Tozier. Not for a second.</p><p>In elementary school when Richie would have a fistful of crayons, coloring wildly outside of the lines, Bill would often giggle, watching as the colors molded into jagged messes of different shades and when hung on the wall by the teacher, Bill could easily point out where Richie’s drawing was.</p><p>Through middle school in their accelerated classes, Richie would often be sat back in his chair, unfolding paper clips and gnawing absentmindedly on his pencils, and Bill’s gaze would ever so often avert from the board to snatch the pencil from his hand before he got lead poisoning.</p><p>“Y-you know th-that’ll kill you!”</p><p>Their hushed bickering sent them to the principal’s office that afternoon, where Bill watched Richie’s restless knee bounce up and down as they waited for their punishment.</p><p>Richie and Bill were side-by-side in all their advanced high school courses, passing notes back and forth without the teacher’s knowledge (they had gotten very good at being subtle after their incident in middle school landed them in detention). The two were inseparable, and wherever one went, most of the school knew the other was not far behind. Even though Richie considered himself quite the charmer of the student body, Bill’s bedroom window was open like the door to a therapist’s office, one that Richie climbed through in the dead of night to voice all of his girl-related frustrations. And though Richie’s face was only illuminated partially from the moonlight, Bill’s wide blue eyes were always fixed on him with concern, knowing that his watchful eye was what kept Richie grounded.</p><p>One October night, Bill’s eyes were locked with Richie’s as a few mere sentences warped their relationship forever.</p><p>“I think I love you.”</p><p>Bill’s eyes never left Richie’s body as they moved together under the moonlight.</p><p>Their senior year, Bill’s eyes always met with Richie’s with knowing, coy looks and subtle smirks, ones that Mike immediately pointed out as the entire Losers’ Club was sitting at lunch.</p><p>“So when were you gonna tell us about this?” Hanlon grinned, giving Richie a playful jab to the ribs.</p><p>“Probably when one of them finishes after eye-fucking so hard.” Stan grumbled back with an eye-roll.</p><p>On the dance floor at their senior prom, Richie’s eyes were glued to his feet as Bill guided him through the beat of “The Wonder of You.” Though Bill’s wide blue eyes were filled to the brim with tears, they never left Richie as they moved across the floor.</p><p>When Richie moved to L.A., he begged for Bill to come with him, tears staining the sheets as his arms pulled his blue-eyed boyfriend closer and closer. It wasn’t until he found a handwritten letter in his mailbox two years later that Bill finally packed up his things and moved to meet his beloved Trashmouth.</p><p>After moving to the sunshine state, Bill found himself blinded by the blacklight Richie would be under show after show. And Bill’s wide eyes would stare up at his tall curly haired boyfriend in the front row as he played song after song with his raspy voice. His eyes never left Richie once as he moved on stage, and the two of them frequently met eyes throughout the show.</p><p>Bill noticed that his helicopter-like presence was starting to become overbearing for Richie as time went on, and as Tozier became more hellbent on ‘making it big’, he felt himself being pushed away by the very man he had traveled to see.</p><p>Their apartment was absent of Richie, but an accumulating number of empty bottled took his place. Quickly. Bill found himself coming home to carry handfuls of bottles to the dumpster outback rather than his boyfriend. Richie’s schedule, much like his personality, became sporadic, and it was only in the early, early, hours of the morning that Bill would see Richie’s silhouette move silently from room to room, his long figure ominous against the slowly rising sun.</p><p>At first, Bill tried not to mind, knowing that soon these days would pass and Richie would be back in his arms once again. However, as weeks turned to months, Bill became worried, having not seen Richie for more than a few hours once a week, if he was lucky.</p><p>One morning, as the sun’s rays touched the kitchen window, Bill walked out of the bedroom to see that familiar figure leaning against the kitchen counter, an unknown bottle of alcohol in its right hand.</p><p>“R-Richie?” Bill called out, his voice soft and filled with hope. A chuckle came in return. The sound was hollow, hoarse, and it made Bill’s hair stand.</p><p>“Hey, Billy…” Richie’s voice was basically a low growl, and the silence that fell between them was cut off by the gulping of some unknown liquid. Bill walked over to the tall figure, whose face was slowly starting to become visible as the sun rose. As he got closer, Bill could smell the alcohol wafting back at him, and the scent was nauseating. Still, he got closer, arms wrapping around the taller man’s frame. He felt one of Richie’s hands on the small of his back.</p><p>“I m-missed you.”</p><p>“Missed you too.” Richie’s voice was soft against his hair, and lips pressed to his forehead.</p><p>Bill remembered how he had tried to reconcile with Richie, how he tried to pry the bottle from his hands, the drink spilling onto both of them in the process. He remembered how raw his voice felt when he started to yell, and how painful it was to hear Richie retort with his hoarse, broken voice. He remembered how even when Bill reached to hold his sleeve how wild Richie’s eyes looked before he left.</p><p><b>“You don’t get to decide what’s best for me.”</b></p><p>But Bill always had. He always did. He wishes he had at that moment.</p><p>Bill’s eyes were filled with tears as Richie stormed out in the early morning. He remembered the sound of his horrible sounding van speeding off.</p><p>He should have stopped him.</p><p>Tears poured as Bill packed up his things and moved back to Derry, where Richie’s parents insisted on holding the funeral; they poured as all the Losers held hands while the long black casket was lowered into the ground, and they poured as everyone began to head back to their respective homes. Bill tried to do the same.</p><p>But Richie was his home.</p>
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I. MISSED. YOU. SO. MUCH!!
<p>MISSED YOU TOO. </p><p>Can’t wait to dive back into our crazy server. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="177" data-orig-width="177" data-tumblr-attribution="soufflehour:Q3Nl0hP147YsSQedxPCkEA:ZJreqh2NOOD7X"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/48751c9fdecc6b1ff6d61f80b0ccfd9b/tumblr_osib3sApKt1v9zk2uo1_250.gif" data-orig-height="177" data-orig-width="177"/></figure>
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when will the next partners in crim update be xox
<p>Helllooo</p><p>I am honestly not sure. This week is prompt week for my other fandom so I’ll be doing that. And I just got back from vacation. And the next chapter is a bit of a mess. And the end is still a big ol’ question mark. </p><p>So, eventually?  Wish I had a better answer for you but know it’s taking a while because I want it to be good! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176208329872
Date: Mon, 23 Jul 2018 17:30:45
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176208329872/23-fluff-stozier-ps-in-love-with-wishes-very
Slug: 23-fluff-stozier-ps-in-love-with-wishes-very
Reblog key: Ohx3DdyP
Reblog url: https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/176207413882/23-fluff-stozier-ps-in-love-with-wishes-very
Reblog name: skeletonscribbles
23, fluff, stozier!! (ps in love with wishes, very excited every time i get an update from ao3)
<p>Hello! This is so freaking nice, thank you - someday, I’ll update Wishes again, I’m sure.</p>
<p>In the meantime, you get my first ever crack at Stozier. Let me know what you think, good or bad - this is a dynamic that I’m still getting used to, and so I welcome any and all constructive criticism.</p>
<h2>I call this one <b>Crowd Control.</b> The prompt is #23, “<b>Well, the probability of that is zero, but you go ahead.</b> You can <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15077069/chapters/35758341">read it on Ao3 here</a></b>!</h2>
<hr><p>It was an indisputable fact that, of all the Losers (the unofficial nickname for the small subset of Bowdoin College’s LGBTQA+ club that hung out together regularly), Stanley Uris took up the least amount of space.</p>
<p>Stan, for his part, was pretty proud of his compactness. It was a testament to his values: a place for everything, and everything in its place (and never mind that it was also physical evidence of his more compulsive behaviors; that was between him and his therapist, thank you very much).</p>
<p>The rest of them were pretty moderate in their habits around space. Mike was probably a distant second for ‘person who spreads out the least’, and Bill and Eddie tended to have a bit more mess than most, but for the most part, their group was pretty average in the space department, and Stan was fine with that.</p>
<p>Stan was <i>not</i> fine with the habits of one Richie Tozier, king of clutter and master of making himself as large as possible.</p>
<p>Richie Tozier took up more space than anyone that Stan had ever met.</p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/176207413882/23-fluff-stozier-ps-in-love-with-wishes-very" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stozier, hell yes

Post id: 176190261852
Date: Mon, 23 Jul 2018 05:37:50
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176190261852/what-the-hell-does-ihh-mean
Slug: what-the-hell-does-ihh-mean
Reblog key: CTUzZQZD
Reblog url: http://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/176184623044/what-the-hell-does-ihh-mean
Reblog name: hanscom
WHAT THE HELL DOES IHH MEAN
<p><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="281" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1622a36e925dcfe61624a889ebad1781/tumblr_inline_pcb1k4pBZi1sv1j05_540.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="281"/></figure></p><h2>be patient darling.</h2>
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miss you still.
<p>Miss you always!! ♥️♥️♥️</p>
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I just...felt like we weren&#039;t talking about HP in enough places so...HARRY POTTER HARRY POTTER HARRY POTTER
<p>HARRY POTTER HARRY POTTER HARRY POTTER FOREVER</p><p>Because three discord channels aren’t enough… (and no, I wasn’t being sarcastic).</p><p>I love that we’re having <i>different </i>conversations in each channel lol.</p><p>And I also love that I found my HP partner in you ❤️</p>
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any REALLY GOOD bottom richie fics?
<p>i’ve got a few up my sleeve.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14529918">only love could ever hit this hard. </a> </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14092569">Bath Bomb</a>. </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mQ4FIKi8LmeZbYccPwm5dyg">@clavarioid</a> </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12646452/chapters/28819131">Richie Asks For Help. </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/miI8nJWXhXwjVcJ8urqaf8Q">@reddie-to-go</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13536243">And I Need You In My Life.</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14371149/chapters/33178107">I Fall Apart (down to my core)</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14505387">All Mine, All For Me</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mioWjJNP7ApDsDT7huIiu-g">@angel-infection</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14449932">745 </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@itchytoaster</a></p><p>there’s much, much more out there - so feel free to add yours if you’ve written it! </p><p>the more bottom richie the better. </p>
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hanslon head cannons?
<blockquote><p><b>anon asked: Could you maybe post some Hanslon headcanons?</b></p></blockquote>
<p>liSTEN this has been running around my head for days, brace yourselves anons. <b><i>nsfw-ish under the cut!!!</i></b><br/><br/></p>
<ul><li>once the losers leave college they decide to all go on holiday together. they all have money saved from working and they all wanna do something fun together before real life kicks in and they all end up being too busy to hang out all the time like they usually do<br/></li>
<li>eddie and stan wanted to go somewhere sunny, and bill and richie wanted to get drunk so, naturally they all end up going to ibiza on what richie lovingly calls a ‘lads and dads holiday.’ (“richie literally none of our fathers are coming with us?” “what do you mean eds, i thought i was your daddy?” “beep fucking BEEP you asshole”)<br/></li>
</ul><p><a href="http://d-nbroughs.tumblr.com/post/176031475272/hanslon-head-cannons" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanslon, yes!!
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eddie steals all of richies&#039; sweatshirts,,, and theres one that&#039;s big on Richie so obvs its huge on edds and hes wearing it and richies just over there fuckin dyin
<p>Enjoy almost 900 words based on this precious idea, anon. ❤️</p><hr><p>It was Friday night and Richie and Eddie were having a sleepover at the
Tozier’s house. It was just the two of them there tonight,
since Richie’s parents were trapped in Bangor due to a snowstorm, forcing them
to stay for a couple more days than they had planned. It had been growing
colder and colder in Derry the past couple of days, which is why Richie found himself
downstairs in the kitchen making hot chocolate for him and his boyfriend, while
he was curled up under a pile of blankets in Richie’s bed.</p><p>Once the microwave beeped, Richie grabbed the two mugs and left the
kitchen, using his nose to turn off the light switch. He climbed up the stairs
careful not to spill hot chocolate on himself. The door to his room is
partially closed, so he used his shoulder to push it open. He was eyeing the
mugs, so he didn’t notice that Eddie was not on his bed, but standing in front
of Richie’s closet.</p><p>Richie lifted his head and the sight in front of him almost made him
drop the two mugs, because Eddie was wearing one of Richie’s sweatshirts, his favorite
one in fact and he looked fucking adorable in it. Richie bought it one day he went
thrift shopping with Beverly and even though it was too big for Richie it was
too iconic not to buy it. The fact that it was already big on him, meant it was
huge on his boyfriend, who he towered over. </p><p>The sweatshirt reached Eddie’s knees and the sleeves covered his hands,
giving him the most adorable sweater paws ever. He looked so cute that Richie
couldn’t stop the whine that left his mouth.</p><p>“I hope you don’t mind I went through your closet. I got cold without
you.” Eddie said, before yawning. He must have dozed off while Richie was
downstairs because his face was soft from sleep and he was rubbing at his eyes,
having trouble keeping them open. </p><p>“Come here baby, I’ll warm you up.” Richie teased, waggling his eyebrows
at his boyfriend. Eddie snorted.</p><p>“You come here, I want my hot―”</p><p>“Boyfriend? Of course, Eds.”</p><p>“―chocolate. My hot chocolate.” Eddie said, shaking his head, a lazy smile
on his face. </p><p>“Fine. But first, can I say you are the most adorable little thing I’ve
ever seen?”</p><p>“I’m going to ignore the ‘little’ you threw in there because I’m still
half asleep.” Eddie said, yawning again. “And you say I look adorable all the
time.”</p><p>“It’s the truth. But right now, Eds, you, in that huge sweater, all soft
and sleepy, I just― gah, you look <i>so fucking cute</i>.” Richie whined and bounced on his feet like a kid. He was still holding the mugs in his hands, and some hot
chocolate spilled on the floor, but he couldn’t care less at the moment. “I
need a picture of this.” </p><p>And with that he put the mugs on his desk and took out his cellphone. Instinctively,
Eddie covered his face with his hands. Richie took a picture of him like that,
regardless. </p><p>“<i>Richie</i>.” Eddie whined. “You
know I don’t like it when you take pictures of me.”</p><p>Now it was Richie’s turn to whine. “Come on, Eds. I want to remember
this moment. You look so cute, I could die.”</p><p>“Will I get my hot chocolate after?”</p><p>“And cuddles from your boyfriend.” </p><p>“Fine. Take the picture.” Eddie sighed.</p><p>Richie grinned. “Smile for me, baby.”</p><p>And Eddie did, a tight lipped smile just to please his boyfriend. Richie
took the picture and immediately set it as the background for his phone.</p><p>“Fucking adorable.” Richie muttered.</p><p>“Can I have my hot chocolate and my cuddles now?”</p><p>Richie put the phone away and stared contemplative at Eddie, a mischievous
smile appeared on his face.</p><p>Then he tackled Eddie into the bed and started peppering his face with
kisses.</p><p>“You.” A kiss to his forehead. “Are.” A kiss to his right cheek. “So.” A
kiss to his left cheek. “Fucking.” A kiss to his nose. “Precious.” And finally
a kiss to his lips.</p><p>Eddie just laughed and half-heartedly tried to get Richie off of him. “Richie
stop! It tickles.”  </p><p>“Oh, I’ll tickle something else of yours.” Richie said, nuzzling Eddie’s
neck. </p><p>“Beep beep, Richie, oh my God.” </p><p>“I’m sorry, Eds but you look so―” Richie groaned in
frustration. Then he lifted his head and looked at Eddie. “I love you.”</p><p>Immediately, Eddie’s face softened and he smiled at Richie. “I love you
too, dummy. But you’re crushing me.”</p><p>Richie lifted himself by his arms and kissed Eddie’s lips one last time
before getting off from the bed entirely. He went to the desk to pick the mugs
and frowned. </p><p>Eddie noticed his boyfriend tense up. “What is it?”</p><p>Richie turned around and smiled apologetically. “How do you feel about <i>cold</i> chocolate?” </p><p>In the time he left the kitchen, walked upstairs, almost died over how
cute Eddie looked and attacked his boyfriend with kisses, the hot chocolate had
gone cold. </p><p>“<i>Richie</i>.” Eddie whined. </p><p>He sighed. “Fine, I’ll be right back.” Riche said, grabbing the mugs and
walking downstairs for the second time that night per his boyfriend’s wishes.
After all, it was his fault he had gotten distracted by Eddie being the most
adorable person alive. </p><hr><p>You can send headcanons or prompts to my ask box anytime.<b>  </b></p><p><b>Tag list:</b>
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</p>
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Ooooo okay, so your speciality is your creativity;  I cannot believe how many unique ideas you have. Your dynamic between each character is always so well done (and I&rsquo;m speaking for all the ships you&rsquo;ve written for, not just Reddie!) Also, your puns and all your references are absolutely golden. I just enjoy reading everything you write so much!! &lt;33333
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YOUR PUNS!!! I love each and every one of them!!! &lt;3
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<i>(anonymously (or not) tell me what my specialty as a fanfiction writer is)</i>

<br/></p><p>(Also I love this picture so freaking much. The art history nerd and regular nerd in me is so happy) </p>
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Your inventiveness! I love all your little universes. Also, your little quips and references make me really happy :)
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Slug: punnnnssssss
Reblog key: vCKfQ5Tk
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
PUNNNNSSSSSS
<p>FUCK YES. I LOVE BEING KNOWN FOR THIS. </p><p>Thanks darling!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="499" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="somenerdthing:dqRsTea-T0_TNTxhYfh2vQ:ZpHO_n2Lnm2rE"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/9730fd366178b94978447db45fdbcede/tumblr_oq2tpiHCcg1tx6zqyo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="499" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 176002157722
Date: Tue, 17 Jul 2018 18:57:47
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176002157722/being-able-to-have-your-readers-feel-the-actual
Slug: being-able-to-have-your-readers-feel-the-actual
Reblog key: ZFDL0JLJ
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
being able to have your readers feel the actual emotions your putting into your stories
<p>WHAT. </p><p>AWWWWWWWW I’m stunned! Thank you!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="260" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="bbcamerica:18IHAO-H0uazA85g48j6kg:ZyfJFw2TczDxH"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/37b37b750976c9f291991f2782133e29/tumblr_p1xvewLitR1r9zeo4o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="260" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Post id: 176002134862
Date: Tue, 17 Jul 2018 18:56:58
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176002134862/fresh-interesting-au-ideas
Slug: fresh-interesting-au-ideas
Reblog key: 52Msyb74
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
fresh, interesting AU ideas!
<p>Aww thank you!!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="281" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="bureauunderground:XqK0NUjb8d__R_Iut_sSAg:ZJj91d2QSwvll"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c1f265951dfded73bc766a46e0a08300/tumblr_ox0d0qwlm11wyzxgyo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="281" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Post id: 176001681342
Date: Tue, 17 Jul 2018 18:39:19
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176001681342/my-love-for-you-is-as-strong-as-my-love-for-you
Slug: my-love-for-you-is-as-strong-as-my-love-for-you
Reblog key: QZFj0oYg
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
my love for you is as strong as my love for you.
<p>That’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever read. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="616" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="different-landscapes:M7bVsdMCD6wMtU4mUMGLlQ:ZQTZUf2N6AcJz"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c0189e39f58383edbfde151bd90f3947/tumblr_oric0ePkjz1vk26fvo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="616" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Post id: 175993966927
Date: Tue, 17 Jul 2018 14:06:01
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175993966927/i-would-wade-through-gray-water-for-you-thats
Slug: i-would-wade-through-gray-water-for-you-thats
Reblog key: oxSy8pQP
Reblog url: https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/175993104069/i-would-wade-through-gray-water-for-you-thats
Reblog name: richardtoz
I would wade through gray water for you. That&#039;s how deep my love is.
<p>and i’d kill a fucking clown for you, that’s how much i love you.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175990125887
Date: Tue, 17 Jul 2018 11:40:26
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175990125887/richie-talking-to-mike-about-how-amazing-eddie-is
Slug: richie-talking-to-mike-about-how-amazing-eddie-is
Reblog key: gw19O45X
Reblog url: https://amylee1018.tumblr.com/post/175990032108/richie-talking-to-mike-about-how-amazing-eddie-is
Reblog name: amylee1018
Richie talking to mike about how amazing Eddie is and just melting on the ground and being a hot mess
<p>Opening my ask box to find this??? YES ❤</p><hr><p>Okay but let’s face it, Richie would talk about Eddie ALL THE TIME </p><p>
And when Richie spends an entire afternoon going ‘Eddie Spaghetti this’, ‘Eds that’ the losers roll their eyes and beep him when he so much as mentions their friend’s name</p><p>
So from that moment on, Richie will try to control himself and keep the Eddie-talk to a minumum (as much as he can)</p><p>
And Mike, observant as he is, notices it</p><p>
And one day, Richie is hanging out at the farm after school and he’s lying on his friend’s bed while Mike watches him from the desk and they’re talking</p><p>
And eventually the conversation strays to Eddie and Richie is trying to <i>be cool about it</i> and treat it like just another topic </p><p>
But then Mike is like ‘I know you’re dying to talk about Eddie, Rich.’</p><p>
And Richie’s restless ass who was throwing a rubber ball up and down while lying there, freezes and the ball drops on his face and he splutters and blushes because ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about Mikey.’</p><p>
And Mike gives him a knowing smile and ‘You always want to talk about him and I’ve seen you try to stop yourself but you can talk about him to me.’</p><p>
And Richie takes a deep breath and just. starts. rambling.</p><p>
‘Okay but did you see what he was wearing today? Those shorts, oh my god Mikey I swear he is trying to kill me<b>—</b>’</p><p>
‘I know it sucks that he was sick last week but he looked so fucking cute in Ben’s huge sweater and with his red little nose<b>—</b><b>’</b></p><p>
’And he is just so amazing. And so smart, you should have seen him today, answering all of the teacher’s questions<b>—</b>’ </p><p>
And so on. Richie just talks and talks about Eddie, rolling around in the bed and groaning and just <i>melting </i>because he loves Eddie so much. </p><p>
And Mike just sits there, trying to hold back his laughter and shaking his head fondly at Richie’s whipped ass. </p><hr><p>I got carried away with this gorgeous concept. </p><p>Anyone who wants to send me HCs of any sort, should definitely do it. 

 ❤

</p>
Tags: soft Richie, supportive Mike

Post id: 175984298997
Date: Tue, 17 Jul 2018 07:32:27
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175984298997/hi-just-stopping-by-to-tell-you-how-much-i-love
Slug: hi-just-stopping-by-to-tell-you-how-much-i-love
Reblog key: UChYENFa
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
hi, just stopping by to tell you how much i love &amp; appreciate you.
<p>This is??? so pure???? And lovely??? <br/></p><p>Thank you! I love and appreciate YOU</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="455" data-orig-width="455" data-tumblr-attribution="captainaudreystark:2Oz9iIr5hAlt-v_jen_ZUg:ZN6-Bg2LXjKKQ"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/62f3c2fab10c8e436dbe9aba98f00b0e/tumblr_opsq02mRC31vclk7co1_500.gif" data-orig-height="455" data-orig-width="455"/></figure>
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Post id: 175970808977
Date: Mon, 16 Jul 2018 21:12:14
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175970808977/i-think-my-cat-knows-the-secrets-to-the-universe
Slug: i-think-my-cat-knows-the-secrets-to-the-universe
Reblog key: BEGielCq
Reblog url: https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/175970680956/i-think-my-cat-knows-the-secrets-to-the-universe
Reblog name: reddie-for-anything
&ldquo;I think my cat knows the secrets to the universe, they just can&rsquo;t communicate them properly.&rdquo;
<p>Funny because I’ve given Eddie a cat named Jellybean in my post college heartbreak AU! So this is going to be set in that universe. it would be much better and in context if I actually had the AU finished and posted, but consider this a sneak peek I guess?</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/175970680956/i-think-my-cat-knows-the-secrets-to-the-universe" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: adorbs, crazy cat Eddie

Post id: 175961882332
Date: Mon, 16 Jul 2018 15:54:18
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175961882332/kimmi-i-love-you-so-much-id-drag-your-1-limbed
Slug: kimmi-i-love-you-so-much-id-drag-your-1-limbed
Reblog key: JUhCH5aS
Reblog url: https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/175959689684/kimmi-i-love-you-so-much-id-drag-your-1-limbed
Reblog name: richardtoz
KIMMI I LOVE YOU SO MUCH I&#039;D DRAG YOUR 1 LIMBED DEAD BODY OUT OF THE SEWERS. &lt;3 &lt;3 &lt;3
<p>what the fuck, this is the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me. i love you so much, i’d let you drag my body out of a sewer.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176170180167
Date: Sun, 22 Jul 2018 16:17:29
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176170180167/day-three-still-blossoming-kimmi-uses-good-water
Slug: day-three-still-blossoming-kimmi-uses-good-water
Reblog key: 06I8yEXP
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
day three: still blossoming. kimmi uses good water and plant food. i am in the teen phase of my mandrake lifespan. the words are still coming to me. zombies are coming. miss you dearly &amp; love you &lt;3
<p>Yikes, I hope you can take proper zombie precautions my growing mandrake. </p><p>I will return tomorrow to help you fight.</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="293" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="liveforeverneversaynever:nwfs5iyPjNHpONbRcAEntg:Z8l6jh2Q17jh-"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/e5cb0b84ec9e26c820c8548db539f78d/tumblr_owc826041D1vng8dpo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="293" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Post id: 176156333502
Date: Sun, 22 Jul 2018 07:48:19
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176156333502/just-stopping-by-to-say-that-i-love-you
Slug: just-stopping-by-to-say-that-i-love-you
Reblog key: XDaCsHfn
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Just stopping by to say that I LOVE YOU :)
<p>Awww!!! I love you HP Partner!!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="230" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="amaranthinedraco:bm8n-uGSbMGESsT9vS-iDA:Z4bA9e2MPh4cu"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0e4e7bfd88630c6676622d8361695b39/tumblr_or3w0p4CUx1wnqlvto1_500.gif" data-orig-height="230" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Post id: 176146940672
Date: Sat, 21 Jul 2018 23:52:52
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176146940672/miss-you-much-otp
Slug: miss-you-much-otp
Reblog key: Qkom2dZd
Reblog url: https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/176146854024/miss-you-much-otp
Reblog name: richardtoz
MISS YOU MUCH OTP
<p>I MISS YOU SO MUCH MORE WITH ALL MY HEART MY DRUNK ANGEL. </p><figure data-orig-width="400" data-orig-height="242" data-tumblr-attribution="pinkcollapse:DJ9aVjSgt0Z9GBPcH0__IA:ZKKRrm2IeMvZm" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/acbe206d5e5af20323c3b7df94d583cc/tumblr_olmqtpXbEO1tixvyxo1_400.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="400" data-orig-height="242"/></figure>
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Post id: 176122530527
Date: Sat, 21 Jul 2018 08:00:12
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176122530527/got-any-favorite-blogs
Slug: got-any-favorite-blogs
Reblog key: pX57cp8K
Reblog url: http://aizeninlefox.tumblr.com/post/176120304698/got-any-favorite-blogs
Reblog name: aizeninlefox
got any favorite blogs?
<p>I don’t play favourites but here are a few people I talk to that I recommend:</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mVMIVR8NF-TTKKnDABgnk9Q">@softuris</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mOXylJaX88k61OOKDtSilnA">@heyotozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/megIE2qwJTDFPa5hksNcQMA">@sunflowerstozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mi4hTE3atqHfol60flJvuJQ">@devilbev</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mcDuw5rjxgd2ANj9c_Jn9Qg">@missingstanleyuris</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mPiEA7n1R1CH3zFlOdVnpFw">@didsw</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@fluidrich</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mUeeymzDfGkbcxOcwHOgZQA">@skeletonscribbles</a></p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mYS_ul6jeJL_f2qXcb5BkSQ">@taishirou</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYDdVROLCmSc6nVWvu_v0Pw">@gravitycage</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/muCo_WEydomrc1_sfVieS3w"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/muCo_WEydomrc1_sfVieS3w">@cutey-cute-cute</a></p>
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Post id: 176122515382
Date: Sat, 21 Jul 2018 07:59:26
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176122515382/day-two-i-still-miss-you-everyone-is-still
Slug: day-two-i-still-miss-you-everyone-is-still
Reblog key: XKKtK9Kq
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Day Two: I still miss you, everyone is still alive. Being watered morning and night. Turns out I did not get concussion from the abusive staircase. Will have prompt done today. &lt;3
<p>No concussion and a prompt?? You’re thriving over there!</p><p>Don’t let the staircase get you down. &lt;3</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="232" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="clinicallymoi:R6ljQDnbQYtnwtAXbvS9pg:ZWP6su2WLKZfX"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7a39f4614d4b3882ecf441ee3daabd01/tumblr_p60v9rdGSv1rawmqbo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="232" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Post id: 176122490262
Date: Sat, 21 Jul 2018 07:58:06
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176122490262/miss-you-amelia-i-love-you
Slug: miss-you-amelia-i-love-you
Reblog key: qIEdwGxH
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
MISS YOU AMELIA. I LOVE YOU :,)
<p>MISS YOU TOOOOOOO. I hope everyone is being kind and lovely (you know, unlike their usual selves). </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="287" data-orig-width="287" data-tumblr-attribution="notjohnstamos:K5ggD4h14m5euYy0n4t-Gw:ZYT9Jy2YQaYdI"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/9758f078e2abcca3fb38068ee5afb138/tumblr_p9iwj7alWE1qc1mbno1_400.gif" data-orig-height="287" data-orig-width="287"/></figure>
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Post id: 176122442127
Date: Sat, 21 Jul 2018 07:55:44
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176122442127/missing-you-is-something-that-comes-in-waves-and
Slug: missing-you-is-something-that-comes-in-waves-and
Reblog key: o1ZbRlen
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Missing you is something that comes in waves. And tonight I am just drowning.
<p>My darling, my love. Try to stay afloat until I return. &lt;3 &lt;3</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="437" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="dinsintegration:S7DRMqLsf7avAnAglCy5TQ:ZytEWm2ESXXD-"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/16f50e1e7859fccb48fb63bf98f929df/tumblr_ogdoyzbWcW1tliyzbo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="437" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Post id: 176122401292
Date: Sat, 21 Jul 2018 07:53:41
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176122401292/day-one-i-miss-you-already-wifey-1-kimmi-is
Slug: day-one-i-miss-you-already-wifey-1-kimmi-is
Reblog key: ewMKA7hF
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Day one: I miss you already wifey #1. Kimmi is taking care of me, so don&#039;t worry too much. I have been fed, watered, and repotted like the mandrake I am. Everything is fine. Group Chat did not fall apart yet. LOVE YOU.
<p>Thrilled to hear it. Missing all of you very very much- continue to wail my mandrake &lt;3 </p><p>(love the <i>yet</i>)</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176099270792
Date: Fri, 20 Jul 2018 15:15:21
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176099270792/hello-my-darling-missing-you-is-like-the-ocean
Slug: hello-my-darling-missing-you-is-like-the-ocean
Reblog key: ahudMfTt
Reblog url: https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/176098206799/hello-my-darling-missing-you-is-like-the-ocean
Reblog name: richardtoz
Hello my darling- Missing you is like the ocean. Sometimes it&#039;s small, lapping at my feet and other times- like now- it comes in rolling waves, forcing me to acknowledge it. &lt;3 &lt;3 (SAPPY FTW)
<p>we are so OTP. i love you &amp; your sappy ass so much. i miss you more than anything in this world.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 176093997792
Date: Fri, 20 Jul 2018 11:43:07
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176093997792/wait-are-you-putting-out-a-new-fic-in-october-i
Slug: wait-are-you-putting-out-a-new-fic-in-october-i
Reblog key: Ts4V112E
Reblog url: https://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/176093867408/wait-are-you-putting-out-a-new-fic-in-october-i
Reblog name: reddiepop
Wait are you putting out a new fic in october I cant wait that long
<p>You’ll wait as long as I say</p><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="274" data-tumblr-attribution="horsesaround:butiIkafc50dqR7OyFb9ew:ZqxBZs2OjLOB_" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2bab726107baf5be02309bb4eb41591d/tumblr_ouedhaSSCN1snusg4o1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="274"/></figure>
Tags: savage Allie, ihh

Post id: 176093974487
Date: Fri, 20 Jul 2018 11:42:15
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176093974487/what-does-ihh-mean-im-losing-sleep
Slug: what-does-ihh-mean-im-losing-sleep
Reblog key: KQD2f9a7
Reblog url: https://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/176084165958/what-does-ihh-mean-im-losing-sleep
Reblog name: reddiepop
WHAT DOES IHH MEAN IM LOSING SLEEP
<p>😏</p>
Tags: IHH, get reddie y'all

Post id: 176072431687
Date: Thu, 19 Jul 2018 19:42:37
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176072431687/i-miss-you-already
Slug: i-miss-you-already
Reblog key: oamq4K5M
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
i miss you already.
<p>I MISS YOU TOO!!!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="270" data-orig-width="480" data-tumblr-attribution="skype-kisses:9IA9_q9xUT0n24CPt9wU3w:ZFfSEj2HGp1Vj"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/35e5e85faab91b84ef4a216cfe9c6811/tumblr_ojwm7kwJM91uizo59o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="270" data-orig-width="480"/></figure>
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Post id: 176065406257
Date: Thu, 19 Jul 2018 15:27:07
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176065406257/sorry-if-this-is-a-dumb-question-but-what-is-ihh
Slug: sorry-if-this-is-a-dumb-question-but-what-is-ihh
Reblog key: NdQ0B6dd
Reblog url: http://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/176064789889/sorry-if-this-is-a-dumb-question-but-what-is-ihh
Reblog name: hanscom
sorry if this is a dumb question but what is IHH?
<p><figure data-orig-width="472" data-orig-height="619" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8071b5d167c4bb2e1242beacee5fd6e7/tumblr_inline_pc4f40Pi5p1s9vwtb_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="472" data-orig-height="619"/></figure></p><h2><i>…in time</i></h2>
Tags: no spoilers, ihh
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Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176062088672/what-the-heck-is-ihh
Slug: what-the-heck-is-ihh
Reblog key: DIhFJGCk
Reblog url: https://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/176060216073/what-the-heck-is-ihh
Reblog name: reddiepop
What the heck is IHH
<figure data-orig-width="559" data-orig-height="782" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/68cd8c4a88084ee53d92438233e7728e/tumblr_inline_pc4hokMTmM1s9vwtb_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="559" data-orig-height="782"/></figure><p><i>hush</i></p>
Tags: ihh, loving all of this

Post id: 176058758217
Date: Thu, 19 Jul 2018 11:03:33
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176058758217/sorry-if-this-is-a-dumb-question-but-what-is-ihh
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Reblog url: https://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/176058660393/sorry-if-this-is-a-dumb-question-but-what-is-ihh
Reblog name: reddiepop
sorry if this is a dumb question but what is IHH?
<p><figure data-orig-width="472" data-orig-height="619" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8071b5d167c4bb2e1242beacee5fd6e7/tumblr_inline_pc4f40Pi5p1s9vwtb_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="472" data-orig-height="619"/></figure></p><h2><i>…in time</i></h2>
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Post id: 176052610152
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Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/176052610152/any-really-good-bottom-richie-fics
Slug: any-really-good-bottom-richie-fics
Reblog key: he3avFmJ
Reblog url: https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/176042337394/any-really-good-bottom-richie-fics
Reblog name: richardtoz
any REALLY GOOD bottom richie fics?
<p>i’ve got a few up my sleeve.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14529918">only love could ever hit this hard. </a> </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14092569">Bath Bomb</a>. </b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mQ4FIKi8LmeZbYccPwm5dyg">@clavarioid</a> </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12646452/chapters/28819131">Richie Asks For Help. </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/miI8nJWXhXwjVcJ8urqaf8Q">@reddie-to-go</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13536243">And I Need You In My Life.</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14371149/chapters/33178107">I Fall Apart (down to my core)</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q">@eds-kas</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14505387">All Mine, All For Me</a></b> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mioWjJNP7ApDsDT7huIiu-g">@angel-infection</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14449932">745 </a></b>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@itchytoaster</a></p><p>there’s much, much more out there - so feel free to add yours if you’ve written it! </p><p>the more bottom richie the better. </p><p><b>I’M ADDING ONTO THIS! </b></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14479011">The Seduction of Eddie Kaspbrak </a></b>by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13870899/chapters/31910370">This Safe Place</a></b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15319245">Euphoric</a></b> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p>
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WE LOVE YOU ITS JUST WORRYING THAT YOU CANT MAKE TOAST
<p>…what I do with toast is my business smh</p>
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Are you batgirl?
<p>I won’t neither confirm nor deny this. </p><p>That’s why they’re called <i>secret </i>identities after all. </p>
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Reblog url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/175955974899/if-im-being-a-part-of-this-project-do-i-have-to
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if I&#039;m being a part of this project do I have to post something every day?
<p>Not at all! Participate in any prompt(s) you want! It’s all very open ended :) Have fun!</p>
Tags: participate as much as you can!, but dont stress!, its fun!
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the losers in disney world
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1796" data-orig-width="1292"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a65478190dad8855e2efe9a4000f4934/tumblr_inline_p2vf8il1SH1tpvd9c_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1796" data-orig-width="1292"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1080" data-orig-width="1759"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/324f654c18fa53bd02d1485fc0cb9459/tumblr_inline_p2vf8hlAJ51tpvd9c_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1080" data-orig-width="1759"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1350" data-orig-width="1993"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/404b604e0ff0487a4abbe33b80de68b7/tumblr_inline_p2vf8hdmCx1tpvd9c_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1350" data-orig-width="1993"/></figure><p>because of this ask I have like 9 other drawings of these dweebs in disney that I wanna finish… (also I highkey want the splash mountain pic as a poster? would people want that too? lmk)</p>
Tags: bill just like holding stans mouth??, and richie legit licking eddie
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Could u draw stanley w a little bird thank u
<p><i>absolutely</i></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1700" data-orig-width="2000"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/147f9969e0f48fba1fd2247d9e637c4d/tumblr_inline_pb489kaJGu1v1py2m_540.png" data-orig-height="1700" data-orig-width="2000"/></figure>
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Reddie getting it ON in a movie theater during a boring part
<p>Richie has the tendency to turn into a word class annoyance when he’s bored. Movies are no different. He fidgets and <strike>poorly</strike> whispers and just generally drives Eddie up the damn wall. They always sit in the back. Eddie’s attempt to limit how many people give them dirty looks when Richie gets a little too bored. He sees it as a strategy. Richie sees an opportunity.</p>
<p>They’re seeing a typical action movie with big explosions and predictable gunfights. Richie is getting antsy and Eddie can tell. No amount of popcorn he shoves at him is helping and soon enough, Richie is leaning over. Assuming that he wants to whisper in his ear, Eddie braces himself for some ridiculous commentary but then Richie’s hand is warm on his thigh as he presses a kiss to the sensitive spot just behind his ear.</p>
<p>“What are you doing?” Eddie says, the words coming out with less heat that he intended.<br/></p>
<p>Richie simply hums and nibbles at his earlobe, trailing his fingers along Eddie’s inner thigh, relishing in the catch of breath he hears even with the movie going on in the background. Eddie tries to will himself to push Richie away and remind him that they are most definitely in public. But then Richie is turning his chin with a gentle hand and kissing him, slow and deep, stoking a fire in his blood.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/175933662723/reddie-getting-it-on-in-a-movie-theater-during-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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good evening, Frederick
<p>Good morning Nathaniel. <br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="377" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="miss-vanilla:gi1DvRsJaqRgHJouETa9YQ:Z5kAeq2Um87nz"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/ac32fa20712ac30c1b7d0c6dac5ba67b/tumblr_p3l0z0XD4q1sgba1mo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="377" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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I expect a three page essay about how great Bill Murray is on my desk by tomorrow. MLA format for your sources
<p>I’m on it <i>sir</i> </p>
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Are you batgirl?
<p>I won’t neither confirm nor deny this. </p><p>That’s why they’re called <i>secret </i>identities after all. </p>
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Are you batgirl?
<p>I won’t neither confirm nor deny this. </p><p>That’s why they’re called <i>secret </i>identities after all. </p>
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amelia? more like a meal? yeah.
<p>SO FUCKING SMOOTH.</p><p>CONSIDER ME WOOED </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="309" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="demondetoxmanual:DvXzx0RGYZ1wi7xbTuwuAQ:Z2gk_x2UkRWXh"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3cfaf24d34c76d3b6dbdda37c2fc7790/tumblr_p3jh9dwdWu1qf8cgzo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="309" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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you are so lovely 💕😍
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BOTTOM RICHIE IS REAL
<p>is that you god? </p><p>anon has spoken, you heard it here first.</p>
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I LOVE YOU AMELIA
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how does it feel to be powerless
<p>IM NOT POWERLESS NOT ALL OF US HAVE 16 ACCOUNTS AND UNLIMITED ASKS. </p><p>Also: </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="279" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="radicalwinchester:1p6EgsrFoLTVZycaPz2-Jg:Zl2apo16PYtll"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7da6dce897c444762daedbdc432697cc/tumblr_n0h8vy7z3X1toiffgo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="279" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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I heard it stood for something besides headcanon. What&#039;s it stand for?
<p>Sure, it can stand for “horny cunts” too. like SOME people I know &gt;:[</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175935008432
Date: Sun, 15 Jul 2018 20:55:13
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175935008432/bottom-richie-is-real
Slug: bottom-richie-is-real
Reblog key: 2G4XpevB
Reblog url: https://richardtoz.tumblr.com/post/175934932869/bottom-richie-is-real
Reblog name: richardtoz
BOTTOM RICHIE IS REAL
<p>is that you god? </p><p>anon has spoken, you heard it here first.</p>
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What&#039;s HC stand for?
<p>WHOM THE FUCK–</p>
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if you don&#039;t love bill murray then what&#039;s the point
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What are your 7 legacies?
<p>Zombie AU.</p><p>Being the bike in the unlucky 7 + bike chat</p><p><b>Sigh </b>‘daddywise’</p><p>Bottom Richie (pending)</p><p>Having HP sisters ( <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> )</p><p>Ben Hanscoming bitches.<br/></p><p>We’ll never know Number 7.</p>
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unlucky 7 + bike is love
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you&#039;re one of my favorite people to walk this planet &amp; i love you so much.
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Who loves amelia? i do!
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AMELIA IS NUMBER ONE
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🌈
<p>YOU! Are amazing. You are so kind and encouraging and your comments always make my day. You were basically one of the first people to really interact with me and it means a lot that I’m mutuals with an amazing writer like you. I saw your name around before I created this blog and posted IT to my A03 and when you followed me I totally freaked, no lie. I also see how you interact with other blogs I follow and you’re hilarious and adorable and witty and just such a positive asset to this fandom. Basically, you’re great.  </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175931338042
Date: Sun, 15 Jul 2018 18:39:58
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175931338042/did-i-already-send-one-to-you-xd
Slug: did-i-already-send-one-to-you-xd
Reblog key: hjBdwa4g
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
🌈  Did I already send one to you? XD
<p>No and I am very excited about this. </p><p>I mean, first, you’re an amazing writer. I know everyone loves ZCL (for obvious amazing reasons) but your queer eye fic? Like, damn, that owns me. </p><p>Also you’re an all around utterly fantastic and wonderful person. Total package. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175930402607
Date: Sun, 15 Jul 2018 18:05:03
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175930402607/hello-talented-daisy
Slug: hello-talented-daisy
Reblog key: MV2Jegk0
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hello, talented daisy!! 🌈!!
<p>Gahhhh that makes me blush every time. Too cute (like you)</p><p>So, I love your pup. Obviously. She’s adorable and if you made her a sideblog I’d be the number one fan. </p><p>BUT you are also a totally amazing fantastic human. You’re super lovely to interact with and you have a HUGE heart. This fandom is so lucky to have you! &lt;3 &lt;3 &lt;3 </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175930255112
Date: Sun, 15 Jul 2018 17:59:49
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175930255112
Slug: 
Reblog key: 8P4ddabY
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
🌈
<p>Hello!!! </p><p>You’re like, one of the nicest person in the fandom! You promote everyone and you’re so lovely and positive!!! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175929979537
Date: Sun, 15 Jul 2018 17:50:15
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175929979537
Slug: 
Reblog key: KF9UNIIP
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
🌈 :-)
<p>Hi hi hi </p><p>Oh gosh. I don’t know. You have like, the best taste in things (Lin Manuel Miranda and Mark Hamill? Hi. Yes). And you care about politics. Which is like, the coolest thing ever. And I just adore you. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175929664022
Date: Sun, 15 Jul 2018 17:39:49
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175929664022/hey-hey
Slug: hey-hey
Reblog key: XDbWzzMR
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
hey, hey. 🌈
<p>Hey hey rainbow to you too!</p><p>So, I mean, we’re the same person. And that’s legit. </p><p>Okay a real compliment - I love your lollipop fic so freaking much. Like, Eddie has no chill and it’s sooooo good.  Plz write more. kthxbye </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175929335467
Date: Sun, 15 Jul 2018 17:28:46
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175929335467
Slug: 
Reblog key: dEB8fKg6
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
🌈 :)
<p>Helllooooo friennddd</p><p>So besides having 7 legacies (we’re working on it) and being willing to throw down at any ol’ time you have the BEST AU ideas- hi zombies and a gaming fic? Hell yes. You are fantastic. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175929295787
Date: Sun, 15 Jul 2018 17:27:33
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175929295787
Slug: 
Reblog key: YjHs6t4y
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
🌈  !
<p>GURL.</p><p>UM I LOVE YOUR TATTOOS.  As you know I fangirled all over them. Because they are AMAZING. </p><p>Also, war dogs is your first fic for the fandom and it’s stunning and I get so excited every time you update!</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175864075372
Date: Fri, 13 Jul 2018 19:30:08
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175864075372/yo-its-ya-boi-dropping-an-ask-because-youre
Slug: yo-its-ya-boi-dropping-an-ask-because-youre
Reblog key: yzE3yHgU
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
yo. it&#039;s ya boi. dropping an ask. because you&#039;re amazing.
<p>Thank you thank you thank you.</p><p>Love that new icon, very stylish. Must have been made with love. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="382" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="adventurelandia:8g-v4xBbaLEW6JXWE-DQiA:ZAfzwc2TDIAD_"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/5119d28c302fd617439afc09ad32dec7/tumblr_p16u1zQvYv1wzypxlo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="382" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 175858656057
Date: Fri, 13 Jul 2018 15:59:31
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175858656057/hello-good-luck-on-your-test-you-probably
Slug: hello-good-luck-on-your-test-you-probably
Reblog key: FJD1Vewj
Reblog url: http://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/175858120245/hello-good-luck-on-your-test-you-probably
Reblog name: jem-carstairs-is-perfection
HELLO. Good luck on your test!!!!! (You probably won&#039;t see this until after but know I&#039;m sending you good luck vibes!!)
<p>HI AMELIA </p>

<p>you are the sweetest, thank you for the good luck vibes ❤️</p><p>I am finally free and you know what that means…</p><p>HARRY POTTER AU!! YES!!</p><p>And sleep. Lots of sleep.</p><figure data-orig-width="749" data-orig-height="936" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a100b9af861ea41dae6bc694f8ed5fd2/tumblr_inline_pbtnysSHgp1rd6a2h_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="749" data-orig-height="936"/></figure>
Tags: I mean, Im excited for you to sleep too, but this HP AU?, hell yes

Post id: 175858065407
Date: Fri, 13 Jul 2018 15:37:56
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175858065407/home-is-wherever-im-with-you-update-was-adorable
Slug: home-is-wherever-im-with-you-update-was-adorable
Reblog key: pkm3ukSi
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
home is wherever im with you update was adorable whens the next one&lt;33
<p>OOF HI.</p><p>Idk what I did to deserve 2 nice anon messages but thank you!! I’m glad you liked it!</p><p>Update…probably next week sometime? It will be less adorable and more STEAMY I can promise you that. </p><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="269" data-tumblr-attribution="animefoodissugoi:qJzv3EFPD2eeoeD3FauFgw:ZX6jaf2IXf6a6" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/1a94fb0e336bbbe34e24241a1876da09/tumblr_old866P3R11vj3zbeo1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="269"/></figure>
Tags: STEAMY, and thats tea, see what I did there

Post id: 175857598442
Date: Fri, 13 Jul 2018 15:21:00
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175857598442/ok-this-is-a-really-weird-prompt-request-lol
Slug: ok-this-is-a-really-weird-prompt-request-lol
Reblog key: 3pysfDUW
Reblog url: https://amylee1018.tumblr.com/post/175857454128/ok-this-is-a-really-weird-prompt-request-lol
Reblog name: amylee1018
Ok, this is a really weird prompt request lol / you know how I love Sadie&#039;s character to pieces - could you write something with Eddie, Richie, and Sadie in the same scene? Can be when they&#039;re older, or a flashback, up to you, of course. &lt;333
<p>It’s not weird at all.
You’re an angel and I love you. I’m writing this fic for you my dear.</p>
<p>So, you know I’ve had this prompt forever because
I’m trash, but I knew from the second I got it what it would turn into because
this idea was already brewing. It’s snowballing now and I can’t fight it, so
I’m answering this prompt with a preview for a new fic, tentatively titled Somewhere
That’s Green. </p>
<p>This’ll be the 3rd and final part to the
Bright as yellow/Wrapped in blue ‘verse. Eddie and Richie are 31 and 30
respectively and are married. They’re about to host Thanksgiving for their entire family for the first time and Eddie
is beyond stressed by the prep, but Sadie has some good news that might turn everything
around.</p>
<p>👶🍼🏡👬</p>
<p>I guess a warning for alcohol talk and language (and
just Richie being himself let’s be real). This story is fixin’ to be total domestic
fluff and it’ll be rated E.</p>
<p>(also, I’m still working on prompts that I got 50 lightyears ago so don’t think I’m
ignoring anyone, I strike when the inspiration does, ya feel?)</p>
<p><br/></p>
<hr><p>“Sadie, I got us a malbec—” Eddie tipped his head side to side
and his tense neck muscles cracked. He looked so tired, Richie wanted to call
his parents and make them turn the car around; ring up Mrs. Sonia K and tell
her in no uncertain terms to take a long walk off a short plank. Thanksgiving:
canceled. Game called on account of Eddie’s comfort. “—I know it’s only two in
the afternoon, but please, <i>please</i>,
 tell me it’s okay to open it now.”</p>
<p>Sadie fiddled with her pendant necklace as she
crossed the kitchen floor. “I can’t drink tonight, Eddie.” She gave him a
sympathetic pout. “Though a malbec sounds really enticing. Jelly.”</p> <p><a href="https://speakslowtellmelove.tumblr.com/post/175855945306/ok-this-is-a-really-weird-prompt-request-lol" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Afficher davantage</a></p>
Tags: check it out, girl is continuing to kill it

Post id: 175857474177
Date: Fri, 13 Jul 2018 15:16:35
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175857474177/i-love-partners-in-crim-pls-never-abandon-it
Slug: i-love-partners-in-crim-pls-never-abandon-it
Reblog key: 2gUoZB3g
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
I LOVE PARTNERS IN CRIM pls never abandon it😔
<p>Ommggg thank you!!!!</p><p>I will not abandon it! I promise! I did, however, recently realize that I don’t know how I want it to end. I’ve got 2 chapters written but after that&hellip;no idea where it goes. So I’m holding off on the next one until I figure that out. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="268" data-orig-width="268" data-tumblr-attribution="graceadler:LWMU-v6aK4RrfJ98K-zXCw:ZkjoWv2KqicIa"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/e5faf4f58ac702ad7fc102c213a2a8cd/tumblr_oopentvVqn1rtj3jho5_400.gif" data-orig-height="268" data-orig-width="268"/></figure><p>(Also, there’s a serious lack of legal/law gifs. Weird. It’s like people don’t search for law gifs on tumblr. How strange.) </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175845191392
Date: Fri, 13 Jul 2018 06:43:04
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175845191392/write-me-a-smut-mlady-established
Slug: write-me-a-smut-mlady-established
Reblog key: QN7qzdhF
Reblog url: https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/175835942316/write-me-a-smut-mlady-established
Reblog name: hypnoidvoid
write me a smut m&rsquo;lady :) established relationship, one of them has just come back from a work trip and they missed each other awww
<p>AH the Eds to my Richie, my Keds, this is for you &lt;3 Soft, loving sex coming your way, BITCH! Also I’ve been dying to write red-haired, clumsy Richie and this was the perfect opportunity. I love YOU.<br/></p>
<h2><b>[Fill Me With Fire]</b></h2>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15271602">~AO3 LINK~</a></b></p>
<p><b>Summary: <b>Eddie Kaspbrak left for four months on an abroad program through his university to go to Sweden for veterinary studies. Richie planned on making his boyfriend the perfect meal, but needless to say, it’s a disaster. But, Eddie couldn’t care less and is just happy to be back with his dumb boy. They have the needy sex they had been fantasizing about the moment Eddie left.</b></b></p>
<p><b><b>Rating: Explicit</b></b></p>
<p><b><b>Words: 3,415</b></b></p>
<p><b><b>NSFW UNDER THE CUT</b></b></p> <p><a href="https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/175835942316/write-me-a-smut-mlady-established" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175833538587
Date: Thu, 12 Jul 2018 21:16:11
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175833538587/you-are-one-of-the-best-people-in-this-fandom
Slug: you-are-one-of-the-best-people-in-this-fandom
Reblog key: hx6sbYLz
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
you are one of the best people in this fandom &amp; your work is truly amazing. whoever doesn&#039;t follow you is missing out on your greatness.
<p>Omggg thank you kind Anon!! This made me smile exactly like this: </p><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="265" data-tumblr-attribution="shiruki:4SmHsaNNH13Xh20MQXNv7Q:ZMIJNe2R9JtOH" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/ff0db7bbcaede63130bdd5186be84a25/tumblr_oy3d21N8pM1w86w6ho2_r1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="265"/></figure>
Tags: idk if this is from who I think it is, but its incredibly sweet!!

Post id: 175830511112
Date: Thu, 12 Jul 2018 19:30:41
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175830511112/amelia-youre-the-best-i-love-you-youre-doing
Slug: amelia-youre-the-best-i-love-you-youre-doing
Reblog key: 6pF2d9r0
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
AMELIA YOU&#039;RE THE BEST I LOVE YOU. YOU&#039;RE DOING AMAZING SWEETIE KEEP UP THE GOOD WORK I BELIEVE IN YOU.
<p>THIS IS EXCELLENT HYPE AND I APPRECIATE IT AND YOU. </p><p>THANK YOU!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="200" data-orig-width="417" data-tumblr-attribution="yourreactiongifs:jjKfzzzhxu5DrcjAf25xLg:ZMseho22iNLAy"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/9e5f411d08e3324b6d7c3145e7ba2b28/tumblr_o2mttbUm3K1tq4of6o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="200" data-orig-width="417"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 175821126197
Date: Thu, 12 Jul 2018 13:47:29
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175821126197/hey-eds-i-think-richie-likes-u
Slug: hey-eds-i-think-richie-likes-u
Reblog key: gWVrPNUp
Reblog url: http://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/175820397269/hey-eds-i-think-richie-likes-u
Reblog name: stellarbisexual
hey eds i think richie likes u
<figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/aeda66c3115079100038efa94fe46332/tumblr_inline_pbnx9uEtWp1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure><p>What/who are your sources?!</p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: its too cute, I cant

Post id: 175819768787
Date: Thu, 12 Jul 2018 12:54:22
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175819768787/hii-do-you-know-any-it-accounts-that-are
Slug: hii-do-you-know-any-it-accounts-that-are
Reblog key: y1kqO40I
Reblog url: http://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/175819570619/hii-do-you-know-any-it-accounts-that-are
Reblog name: stellarbisexual
Hii!, do you know any It accounts that are active?? i need thiis
<p>a lot of IT accounts are active! this is a lot of my following <a href="https://tmblr.co/mWnlcLEBwcs3dQYY_5VI6EQ">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m3EkCiLg2VRhiiYL0Mc5iQQ">@belbys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m90Zj3zSJ9BjN4ZbwuR2XrA">@richiepeach</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYS0u0gOE0zc1BFOIniCmMA">@wlwrichie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m61g_WWMOa1yD7OxmtRaNPA">@reddieornox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrohLxNVtC9HKdWxpc0lpsw">@billhaders</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m8vyZOGxkhCVbhTs60BUq-w">@tozierbraks</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbU-oj7CYb2UpZhZOwaEB7g">@20gayteeneds</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_j8YuMRzd45paVcxIdxBLg">@bevrrlymarsh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mPwNkP4w3H1VCQ9PTRgdFMg">@beverlysmarsh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myTbLZ8amls4JiNHEu2V9uQ">@bevrichie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mTgQks4AWxJVasBb9feoChw">@edsbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m1x1P0Dotic2v0SedTusaeA">@wyattswolfs</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/myZ6IAQnz4dtgwnViJo4erQ">@eddie-kas</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m8dO457pCQ4NlxJq5xq9B_w">@eds-trashmouth</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6uy7opzHFd55DYIfqlxLqQ">@toziertrashmouth</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mWHuNeyKLnDNEd6MA7s-Tmw">@mikestanlon</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mJuluTOJtc1ESBeJw07MZLQ">@80smarsh</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mHKYsMPuNO8xj6Pf7j5jF-w">@eddiektozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZcPrNGU048Bi2EiD-RiBHQ">@officiallyreddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mWTaCbqgJEZcxyRwtTcmxQA">@babyeds</a> + if any other IT blogs wanna rb this and tag their favs feel free to do so</p>
Tags: so grateful this doesn't say dead fandom, also look at all these active folks, winning

Post id: 175796731312
Date: Wed, 11 Jul 2018 19:39:58
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175796731312/another-au-great-another-thing-for-you-to-shove
Slug: another-au-great-another-thing-for-you-to-shove
Reblog key: x2qlBF6X
Reblog url: https://chocolatemangoose.tumblr.com/post/175791983587/another-au-great-another-thing-for-you-to-shove
Reblog name: chocolatemangoose
Another AU? Great, another thing for you to shove in our faces. When will you wake up and realize that literally nobody gives a shit about what you do? like kys, Jesus
<p>you seem like you’re a little ray of sunshine!!</p>
Tags: look how easy, wow!, its like...you can do nothing, also Kate you rock, you amazing human you, blessing us with another AU

Post id: 175783551892
Date: Wed, 11 Jul 2018 11:42:24
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175783551892/stan-loves-stealing-mikes-work-shirts-theyre
Slug: stan-loves-stealing-mikes-work-shirts-theyre
Reblog key: pHhF8ylP
Reblog url: https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/175783314972/stan-loves-stealing-mikes-work-shirts-theyre
Reblog name: bi-beverie
Stan loves stealing Mike&rsquo;s work shirts. They&rsquo;re big, comfy, and most importantly they smell like Mike~A bit of cologne and a bit of dirt. It makes him feel like Mike is hugging him. Mike says nothing because Stan in an disheveled work shirt instead of his usual clothes? Let&rsquo;s just say poor Mikey almost had a heart attack the first time Stan wore one. It was only when Mike ran out of work shirts did he realize he might just need to say something to get them back.
<p>Stan would wear them whilst he made breakfast for the two of them each morning, bare feet and bare legs but wearing some boxers and Mike’s long, pale blue shirt, and humming to himself, having no idea Mike is leaning against the doorframe with so much love in his eyes</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175781939187
Date: Wed, 11 Jul 2018 10:39:17
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175781939187/do-you-know-any-good-tumblrs-that-write-it-ships
Slug: do-you-know-any-good-tumblrs-that-write-it-ships
Reblog key: zVLRdatd
Reblog url: http://thegreatwhiteferret.tumblr.com/post/175781344246/do-you-know-any-good-tumblrs-that-write-it-ships
Reblog name: thegreatwhiteferret
do you know any good tumblrs that write it ships smut?
<p>Sure! There a tons of us trying to give y’all some smut and still writing (or attempting to write, because my writer’s block is being a little bitch right now. 11 WIPs!!!) but let’s get to those recs!</p><p>Here are a couple of people whom I love for you to check out!</p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mWnlcLEBwcs3dQYY_5VI6EQ">@happytozier</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_AIO55DJRdkgR-u_LjFA4Q">@onlyreddie</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mafOzdGfiJOWBc5THnuWhOA">@anxiousbich</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mU7_EWOhIcB7mjfitje5JSQ">@richiefuckfacetozier</a> </p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a> </p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w">@reddies-spaghetti</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/msqm12wpbqEmk5CoZD1c6EA">@speakslow</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mPiEA7n1R1CH3zFlOdVnpFw">@didsw</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mj5Ac5_3T63JvNTGyQ_uOfg">@stellarbisexual</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a></p><p><a>@askpolylosersclub</a>​ (The account is not active now, but when it was they posted some bomb ass smut. They have a tag on the top of the blog that you can find links to the fics, I believe.)<br/></p><p>Also, “reddiebitch” and “mischeifmanager” on Ao3.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175776879892
Date: Wed, 11 Jul 2018 06:58:09
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175776879892/hii-i-would-love-to-see-what-you-do-with-dont
Slug: hii-i-would-love-to-see-what-you-do-with-dont
Reblog key: cb0TjTN1
Reblog url: https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/175767580302/hii-i-would-love-to-see-what-you-do-with-dont
Reblog name: bi-beverie
Hii, I would love to see what you do with &quot;don&#039;t cover your mouth; I wanna hear you&quot; with stanlon
<p>thank you so much for the request!! sorry it took a few days, but thanks for the patience lol. okay so this was my first time writing stanlon smut and I had a lot of fun doing so, so thanks again for requesting it!! also, we’re a dom!bottom stan household so I hope that’s cool w you lol</p>
<p>(request from <a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/175627997902/nsfw-dominant-starters">this prompt list</a>)</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 2,347</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15247656">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>nsfw</b> below the cut</p> <p><a href="https://bi-beverie.tumblr.com/post/175767580302/hii-i-would-love-to-see-what-you-do-with-dont" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reblog name: dancingwithwings
Hc that beverly LOVES it when ben reads to her. Like it could be a mystery novel, horror, sci-fi or even just a classic fairytale (personally the romance novels/poems are her fav) bc he reads it to her aloud and with the softest of voices. She asks questions while he&#039;s reading but he doesn&#039;t mind a bit. Storytime with benny is the greatest thing for her!!!
<p>oh YES!! Ben is definitely the Loser that’s best at reading aloud</p>

<p>-Mike is a close second, but he’s a researcher first and a storyteller second, so Ben has a slight edge in depth of emotion</p>

<p>-Richie and Bill like to think they’re good at it, but they’re not. Richie gets lost in his impressions after like three minutes and Bill takes it way too seriously </p>

<p>-Stan, Bev, and Eddie, wisely, leave the reading to the professionals</p>

<p>-anyways it starts when Bev is panicking over an English essay that she procrastinated on. to speed up the process, she hands the book to Ben and asks him to read excerpts so that she can copy quotes into her essay without having to leaf through and hold a thousand things…and she ends up being so distracted by Ben’s compelling voice that she doesn’t finish the essay anyway</p>

<p>-and then later that week, she comes up to him in the last few minutes of a Loser group study session and deposits The Awakening in his lap</p>

<p>-“help me with English again? read this to me?”</p>

<p>-he does, feeling quietly pleased with himself (and foregoing his own homework in the process)</p>

<p>-most of the Losers are on their way out at that point, but Eddie is still waiting for his mom and so decides to listen in</p>

<p>-he is SHOOK. completely drawn in</p>

<p>-so the next Losers study session has both Bev and Eddie begging Ben to read something</p>

<p>-Richie scoffs, because shy Ben??? reading out loud??? yeah okay (and he’s totally not jealous of the way that Ben’s eclipsing Eddie’s attention at all)</p>

<p>-but when Ben relents and continues with The Awakening he listens more closely and is so surprised and low-key delighted by Ben’s skill that he perches himself at Ben’s feet after 10 minutes </p>

<p>-“yo Haystack why don’t you do this all the time?”</p>

<p>-Bev shoved him away so she can be closer to Ben and Eddie shrieks at him, but the message is received. From then on, Ben reads to close out every single Losers study session (and some of their sleepovers, when things get really late and they need something to put them to sleep)</p>

<p>-All of the other Losers eventually come over to listen, and are similarly impressed. They start coming to him with genre requests: sci-fi for Mike, action for Bill and Richie, romance for Eddie and Bev, and suspense for Stan</p>

<p>-they sit like this: Ben facing everyone, with the book in his hands and Bev’s head on his lap, Richie and Eddie to Ben’s right, curled up together, and Stan, Mike, and Bill to Ben’s left, sprawled across each other.</p>

<p>-they all love it, but Bev loves it the most. it’s like ASMR to her</p>

<p>-when she says that to Ben he turns red all the way up to his hair!!! and they’re in love, the end</p>
Tags: oh my gosh, Skells does it again, beautiful Ben content
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Amelia! How did I not know you had a slasher fic out? Can I please be added to your perma tag list?  I can&rsquo;t believe I didn&rsquo;t ask before! Also I love the puns you did with the horror titles and the losers&rsquo; names!
<p>Hello Cyndi!!!!! My favorite fellow animal lover! I would love love love to add you to my tag list! Anyone who appreciates my puns can stick around!! </p><p>(also post more pics of your dog. Just, always, forever. I miss her) </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="351" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="catsanddogs-ohmy:GePqqU2D7dTl5Q_l_3nnrA:ZfH9Qi2J567zb"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/121ee68e4cbe5798416af21224367fe1/tumblr_om4p0u6iGl1v3f6uso1_500.gif" data-orig-height="351" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Hello! Once you get this you have to answer with 5 things about you like about yourself, publicly, then send this on to 10 of your favorite followers (non-negotiable, positivity is super cool!) 🌸
<p>1. i <br/>
2. dislike<br/>
3. you <br/>
4. for <br/>
5. sending me this.</p>
Tags: 
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Hello! Once you get this you have to answer with 5 things about you like about yourself, publicly, then send this on to 10 of your favorite followers (non-negotiable, positivity is super cool!) 🌸
<p>I sent this to you! I don’t think you can send it back.</p><p>I just listed 5 things so instead you’re getting my 5 fav movies. <br/></p><p style="">1. Clue <br/></p><p>2. LOTR (it counts as one, you’re supposed to watch them all together)</p><p>3. Princess Bride</p><p>4. The Descent</p><p style="">5. Drag Me to Hell. <br/></p>
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Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
If you receive this, send it to 10 people you love &amp; appreciate and try not to break the chain! 💙
<p>Hey ho Daddy-o (is that better?)</p><p>Did you really send me the tumblr equivalent of a chain letter? I’m not sure how I feel about this. <br/></p>
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Stanlon
<p>Soooo I wrote this, like, two days ago and then totally forgot to post it. So sorry!</p>
<p>Based on Camila Cabello’s <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BQ0mxQXmLsk">Havana</a>. (I can’t stand this song and wanted to pick another but my wife said she would publicly roast me if I did, so.)</p>
<p><i>Send me a pairing and I’ll write you a ten sentence story based on a song.</i></p>
<hr><p><a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175751011464/stanlon" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175721087352
Date: Mon, 09 Jul 2018 16:09:21
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175721087352/prompt-describe-yourself-as-a-city
Slug: prompt-describe-yourself-as-a-city
Reblog key: UtG2NS08
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prompt: describe yourself as a city
<p>i have my father’s traffic lights<br/>
&amp; my mother’s concrete. but<br/>
the coffeehouses with their smog-tinted<br/>
windows &amp; ring-stained tables<br/>
&amp; half-awake conversations filtered<br/>
through steam, oh they’re mine.<br/>
how the sunsets here turn the glittering<br/>
chrome of me lavender. how the rain<br/>
medicines its way through the gutters<br/>
of me. look! out of one window, a garden<br/>
box of basil &amp; mint. on a rooftop,<br/>
in a weathered hive, the incandescent<br/>
sound of honeybees dancing.</p>
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Mark me down for the IT Prompt week! :)
<p>Awesome!! Make sure you’re following our side blog- <a href="https://itfandomweek.tumblr.com/">Itfandomweek</a>- to see the prompts and updates! <br/></p>
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Reblog name: chocolatemangoose
do you have any favorite blogs?
<p>Naturally! Here are a couple of my great pals who I appreciate daily and honestly love:</p>

<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtls1FqtqZk7oEeYKNseWvQ">@addimagination</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mi5QNa22qGGMOuZpKYCfxPQ">@lementical</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mWb99Vh2_sMZVpUGRvLUCng">@goodnightrocks</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m48Z6tY8V8kmsbw5snXCQtw">@infinity-with-zee</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mPiEA7n1R1CH3zFlOdVnpFw">@didsw</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@fluidrich</a></p> 

<p>And here are the stunning people I look up to, who continue to inspire me to create my own work:</p>

<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_AIO55DJRdkgR-u_LjFA4Q">@onlyreddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ">@oldspicehanlon</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m3EkCiLg2VRhiiYL0Mc5iQQ">@belbys</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mPgE6AKFe3O4EBUbV13JOGA">@liliemm</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mxe3Rpbrxip6ryo0XvaWj1A">@slashpalooza</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mZ1WumW5UKLN0jWYWQQNm2A">@itchytoaster</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/miI8nJWXhXwjVcJ8urqaf8Q">@reddie-to-go</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mI7ra4lwKmHLDa51Znmzy8Q">@stansbill</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mWnlcLEBwcs3dQYY_5VI6EQ">@happytozier</a><br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mCpnS7TxPu4OA7aHzH2WsFg">@ellomello16</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mioWjJNP7ApDsDT7huIiu-g">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRtpK2Xu3N4vgVb2TuEvh5Q">@happytreasure</a> </p> @soft-hart @spaghedwards
@wlwrichie @richiefuckfacetozier

<p>These are just a few of MANY people that I absolutely respect in this fandom. You’ve all made me feel so welcome and pushed me out of my comfort zone to create something that I enjoy very much so. Whether it comes from beta reading my fics, to giving me advice, defend me, creating works that inspire me on my own, or even just support my works: I APPRECIATE YOU. So here’s a warm thank you from me to you!! </p>

<p>[ sorry that got a little sappy. I just mean what I’m saying :,) ]</p>
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Reblog name: 
hello my kick-ass dude!!! clown and sewer for the ask thingy? (I hope those haven&#039;t been answered already D:)
<p>
Hello hello!!! They haven’t been!! <br/><b></b></p><p style=""><b>Clown: </b>Are you afraid of clowns? If not, what? <br/></p><p>I’m not afraid of clowns. I am afraid of needles (I know I have a lot of tattoos it’s needles like, piercing into my veins that freaks me out not ones poking the first few layers of skin) <br/></p><p style="">
<b>Sewer:</b> What’s the grossest place you’ve ever been? <br/></p><p>I had to think about this for a while. I used to do in home care for people with developmental disabilities and one of the individuals didn’t clean well. So there was like&hellip;animal feces and moldy dishes and all this stuff all over. That was gross. <br/></p>
Tags: 
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Reblog url: https://hypnoidvoid.tumblr.com/post/175696966861/did-you-and-richie-see-love-simon-did-either-of
Reblog name: hypnoidvoid
did you and Richie see love, simon? Did either of you cry?
<figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/6007b24c50f86ef063eb0cc9126d29f5/tumblr_inline_pbiq7roZe31w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure><p>We did! Mike and Stan saw it and told me I had to see it so Richie got us tickets. And Richie cried. No surprise there.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
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So Eds the other day I was getting dressed because some friends were coming over but I had my fun upbeat dance playlist on full blast and I got caught up dancing and lost track of time so I turn around and find my 3 friends standing in the doorway dying trying not to laugh at me dancing in my underpants, it really seemed like something that&#039;d happen to you.
<figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2d8feca708097d90ba772d68dd6da730/tumblr_inline_pbktq2BxAI1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/fbf822c5ff84b08cc197410fe8269ef9/tumblr_inline_pbktqhvTnz1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/6b0513a4acb5635ca0ac022db7839441/tumblr_inline_pbktqsrQ4M1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure><p>Relatable. Haven’t been caught in my underwear yet, but I definitely can relate. On more than one occasion. </p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: all of this is too cute!!, Im dting, richies face?!?
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Ben and New Kids on the Block for the asks &lt;3
<p>Hello my amazing and talented friend!</p><p>

<b>Ben:</b> Do you prefer the quiet bookcase or a loud party?

<br/></p><p>Quiet bookcase for sure. I do not like people enough to enjoy a loud party</p><p>

<b>New Kids on the Block:</b> What’s your guilty pleasure?

<br/></p><p>Already answered.</p><p>Thank youuuuuu</p>
Tags: 
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yo. never written for the it fandom but maybe a prompt challenge will make me. shoot
<p>Awesome!! I’m glad you’re interested- we’ll be setting up a page and sending out the prompts soon!! I hope they inspire you to write! </p>
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Hi Amelia &lt;3 Bill &amp; You&#039;ll float too for the asks!!
<p>Hello dear friend!</p><p>

<b>Bill:</b> Do you believe in the supernatural?

<br/></p><p>No. Not even a little. *Shrug*</p><p>

<b>You’ll Float, Too: </b>When did you learn to swim?

<br/></p><p>Ohhh I was little, like 3 or 4? People learn to swim early in my state. Lots of lakes. </p><p>Thank you! </p>
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Richie &amp; Eddie for the asks :)
<p>Hey Daddywise (I HAD to)</p><p>

<b>Richie:</b> Do you swear?

<br/></p><p>All the fucking time </p><p>

<b>Eddie:</b> What illness do you most fear contracting?

<br/></p><p>Honestly, probably Alzheimer’s. Forgetting stuff now drives me crazy so it’s scary to think of that happening permanently </p><p>Thanks! </p>
Tags: 
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Stanley and Turtle (for the IT based asks) &lt;3
<p>Laura! One of my favorite humans! Hello!!!!  </p><p>I answered both of these earlier but I’ll post the answers below</p><p><b>Turtle: </b>Do you believe in omens? <br/></p><p>No. Not really. I mean, if like a tree started talking to me and warned me to stay off a path I’d probably listen but like, I don’t see a crow and go ‘oh that’s bad shit’. </p><p><b>Stanley: </b>What’s something you do to calm down after a stressful day? <br/></p><p>Working out is my emotionally stable answer. </p><p>The less healthy answer is baking (when its not 100 degrees out!) or buying dessert-y things and watching movies. </p>
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Richie &amp; Eddie for the asks :)
<p>Hey Daddywise (I HAD to)</p><p>

<b>Richie:</b> Do you swear?

<br/></p><p>All the fucking time </p><p>

<b>Eddie:</b> What illness do you most fear contracting?

<br/></p><p>Honestly, probably Alzheimer&rsquo;s. Forgetting stuff now drives me crazy so it’s scary to think of that happening permanently </p><p>Thanks! </p>
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Hellooooo!! POV??
<p>Hello friend! Thank you for shooting this over, it was actually really fun to write!</p><p>It took a day of thinking to figure out what I wanted to do with this. Here is a small drabble of Bev’s POV from Chapter 4 of War Dogs!</p><p>—————————————–</p><p>The sun was hot, but not unpleasantly so on her skin. The ground was hard, but softened by the towel she was perched on. All in all, Beverly Marsh would say this was shaping up to be pretty perfect. The only thing missing was – </p><p><br/>The unmistakable sound of branches snapping and brush being forced apart broke her out of her thoughts and one Richie Tozier came bursting out of the woods behind her. She smiled, she couldn’t help it. Richie was here, now they were seven. Now they were complete. </p><p><br/>“What the fuck is up, fellow Losers!” he cheered, throwing himself down next to Ben. Ben looked absolutely amused by this. And Richie, well Richie looked delighted to be all but climbing into Ben’s lap. </p><p><br/>She turned her attention back to Eddie. He was still looking at the Vouge magazine they had splayed out in front of them. He pointed to a red blazer type jacket, one that was very obviously stuffed with shoulder pads. “This one is nice Bev, might go well with some of the other clippings we have back at your place.”</p><p><br/>She hummed lightly at this and smiled, nodding. Eddie dog eared the page and flipped it over. They had been doing this for a while now and had a system worked out. This being pawing through magazines, cutting out various articles of clothing, and trying to fit them together on a board she had back at her room. Her desk drawers were filled with probably hundreds of clippings. Bev would take her allowance to the local thrift shop, buy some clothing (and depending on what it was, later cut it apart and repurpose the fabric), and attempt to alter it to make something akin to fashion. In the beginning, she wasn’t very good. After she enlisted Eddie’s help and started using him as a bounce board for ideas, the two of them playing off of each other, she has gotten much better. It’s been an absolute blast spending time with Eddie like this. </p><p><br/>Plus, she has gotten to learn a lot about the boy.</p><p><br/>The day goes on, they talk, they rough house, they fight in the water. She doesn’t miss the way Richie grabs at Eddie, the way he spins him around. The way they both swam away with a red tint on their skin. They could blame it on sunburn, but Beverly would know better. </p><p><br/>She followed Eddie when he ran off into the brush. </p><p><br/>“He just – fuck! Bev, he makes me so mad sometimes,” he whispered to her harshly. </p><p><br/>“I know Eddie, but he’s messing around. It’s Richie, do you really expect anything different?” Her voice is quiet, soothing. She doesn’t miss the way he begins to curl into himself. </p><p><br/>“Fuck, it’s like there’s – I don’t know. Maybe? Like, this storm. This – this constant wave pushing and pulling me,” he pauses and she nods at him to continue, “you know. Like, towards him, away from him, towards him, away from him.” He stops again to give her a meaningful look, which she returns. Eddie then huffs out a heavy sigh and finishes with “we should head back.”</p><p><br/>“Yeah, we should.” Bev turns on her heels and walks back with Eddie no more than two steps behind her. Before they reach the edge of the clearing she stops to turn and grab his hand. She squeezes it once, twice, before smiling at him and breaking into the eye sight of the others, now within earshot of their conversation. </p><p><br/>“What are we talking about not doing?”<br/></p>
Tags: 
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🌈 ???
<p>You are prolific as HELL and the queen of cranking out consistently wonderful Reddie AUs. Also your Stanlon is amazing and I want so much more of it. Byeeeeeeeeee</p>
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if ur taking requests, could u write track stars!eddie and stan and their supportive boyfriends?
<p>Okay look, this has been sitting in my messages for a while and I really wanted to write it but I don’t think it’s going to happen. I’ve got too many other reddie things going on so, sorry!! I hope you can find someone else to write it!</p>
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Reblog name: skeletonscribbles
for the promt thing either 21 or 23? with reddie c:
<p>thank you for this one, anon! I had quite the time with it - I played around a lot with mood and character and definitely had Shakespeare and the Lumineers all bouncing around my brain with it, so I hope you and everyone else let me know whether or not it reads well!!</p>
<p>I did <b>prompt 21: you’re not very intimidating</b></p>
<h2>her name is <b>Ophelia</b>, and if you want to read her on Archive, do it <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15077069/chapters/35486016">HERE</a></b>.</h2>
<p>if not….then, proceed :) <strike>and if you don’t want to be sad, don’t read the last paranthetical, okay?</strike></p>
<hr><p>“Padiddle.”</p>
<p>The word echoed around the empty park in the wake of the roar of a passing car engine.</p>
<p>It was a clear, temperate, breezy night in early August, and Eddie Kaspbrak didn’t know too much about normal people and normal towns, but he imagined that if they were anywhere, anywhere else, there would be other people walking or laughing or stargazing or <i>something </i>outside with them in the park on an evening like this.</p>
<p>The people of Derry, Maine were more comfortable in their houses, where nothing could reach them.</p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175904762237/for-the-promt-thing-either-21-or-23-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: Im lying, its not fine, how dare you Skells
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THE END???????? (for the prompt thing, this isnt some veiled threat)
<p>lol I didn’t think you were threatening me!! ( or at least I hope you weren’t ) </p>

<p>For my photographer/model AU: </p>

<p>—<br/>
“So what? I think you should model.” Richie suggested quietly, tucking a strand of Eddie’s hair behind his ear.</p>

<p>“I don’t think so, Rich.” </p>

<p>“Aww.” Richie threw himself back into the couch, and crossed his arms. He poked his bottom lip out, to make it look as if he were a child, gaining a giggle from Eddie. “After all we just did, you still feel that way?”</p>

<p>“I mean, sure, it’d be fun to look into,” Eddie plopped himself down on the couch cushion, then put his head in Richie’s lap. He lightly grabbed one of Richie’s hands, and ran his thumb over it. “But then that means I wouldn’t be your photographer anymore. That’s a risk too big to take.” <br/>
— </p>

<p>hA I’m not releasing all of it yet &gt;:) thank you for the ask, amelia!!</p>
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hi, i love you.
<p>Hello,</p><p>I love you too! (even if you can’t keep secret identities secret) </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="375" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="aparentapparently:9ImoTPf2aI2Q3pBU9A5q8Q:ZyOwVo2V8CzZK"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/9dc17efdd1c4eb74db1318adfa8b768b/tumblr_p44oucN87J1trl7yfo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="375" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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POV for Versions of the Same Mask? &lt;3333
<p>Courtney! I so appreciate how much you like this story!!! :D :D You are the best.</p><p><b>

something that’s already happened, retold from another character’s perspective

</b><br/></p><p>As Bev explained what happened she looked from Richie to Eddie, both paying attention to her in completely different ways. Eddie was hanging on her words, what she said and how she explained the night. Richie was watching her expressions, her movements, trying to pick up on how she was doing. </p><p>She had known Richie for years and found him comforting,  though others found him to be exhausting and always a <i>little</i> too much. But she didn’t, she understood that behind the innuendos and energy was someone who would do anything to help a friend. She liked that about him, how he used his chaotic energy to do good things. </p><p>She was still trying to figure out Eddie. He seemed to be all business but she knew what his company did, how they helped spouses. He didnt know it but they had helped several of her friends out of tight spots, it was how she had found his company. Everyone talked about how caring he could be, once he let down his guard. So she made the decision to trust him with finding her Ben. She had complete faith that they could, if the two of them didn’t kill each other first. </p><p>(You probably expected Richie. But that’s a spoiler. So enjoy some Bev POV) </p><p>Thanks!</p>
Tags: versions of the same mask, Bev POV
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First: for the writing ask thingy? also hope you&#039;re doing swell (:
<p>Hello! I am doing swell! I hope you are too!</p><p><b>

the first two sentences of my current project

</b><br/></p><p>Okay this is from a fic I started forever ago but haven’t published because I CAN’T THINK OF A NAME. But the two of them meet competing on Ultimate Beastmaser and have a lot of sex. Basically. </p><p>

“And here we have Eddie Kaspbrak from America. Eddie hails from Maine and said that his inspiration comes from being coddled as a child. Apparently his mom convinced him he had a host of phobias and continually tried to keep him inside and frail.”

<br/></p><p>And, bonus, from later in the chapter-</p><p><b></b></p><p>Richie turned to Bev, poking her. “That’s the guy Bev, the most gorgeous man on the planet.” </p><p>Bev ran a hand through her pixie cut, looking skeptical.“He looks sorta angry. Are you sure?”</p><p>

Richie nodded enthusiastically. “That’s part of his charm.” 

<br/></p><p>Thanks! </p><p>From <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175890094052/no-excuses-writing-meme-askbox-version">this</a> ask list!</p>
Tags: I do like this fic, but its nameless, so Im stuck, Also I do not need another WIP
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Next for the writing ask! :)
<p>Hello friend!!</p><p><b>

the next line. meaning i will finish the sentence I’m on and write a new one, which you’ll get.

</b><br/></p><p>Alright this is from <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14970617/chapters/34694426">Saturday the 14th</a> - 

Mike lowered the ax and looked at Stan and Bill, clearly skeptical. “Who’s there?” He asked, keeping  a tight grip on the handle. 

</p><p>From <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175890094052/no-excuses-writing-meme-askbox-version">this</a> ask list</p>
Tags: Mike is a BAMF with an ax, try and stop me, he's protecting his boys, Saturday the 14th
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LAST pleaseeee lksdnvkjdfnvk &lt;333
<p>Hi darling!!</p><p><b>

the most recently written two sentences of my current project

</b><br/></p><p>This is from<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14866445/chapters/34421048"> Home is Wherever I’m with you</a>: 

Eddie nodded. “Are you sure? It’ll be weird- we’re roommates. And we have a baby.” 

</p><p>(slightly more than 2 sentences because I adore you so darn much.)</p><p>Thank you!</p><p>From <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175890094052/no-excuses-writing-meme-askbox-version">this</a> ask list</p>
Tags: reddie fics, Home is wherever I'm with you
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Before the Beginning :)
<p>Hello there! </p><p><b>

three sentences (or more) about something that happened before the plot of my current project

</b><br/></p><p>So this is for <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15024611/chapters/34830080">versions of the same mas</a>k-  In my mind the reason they have the safe house/apartment is because when Eddie, Stan and Mike are finally starting to make money they got a call from a battered spouse. And this person was just trapped, like didn’t want to go to a hotel, didn’t want to stay with them, just totally freaked out. So Eddie was like- new priority, we need an apartment for these people. And Stan and Mike agreed immediately so now they have a place to take people and they never take money or anything. It’s just part of the services they offer. </p><p>Thank you!!</p><p>From <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175890094052/no-excuses-writing-m">this</a> ask list</p>
Tags: reddie, versions of the same mask
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SENDING LOVE YOUR WAY SO BRACE YOURSELF
<p>OMG I AM REDDIE. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="314" data-orig-width="252" data-tumblr-attribution="comedygifss:w-0NLp64VKLkOYmv86I0KA:ZHpcks2ExfkQw"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f1667c7e3a7f5158d3886799ce507118/tumblr_ogzuxokkIW1s8c9jeo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="314" data-orig-width="252"/></figure>
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Someone told me you might be batman and/or another person. Plz confirm or deny
<p>that is classified information, but i will tell you that i am batman and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> and I are the same person.</p>
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Someone told me you might be batman and/or another person. Plz confirm or deny
<p>that is classified information, but i will tell you that i am batman and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> and I are the same person.</p>
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AMELIA YOU&#039;RE STILL AMAZING AND I STILL LOVE YOU.
<p>HELLO THANK YOU I LIKE IT WHEN WE YELL AT EACH OTHER. THIS IS A GOOD FRIENDSHIP. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="227" data-orig-width="400" data-tumblr-attribution="sooper-dee-dooper-natural:EdeWnwqd3YFreGJf0_BGvg:ZWLrfi2Gvhl1c"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7b9752a1d70808e6c273fac97d56b092/tumblr_ojh79dMOjf1v1p15bo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="227" data-orig-width="400"/></figure>
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Reblog url: https://chocolatemangoose.tumblr.com/post/175691768327/not-to-be-an-asshole-but-yeah-that-other-anon-was
Reblog name: chocolatemangoose
Not to be an asshole, but yeah that other anon was right. You do overshare things. It does get a bit annoying after a while. Take it down a notch, there. Nobody&#039;s THAT interested in your soulmate au. It&#039;s not even that good to get as much attention as you&#039;re giving it credit for.
<p>Alas, there’s a simple solution!</p>
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gazebos and mike!
<p>Hello friend! I hope things are going swimmingly! </p><p>

<b>Gazebos:</b> When’s the last time you stood up for something you believed in?

<br/></p><p>I yelled at an anon on behalf of <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> this morning. I also went off on my family about James Franco this week (my sister’s boyfriend said ‘hes not that bad, he didn’t rape anyone anddddd I went off). </p><p>

<b>Mike:</b> Are you close to your family?

<br/></p><p>No. I’m close to my sister and that’s about it. All the rest of them are too much. </p>
Tags: 
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How about Stanley and Turtle?
<p>Hiya! thanks for the ask! </p><p>

<b>Stanley: </b>What’s something you do to calm down after a stressful day?

<br/></p><p>Working out is my emotionally stable answer. </p><p>The less healthy answer is baking (when its not 100 degrees out!) or buying dessert-y things and watching movies. </p><p><b>Turtle</b>- already answered! </p>
Tags: 
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Reblog url: http://ao3tagoftheday.tumblr.com/post/175678662221/i-think-the-true-form-of-god-is-a-skinned-furby
Reblog name: ao3tagoftheday
i think the true form of god is a skinned furby. he sits, watches, waiting for the perfect moment to unleash his perfectly planned attack on mankind, finally wiping us from this land so he can be the only one that is left. he kills for sport, leaving no living creature left, not even a species of plant survives on the scorched earth after He is done.
<p>I really don’t know how to respond to that.</p>
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Richie&#039;s likes to get Eddie really riled up so that they can have angry sex it&#039;s true
<p>the only way that i accept this idea is if it’s always about really dumb shit like richie just <i>insisting</i> that there’s a purple power ranger and eddie is just <b>so mad</b> at his dumb boyfriend that they have to let off steam</p>
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Turtle and New kids on the block for the it themed asks!!
<p>

<b>Turtle: </b>Do you believe in omens?

<br/></p><p>No. Not really. I mean, if like a tree started talking to me and warned me to stay off a path I’d probably listen but like, I don’t see a crow and go ‘oh that’s bad shit’. </p><p>

<b>New Kids on the Block:</b> What’s your guilty pleasure?

<br/></p><p>I don’t believe in ‘guilty’ pleasures- only because that implies that I’m somehow ashamed of something I like? And I have no chill about things so I’m not really ashamed. </p><p>BUT a regular ol’ pleasure of mine is any competitive cooking show (I’m writing a chopped AU. Eventually) and really bad sci fi/horror movies. </p><p>Thanks for the ask! </p>
Tags: 
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Reblog name: chocolatemangoose
It&#039;s kinda sad that all you do is promote your fic. All you do is post about it and even have a fucking link in your description, which leads straight to it. And you just uploaded a drawing of it? Chill the fuck out. You&#039;re so desperate for readers it&#039;s not even funny.
<p>heyo! The reason I talk and promote my fanfic so much is because I am extremely proud of it. I’ve worked on it for months and I’m very flattered that people take the time to read it! It is my blog, and if you don’t want to hear me talk about it, then I suggest you unfollow me. I’m sorry that you don’t really feel the same way about it. But then again, I’m not going to change how I do things on my own personal blogs. </p>

<p>I also feel the need to share with you that chapter eleven will be out sooner than later. ;) Have a fantastic night!</p>
Tags: thumbs up to kate, middle finger to rude anon
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Reblog name: two-of-swords-621
every character from the raven cycle is a different archetype of useless sapphic. Discuss
<p>oh PLS. tag yourself:</p><ul><li><b>gansey:</b> ‘she’s my fated true love and we pretend-kissed under the stars but?? idk if she likes me?? do u think she likes me,,’<br/></li><li><b>blue:</b> asks tarot cards about love life and then ignores them. also can’t drive.<br/></li><li><b>noah:</b> would ask her out, but! Is Dead! Unfortunate!<br/></li><li><b>henry:</b> took 3 books to approach gansey directly and then overshared about trauma Immediately<br/></li><li><b>adam:</b> One Kiss, Is Ready To Propose<br/></li><li><b>ronan:</b> sees hands/collarbone/a sliver of skin, can’t breathe for 6 hours<br/></li></ul>
Tags: oh hai, Im gansey, 'person totally likes you', nah, you went on a date with them, date or DATE date, is unsure
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Reblog url: https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175625608177/headcannon-where-beverlys-mom-comes-back-to-derry
Reblog name: skeletonscribbles
headcannon where Beverly&#039;s mom comes back to Derry to make amends with her daughter after what happened with her father and meets the other losers? (this goes along with the theory that bev&#039;s mom left instead of died)
<p>oh INTERESTING. Elfrida’s actually there the whole time in the book, which is totally wild, but going off of the movie “missing mom” deal I think that:</p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175625608177/headcannon-where-beverlys-mom-comes-back-to-derry" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oh man, Elfrida just shipping everyone, so great

Post id: 175625197952
Date: Fri, 06 Jul 2018 20:17:31
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175625197952/damn-u-are-legit-wild-like-i-read-almost
Slug: damn-u-are-legit-wild-like-i-read-almost
Reblog key: RxhPXH3i
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
damn u are legit wild like i read almost everything you write and its always so good?? and you write so often?? like full ass fics all the time with such different and interesting ideas! anyway excited to hear that youre gonna write the zoo au i loved the one shot you posted! keep up the hard work!!!
<p>Oh</p><p>My</p><p>God</p><p>Thank you!!!  This is so incredibly nice and made my day!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="415" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="adventurelandia:8g-v4xBbaLEW6JXWE-DQiA:ZAfzwc2Wpsuvo"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/b94cb08f8daa1882acd74ced9242e970/tumblr_p67d13oJx01wzypxlo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="415" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 175608423997
Date: Fri, 06 Jul 2018 09:24:36
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175608423997/the-way-you-said-i-love-you-number-three
Slug: the-way-you-said-i-love-you-number-three
Reblog key: 0GyBirJD
Reblog url: https://richietoaster.tumblr.com/post/175607995755/the-way-you-said-i-love-you-number-three
Reblog name: richietoaster
The way you said &ldquo;I love you&rdquo; number three!! (Fluffy pls) with reddie ofc
<blockquote><p><b>#3: a scream</b></p></blockquote>
<p><i>it took a bit to figure out a good way to make this prompt into something fluffy, but i got inspiration last night and i think it turned out pretty cute!</i></p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15183671">[link to read on ao3]</a></b></i></p>
<hr><p>            Eddie Kaspbrak knows everything there is to know about
Richie Tozier.</p>
<p>            It’s only inevitable, really – after knowing each other
for as long as they have, growing up side by side, almost every minute of every
day spent together, there’s no wonder that Eddie has the entirety of Richie’s
soul memorized like a god damn book. If anyone were to approach him and ask any
question they had about Richie, he could offer the correct answer without even
a second of hesitation, because he just knows. He knows Richie, and Richie
knows him, and that’s just how it is.</p>
<p>            So the fact that Richie is still able to catch him off
guard and surprise him is, to put it simply, frustrating as <i>fuck</i>.</p> <p><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/post/175593888626/the-way-you-said-i-love-you-number-three" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: omg so soft, and lovely, I love it

Post id: 175607732277
Date: Fri, 06 Jul 2018 08:52:59
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175607732277/hey-i-just-wanted-to-let-you-know-i-read-the
Slug: hey-i-just-wanted-to-let-you-know-i-read-the
Reblog key: fJNDTfHB
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hey I just wanted to let you know I read the entirety of Partners in Crim today and I&rsquo;m obsessed❣️
<p style="">Ohmygosh thank you!!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="278" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="teamcarisi:tkm4PcvrXxZvHnbBiGl5Gw:ZWEbAg2SfrJiU"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/b099d6f82e8c6a6dcd839d5da6340735/tumblr_p0b1s3Uci81vd6g98o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="278" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 175605488412
Date: Fri, 06 Jul 2018 07:00:04
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175605488412/for-the-fanart-requests-reddie-trying-on-each
Slug: for-the-fanart-requests-reddie-trying-on-each
Reblog key: lBRz2Wkt
Reblog url: https://reddieloserz.tumblr.com/post/175600795667/for-the-fanart-requests-reddie-trying-on-each
Reblog name: reddieloserz
For the fanart requests: reddie trying on each other&#039;s clothes (this is get-fcking-reddie btw)
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1978" data-orig-width="1836"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/dd09c1a1926bb9d916185656a3e80ed4/tumblr_inline_p2gjwlO0oF1tpvd9c_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1978" data-orig-width="1836"/></figure><p>hehe</p>
Tags: this is perfect, the gucci fanny pack?!!?

Post id: 175592748132
Date: Thu, 05 Jul 2018 20:54:17
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175592748132/hello-once-you-get-this-you-have-to-answer-with-5
Slug: hello-once-you-get-this-you-have-to-answer-with-5
Reblog key: gXebIpCB
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hello! Once you get this you have to answer with 5 things about you like about yourself, publicly, then send this on to 10 of your favorite followers (non-negotiable, positivity is super cool!) 🌸
<p>Hellooooo</p><p>I didn’t see this! But these are always lovely. </p><p>1.  My tattoos. They’re pretty cool.</p><p>2. My thighs. Ya girl does a lot of squats and my thighs are getting that cool line on them? Yess. </p><p>3. My voice. I hated it (like everyone) but doing a podcast means that I have to listen to it A LOT. And I kinda like it now.</p><p>4. My laugh. Same as above. I also snort when I’m really laughing and people love it. So I like that other people like that. </p><p>5. My height. I’m tall (5′10) and didn’t love it for a long time. But now, whatever, I can see in a crowd. I win. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175575111932
Date: Thu, 05 Jul 2018 09:34:38
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175575111932/26-from-the-prompt-list-for-benbev
Slug: 26-from-the-prompt-list-for-benbev
Reblog key: q1ruHv5h
Reblog url: http://didsw.tumblr.com/post/175573367432/26-from-the-prompt-list-for-benbev
Reblog name: didsw
26 from the prompt list for Ben/bev!!
<p>my friend, I genuinely think getting to write this Benverly ficlet cleared my skin, watered my crops, improved my lifestyle, etc. etc. etc.</p>
<p>I wanted to give them a nice little coffeeshop AU moment, because it’s what they Deserve, so here they are in <b>Face The Music</b>, with the prompt <i>“maybe not” </i>:)</p>
<p>(and if you’d rather, you can <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15077069/chapters/35185688">read it on Ao3!</a>)</p>
<hr><p>Some days, Ben Hanscom felt like he was out of his mind for choosing architecture.<b><br/></b></p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175562773837/26-from-the-prompt-list-for-benbev" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: oh gosh, I'd like to formally request a part 2, for this sweet little ship

Post id: 175548648377
Date: Wed, 04 Jul 2018 14:03:05
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175548648377/109-184-with-reddie
Slug: 109-184-with-reddie
Reblog key: vjyNnDrI
Reblog url: http://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/175545108529/109-184-with-reddie
Reblog name: stellarbisexual
109 + 184 with Reddie? 🙏
<p>109. “Why are you naked?”<br/>+ 184. “Can I touch you?”</p>
<p>This was part of a much longer Lost Girl au that I’ve had plans to write for months, and it keeps not happening. So I’m throwing this part out there so it’s not entirely wasted. Just for context, a succubus (or an incubus, in this case) derives power from sexual energy. A wolf shifter is capable of changing into a wolf at will, but does not retain any wolf features as a human.</p>
<p>Pairing: Richie Tozier/Eddie Kaspbrak<br/>Rating: hard M/soft E<br/>Word count: 1,496<br/>Warning for supernatural elements, brief mention of blood, and light angst.</p>
<hr><p>Richie is sort of scrawny for a wolf shifter.</p> <p><a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175544495074/109-184-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: A lost girl AU?!?!, oohh that would be amazing

Post id: 175539454327
Date: Wed, 04 Jul 2018 07:59:17
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175539454327/cuando-es-partners-in-crim-update
Slug: cuando-es-partners-in-crim-update
Reblog key: WUyvsjQe
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
cuando es partners in crim update
<p>Hey anon!! Probably today- assuming all goes according to plan! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-width="268" data-orig-height="210" data-tumblr-attribution="jacensolodjo:95ChfHXYIY5CNZneGIbtkQ:ZAN17y2PO8iSg"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0ff6578f190fee74f528c01aa229fa0d/tumblr_ovd6wlo1Wm1qdl4w6o1_400.gifv" data-orig-width="268" data-orig-height="210"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 175538687897
Date: Wed, 04 Jul 2018 07:21:01
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175538687897/okay-fine-ill-pop-my-request-cherry-ugh-this
Slug: okay-fine-ill-pop-my-request-cherry-ugh-this
Reblog key: llsUkRv8
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Okay, fine, I&#039;ll pop my request cherry. UGH THIS IS SO STUPID I SUCK SO MUCH. Y&#039;know how in Partners in Crim, when Eddie is sick and he falls asleep? Can you please write a scene that shows what Richie was thinking and feeling when he realized Eddie was passed out? But I know that kind of might kill the mystery, because we&#039;ve only gotten Eddie&#039;s side of things so far. So whatever, it&#039;s dumb, I&#039;m dumb, I like dumb things. ILYSM though, congrats on 200 you deserve a billion more 🥑🔋🗜️⚙️🔩🚱⚓🚥
<p>

Guuurl I can’t believe I got your prompt V-card. I promise to be gentle. Thank you for giving me a chance to expand my favorite AU! <br/></p><p>Rated G </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15163514"><b>Read here on AO3 </b></a></p><p><br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>	As the credits rolled on another law and order episode Richie glanced at Eddie, seeing that he was finally asleep. He had been mumbling half replies to Richie for the last twenty minutes, not quite letting himself drift off. But he had finally given into the medication and was now curled up under a blanket, snoring lightly. </p><p>	Richie smiled to himself as he watched Eddie. He was a fucking firecracker when he was awake but this, quiet and peaceful, was a totally different side. He tried to cement in his mind how Eddie’s lashes curled, the pinkness of his cheeks. All the details that he could never process when Eddie was awake and berating him. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>Eddie was adorable and Richie was falling for him, hard. </p><p>He sighed. The realization was less surprising than it should have been. What had started out as a simple flirtation- something to get a rise out of this tightly wound classmate- had turned into more. Richie couldn’t deny it anymore. He had been trying to pretend that that it wasn’t anything else but lately all he could think about was how to get a rise out of Eddie, how to get him to pay attention to Richie. If he thought about it too long Richie felt pitiful. But then Eddie would laugh at something he said and everything felt right. </p><p>	Richie stood, needing to do something besides watch Eddie sleep like a weirdo. He was sure he’d get an earful if Eddie woke up and saw him. He looked around the apartment, walking back over to Thomas’ cage.</p><p>	“Are you really as feisty as your owner?” Richie asked, sticking two fingers into the cage and petting his fluffy head. “I find that hard to believe.” The rabbit didn’t do anything but look up at Richie with big eyes that reminded him of Eddie. </p><p>	When Richie had offered to take notes for Eddie Ben had been skeptical, questioning Richie for at least five minutes as to why he wanted to do it. He clearly didn’t believe that Richie would actually take the notes, let alone deliver them to Eddie in a timely manner. But he had crossed his heart and hoped to die and Ben had eventually relented. </p><p>	And Richie had taken damn good notes. Notes that were at least as good as Eddie’s, maybe better- not that he’d say that to Eddie. Richie felt certain that taking good notes was a path to Eddie’s heart. This had been his chance to prove that he could be serious, that he could care. To anyone else, making someone fall for you because of note taking skills seemed ridiculous but Richie couldn’t help but let himself imagine Eddie reading the notes and realizing that there was more to him than just jokes and innuendos. </p><p>	After class he had stopped off and gotten some soup, hoping that Eddie didn’t have any strange allergies. With his luck, he’d be allergic to noodles and would be pissed that Richie had brought it. </p><p>	With notes and soup in hand he had knocked on the door. It had taken him a few minutes to work up the courage but he finally had. And Eddie had actually opened it, looking sick and adorable. And a little pissed that he wasn’t Ben. Richie thought he was going to slam the door in his face so he had slid into the apartment, not giving him the option.</p><p>	The apartment had looked pretty much how Richie had suspected, very clean and orderly, with minimal decoration. The rabbit had been a welcome addition, something for him to ask about. Richie had loved hearing Eddie talk about Bev, his whole demeanor softened as he talked about her. Richie wanted to meet her, this person who was in Eddie’s confidence, who had clearly won him over completely. As a bonus, petting Thomas and hearing about Bev had distracted Richie from staring at the ill Eddie. </p><p>	He did look awful, his nose was red from being blown constantly and his eyes were puffy.  But still cute, in the ‘I want to take care of you and make you better’ sort of way. Still adorable, in his pissed off way. Richie was surprised that a cold dare overtook Eddie, he would half expect that Eddie would just yell at it until it fled his body. </p><p>	And Richie had given him the notes, pleased with the utter shock on Eddie’s face. He wanted to be insulted but he knew how he came across, as the class clown, as a joke. He’d explain it to Eddie, one day, why none of that was true. But not today. Today was about convincing Eddie to even give him a second thought that wasn’t annoyance. </p><p>	As Eddie critically examined his notes he had sat down, taking in Eddie’s outfit. A slightly too small charity run t-shirt and sweatpants. Definitely a ‘I feel miserable’ look that still made Richie want to kiss him. Even though he was sick, and telling Richie to leave. </p><p>	Now, Richie stood again, leaving the rabbit and looking around the apartment. He couldn’t do much to make Eddie feel better but he could clean up a little. He guessed that Eddie hated when things were messy. He saw that there were some dirty dishes and decided to start there, thinking how annoyed Stan would be that he was doing dishes at someone else’s apartment when he never did them at home. </p><p>As he washed he thought about how Stan had finally gotten him to come to study group, by casually mentioning that Eddie was there and needed property help. Richie had seen the satisfied smirk on Stan’s face when he had shown up, even if he hadn’t understood the reason himself yet. </p><p>The more time Richie spent with Eddie the harder he feel for him. Actually talking to him, hearing Eddie explain things and watching him snipe back sarcastic responses as quickly as  Richie could make them, that was all it took. </p><p>	He had complained to Stan and Bill about it, asking for their advice, and Stan had just sighed, telling Richie that it may not be that easy. Eddie didn’t hate him anymore but he was still wary of him and he thought that Richie didn’t take anything seriously. Bill had nodded along with his boyfriend, suggesting that maybe Richie tone it down on the blatant pick up lines. Richie had scoffed at both of them, but later admitted to himself that they were probably right. </p><p>Now Richie had a new task. He had to convince Eddie that he was worth Eddie’s time, that he wasn’t just a huge fake flirt. Today was this first part of that, taking notes, bringing soup. He hoped Eddie would see that. </p><p>Eddie stirred and Richie looked over at him, wondering if he was waking up. But he just flipped over and fell back asleep, his snores getting louder. </p><p>Richie sighed. He should leave. The dishes were finished and he didn’t have any reason to stay. </p><p>But he didn’t want to leave. He wanted to stay with this cranky hobbit until he was kicked out. He covered his face with his hands, thinking about how deep he was in all of this. </p><p>He decided to make Eddie the soup and pawed through his cabinets for some crackers. As he wrote a quick note he decided on one thing- he was going to ask Eddie out. On a proper date. And soon. The decision made him nervous but he also wanted Eddie to know that he was serious. If he just kept flirting with him Eddie would never realize that. Asking him on a real date was the only way. </p><p>He wiped his palms on his jeans, telling himself that the worst thing Eddie could say was no. He arranged the snack and note next to Eddie, so he’d see it first thing when he woke up. </p><p>“Just you wait Eds, we’ll be together before you know it.” Richie whispered to him. Then, humming an off key tune to himself, he left. </p><p>Tag list (if you asked to be tagged in Partners in Crim I’m also tagging you): @jem-carstairs-is-perfection <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mZdi3gSPaE2V0hagTPADBVQ">@you-dieifyou-try</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mcgqSlTjCo9gXzNBO1XfOJg">@trippy-alexissss</a> @areyoureddieyet</p>
Tags: reddie, law school AU, richie's pov, smitten boy, tinyarmedtwrites

Post id: 175517715372
Date: Tue, 03 Jul 2018 16:03:34
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175517715372/okay-first-of-all-congratulations-on-200-well
Slug: okay-first-of-all-congratulations-on-200-well
Reblog key: TrZ1q1A9
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
okay first of all CONGRATULATIONS on 200 - well freaking deserved &lt;3 and second...I am here to request some Stanlon, please, specifically 10 vii with the running because the thought of Stan running is making me cackle a little bit. LOVE YOU
<p>Ah! Thank you! My half of the Stanlon gift exhange took a bit longer.</p><p>Also, oh boi, you probably expected fluff and I didn’t quit deliver. Fluff angst fluff sandwich</p><p>Rated T. Vague mentions of suicidal thoughts (if you squint)</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/35145173">Read here on Ao3</a></p><p><b></b></p><p>Stan’s alarm started beeping and he groaned, groping around to turn it off. He flipped over, looking at the time. </p><p>6am. </p><p>First week of summer vacation. </p><p>Running is stupid, he decided. </p><p>	Stan rubbed his eyes and sat up, trying to motivate himself to get up and dressed. It took some time but after ten minutes he had managed to throw on old gym shorts and a t-shirt and was lacing up his old sneakers. </p><p>	He shivered as he walked outside, the cool air hitting his arms as he wrapped them around himself. </p><p>	“You ready?” Mike asked, looking far too awake for this early. </p><p>	Stan frowned. “No.” </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>	Mike laughed and an unwilling smile jerked at Stan’s lips. “Once we get started it’ll get easier, I promise.”</p><p>	Stan didn’t believe him, at all, but he nodded and Mike started running, a slow easy lope. Stan followed behind, wondering what the hell he had gotten himself into. He wasn’t a runner, or even vaguely athletic. In fact, when Mike had asked if anyone wanted to train with him Stan had replied that the only running he did was from his problems. </p><p>	But Mike had continued asking, saying he needed someone to train with before football practice started. Stan had finally agreed when Mike had appeared at his locker during the last week of school. “Come on man, the only other person who offered was Richie and you know he’ll just talk about Eddie the whole time.” </p><p>	“Mike, I’m not a runner.” Stan repeated but he was breaking down. Especially when Mike plead with him, putting his hands up in a praying manner. </p><p>	“I’m begging here!” He cried. “Don’t make me run with Richie. We won’t even make it a block before he needs to stop and smoke.” </p><p>	Stan had nodded, unable to resist Mike or his request. So here he was, waking up at the crack of dawn during summer vacation because Mike insisted that they run before it got too hot. Mike had offered to drive to Stan’s house so he could sleep longer, eliminating his final excuse. </p><p>	Stan started following Mike, trying to focus on not dying as they ran. Mike was definitely more in shape than him, he could tell that, for him, this was an easy pace but it took a lot for Stan to keep up. It didn’t help that he kept getting distracted. Stan found himself watching Mike’s back in his tank top, how his shoulder muscles moved as he swung his arms, the definition in his arms from years of working on the farm. </p><p>	His eyes moved down without Stan’s permission, looking at how Mike’s shorts sculpted to his ass. He swallowed, trying to convince himself to look away. Unfortunately he should have looked away, at least to notice the crack in the sidewalk. Stan hit it awkwardly and tumbled, falling painfully on his hands and knees.</p><p>	“Shit! Stan! Are you okay?” Mike turned and crouched near him, gently grabbing Stan’s hands and looking them over. They were covered in tiny cuts and he had bloody gravel stuck in them. He closed his eyes, willing himself not to faint.</p><p>	“Come on, we’ve got to get you back.” Mike said, helping him stand. “Can you walk?” </p><p> 	“Yes.” Stan said tersely. The lie would have been more convincing if he hadn’t stumbled as he took a step. He decided that running was really stupid. </p><p>	Mike sighed. “Stubborn ass.” He said, crouching in front of Stan. “Hop on.” </p><p>	Stan looked at Mike’s sweaty back, “What?” </p><p>	Mike turned to him, “I’ll give you a ride back. It’ll be quicker.”</p><p>	Stan thought about arguing but decided he didn’t really want to. He awkwardly climbed onto Mike’s back, hooking his legs around Mike’s waist and arms over his shoulders. Mike’s hands were on his thighs, warm and protective. He felt a little ridiculous, it had been years since his last piggy back ride, but he also felt safe and happy.  </p><p>	Mike walked back slowly, talking to Stan as he did. Luckily- and embarrassingly- they hadn’t made it very far and were soon back at the house. </p><p>	Mike put him down as they got inside. Both of Stan’s parents had already left for work, leaving them alone. “Come on, let’s get you cleaned up.” Mike said, walking to the bathroom.</p><p>	“I can do it myself.” Stan muttered, starting to feel foolish. He  already fell running, he didn’t also want Mike to have to bandage him. </p><p>	“I know you can.” Mike said, turning to give him a warm smile. “But it’ll be easier if I help.” </p><p>	Stan couldn’t argue with that. He followed Mike into the bathroom, pointing to the first aid kit. “Okay, let’s start with the peroxide.” Mike said, opening the bottle while Stan put his hands over the sink, trying to brace for the stinging. </p><p>	“Fuck.” He swore as the liquid washed over his hands. </p><p>Mike looked at him, sympathetic. “Sorry, I know. But we should clean out your hands before getting the pieces out.” Stan nodded, chewing on his cheek to keep from swearing more. Once Mike was satisfied he let Stan sit on the closed toilet while Mike perched on the edge of the tub. </p><p>“This is going to hurt.” Mike told him, taking one of Stan’s hands and holding it gently. Stan willed himself not to blush from the intimate contact. He usually didn’t like when people touched him but it was different with Mike, he found it calming. Mike started to fish pieces out and Stan felt less calm, trying to stop himself from swearing.</p><p>“Talk to me.” He said, “Distract me.”</p><p>Mike nodded. “Why’d you agree to this?” Mike asked, not looking up.</p><p>“Because I didn’t want an infection?” He replied, confused.</p><p>Mike chuckled and shook his head. “The running, I know you hate it. Why’d you agree?”</p><p>“Oh.” Stan did flush now, thinking about the reason. Instead of explaining that the other reason spilled out, the one he was even more loath to admit. </p><p>“The clown.” He nearly whispered, exhaling quietly as he admitted it. </p><p>Mike’s eyes snapped to him, his concern obvious. “He’s gone Stan, he’s been gone for years.” He said, hesitantly. </p><p>Stan nodded. “I know that, I do. But I feel like-” He huffed, not wanting to explain but Mike’s warm eyes stayed on him, willing to listen without judgement. “I feel like it affected me more Mike. Everything, it just hit me more than everyone else. And I’m worried that, if it does come back, I’m worried that I couldn’t face it again. I don’t know what I would do.” Sometimes it was hard to remember the details, everything felt hazy, but the memory of paralyzing fear never left. He would wake up in a cold sweat, sure that something was going to get him, that this was the end. </p><p>“What do you mean- you don’t know what you’d do?” Worry laced Mike’s voice. </p><p>Stan had thought through his options, if Pennywise did return, but he wasn’t ready to talk about that. So he lied and said, “I’m not sure. But I wanted to get stronger, so if he came back I’d be ready- or so I could run away at very least.” He gave Mike a half smile, trying not to sink into the darkness of the moment. </p><p>Mike didn’t respond for a minute, Stan watched as the thoughts tumbled in his head. He had always liked that Mike thought before he spoke. His words had weight. Unlike Richie, who used them like he would disappear if he didn’t meet a daily word count or Bill, who chose his so carefully it occasionally felt robotic, Mike always measured his words, giving each one due significance. </p><p>Finally he spoke. “If It does come back, we’ll face to together. You wouldn’t be alone.” </p><p> “I know.” He replied. The scar on his hand was the reminder. They were united. </p><p>“I’d protect you.” Mike added, fierceness in his voice. “I know you don’t need it but I would.” </p><p>Stan nodded, not immediately trusting his voice, then added, “We can protect each other.” Stan asked carefully. “Deal?” </p><p>Mike nodded, “Deal.” Then Mike looked at Stan’s hands, which had stopped bleeding but still looked raw. “We need you to stop tripping over your own feet before you can protect anyone else though.” Another thing Stan liked, Mike always knew when to shift a conversation. </p><p>“Hey!” Stan said, swatting Mike’s shoulder with the back of his hand. “I got distracted.”</p><p>Mike looked at him, smirking. “What exactly distracted you?” </p><p>Stan felt the tips of his ears go red. “A bird.” He lied.</p><p>“Oh, a bird. We don’t see those every day.” Mike teased, bending back over Stan’s hand and starting to fish out the asphalt. </p><p>Stan hissed and gritted his teeth before he replied. “Normally Richie scares them off. Or Bev.” </p><p>Mike laughed, continuing his actions. “We do have some loud friends.” He agreed. They talked while Mike cleaned out his hands, then knees.</p><p> As he finished bandaging Stan’s legs he paused then said,  “You know you can always talk to me, right? About anything?” </p><p>Stan nodded, “I know. Thank you.” And he meant it. Because he knew Mike meant it. </p><p>Mike insisted on waiting a few days before they ran again but the following Monday he showed up at Stan’s house at 6am on the dot. And he kept showing up every day, 6am, rain or shine for the next two months. Stan didn’t grow to love running but he did start to appreciate it, especially as he got better at it. Eventually he could keep up with Mike- which was slightly disappointing because he couldn’t stare at him anymore but the sense of accomplishment was worth it.</p><p>It also gave Stan a reason to spend more time alone with Mike. After running Mike would hang out with Stan for a few hours, they’d watch TV or play a game, until he had to get home for chores. Stan lived for those few hours, when he could be with Mike without Richie making weird sexual jokes or Ben grinning them. He got to just be with Mike. Mike listened when Stan talked about his birds, or about how he wanted to go to Seattle for college. He never made fun of Stan, just asked him thoughtful questions and cracked cheesy jokes. </p><p>Unfortunately, all good things had to come to an end. Today was the last time they’d be running together, football practice was starting for Mike and he would be too busy for running. </p><p>Stan stepped outside, trying not to feel disappointed. Mike was waiting, this time with a small backpack. “What’s that?” Stan asked.</p><p>“A surprise. I thought we’d run to the barrens today and take a break before we came back.” </p><p>Stan nodded. The barrens would be the furthest they’d gone but he was up for it. Anything to prolong the day. </p><p>They started off with a jog, slowly picking up speed as they went. They didn’t usually talk while they ran, something Stan appreciated. He could pay attention to other things. The birds singing overhead. Mike’s quiet breathing. The sidewalk. </p><p>Finally, they reached the overlook and stopped, catching their breaths and looking at the water below. “Here, sit.” Mike said, swinging the backpack off. He pulled out a small blanket and laid it on the ground.</p><p>Stan sat, watching as Mike took out everything else. “Coffee.” He said, handing Stan a thermos. “My mom’s scones.” He put a small tupperware on the ground. “Jam and butter.” 2 small tupperwares. “And some random snacks.” He poured out the contents, granola bags and fruit spilled out. “And water, of course.” He handed Stan a water bottle. </p><p>“Thanks.” He took a drink and Mike settled next to him, both leaning against a fallen log. “What’s all this for?” Stan asked.</p><p>Mike shrugged. “A thank you?” He asked. Then repeated, “A thank you. For being the only one willing to run with me.” </p><p>“I enjoyed it.” Stan said and Mike raised an eyebrow. “I did! Eventually! You didn’t have to do this.” </p><p>“I know.” Mike spread butter and jam on a scone before handing it to Stan. “But I wanted to. I’ve liked this. I like spending time with you.” He looked at Stan and Stan couldn’t quite read his expression. Nervousness for sure. And maybe hope?</p><p>“I have too.” Stan replied honestly. “I’ve really liked it.” Without realizing it, both leaned in slightly. </p><p>Mike’s face was so close Stan could see that his brilliant hazel eyes were rimmed with gold. They were fixed on Stan, watching him with such intensity that he nearly looked away, no one had ever looked at him like that. Like they were learning his face, memorizing it so they could replay the memory over and over. </p><p>“I’d like to-” Mike paused, not breaking eye contact. “Spend more time with you? Just you.”</p><p>“Like on a date?” Stan asked, unable to keep the surprise out of his voice. Mike nodded slowly, like he was worried that Stan was repulsed by the idea. “I’d love that.” Stan said, a grin breaking out on his face. </p><p>Mike looked at him, now wearing a shocked expression. “Really?” </p><p>Stan nodded. “Hell yes. Did you think I was running just for my health?”</p><p>Mike laughed, relieved. “I guess not.” </p><p>They were still close, both grinning. Stan made a decision to stop running from things and start running towards them and leaned in, kissing Mike quickly. He pulled back and Mike put a hand in his curls, pulling him back in for a longer, soft kiss. </p><p>Then, they sat together, hand in hand and enjoyed the picnic breakfast, until they had to get back. Maybe running wasn’t so stupid, Stan thought. </p><p>(<b></b>Andddd then they fell in love and nothing bad ever happened to them again. The end. )</p><p>Tag: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a></p>
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my TA for my calculus class this past year would put a Calvin and Hobbes comic on every single quiz we took. Those guys got me through that class
<p>That’s awesome! Any comic that can go from charming kid antics to deep and philosophical is a win in my book. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="304" data-tumblr-attribution="mac-rabbit:bKUjnojXp2tlunH_z5kG_Q:Z36CLs27aYyaP"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/6b015d3d0a561f536f4a4d526aec1616/tumblr_o8da7nzTPd1spb33go1_540.gifv" data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="304"/></figure>
Tags: now im just invested in all the calvin and hobbes gifs, also, unpopular opinion, i am ready for fall, and winter
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5 with reddie for the kiss thing
<p> <b>Hands on the other person’s back, fingertips pressing under their top, drawing gentle circles against that small strip of bare skin that make them break the kiss with a gasp 

</b></p>
<p> <i> feat. Wentworth and Maggie being parents 

</i></p>
<p> <i> Aged 16-17. Enjoy!

</i></p>
<p> <i> SEND ME A KISS + A SHIP! 

</i></p>
<p>———

</p>
<p> Richie leaned over Eddie, his hands firmly on the small mechanic’s hips as he attacked Eddie’s mouth with his tongue. 

</p>
<p> He has to say, Richie’s rather pleased with where their ‘sleepovers’ have ended up. If asked, he’d swear he tried to sleep… but how could anyone keep their hands off of someone so <i>cute?</i>

</p>
<p> So here they were, in the sticky heat of a June evening, making out lazily on Richie’s bed instead of joining his parents out for dinner. 

</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-my-ships.tumblr.com/post/175466370226/5-with-reddie-for-the-kiss-thing" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175357312997
Date: Thu, 28 Jun 2018 20:36:42
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175357312997/9-17-for-the-prompts-d-d-d
Slug: 9-17-for-the-prompts-d-d-d
Reblog key: lc7hkqSM
Reblog url: https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175356857727/9-17-for-the-prompts-d-d-d
Reblog name: skeletonscribbles
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<p>hello lovely!!! this prompt has been a joy - thank you for checking in and specifying Stanlon. I’ve actually not written straight up Stanlon before, so I hope I did them justice - and tbh, Richie ended up commandeering the whole thing anyway. I really couldn’t stop him. so - bonus Reddie!!! </p>
<p>Anyways, if you like this fill even half as much as I like you, I’ll consider it a success.</p>
<p>so, here is<i> like a thief in the night</i>, baby’s first Stanlon ficlet &lt;3 with <a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175221525097/prompts-list">prompt 9 (”so you’ve started stealing my socks now”) and prompt 17 (”you owe me a cookie”)</a></p>
<p>and if you’d rather read it on Archive….<b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15077069/chapters/34985039">here you go :) </a></b></p>
<hr><p>It was rare that Mike Hanlon felt that he didn’t know what to do.<b><br/></b></p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175356857727/9-17-for-the-prompts-d-d-d" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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can you do 20 &amp; 9 for the way i love you thing pleaseeee? i love the way you write you&#039;re so talented
<p>first of all thank you so much, that’s so sweet! i’m going to do a hc for 9 and then in a separate post write a drabble for 20! here’s 9: when baking chocolate chip cookies</p><ul><li>they’re like sixteen and it’s summer break and they’re just BORED<br/></li><li>it’s too hot to go to the barrens, and eddie has refused to swim in the quarry all summer ever since he found out the other losers had been peeing in it all these years</li><li>they don’t have enough money to go buy any food but they manage to find some chocolate chip cookie dough in richie’s freezer</li><li>eddie checks the date and makes sure they haven’t expired while richie just grabs a baking sheet and starts preheating the oven</li><li>“jesus richie, what if these had been like three years old?”<br/></li><li>“i still woulda eaten em, eds”<br/></li><li>“don’t you know what’s in cookie dough?! you would’ve been eating three year old eggs and milk!”<br/></li><li>richie just rolls his eyes and says “yes dad”</li><li>eddie huffs</li><li>then richie grins and swoops in to kiss eddie on the cheek</li><li>eddie groans and shoves at richie before wiping at the wetness on his cheek, ignoring the heat he suddenly felt rising to his face and the way his heart was suddenly pounding</li><li>as had been happening lately</li><li>eddie just told his body to <i>calm down, chill out, it’s just richie</i></li><li>his body, for the last six months or so, since richie had hit a ridiculous growth spurt and shot up like a weed to a full 6 ft tall, had not been listening to his brain’s admonitions </li><li>next thing eddie knows, richie has spread the cookie dough out on the baking sheet in one giant circle</li><li>“richie what”<br/></li><li>“it’ll be one big giant cookie!”<br/></li><li>“it’ll never cook all the way through!”<br/></li><li>richie sighs</li><li>eddie swears this boy is going to eventually drive him out of his fucking mind</li><li>so they start separating the dough into smaller cookies, though eddie notices richie’s are still much larger than normal cookies should be</li><li>and then he sees richie pull off a piece of dough and pop it into his mouth</li><li>“RICHIE” he squeals, eyes wide</li><li>richie just stares blankly at him, chews for a moment, then swallows. “what?”</li><li>“YOU CAN’T EAT RAW COOKIE DOUGH!”<br/></li><li>richie looks nonplussed. “why not”</li><li>“SALMONELLA!!!!”<br/></li><li>richie just rolls his eyes. “no one’s ever gotten salmon-yellow from eating cookie dough, eds”</li><li>eddie doesn’t know where to begin with that sentence</li><li>“if you die i’m not going to your funeral”<br/></li><li>“please” richie laughs. “you’d plan it down the last detail and then spend the whole time crying because you looooove me”<br/></li><li>richies grinning and tickling eddie’s sides now. eddie shrieks and shoves at richie’s hands, but finds himself not actually trying to push him away</li><li>“i do not” eddie says finally, out of breath from richie’s tickle attack<br/></li><li>“don’t what?” richie asks, seeming to have forgotten the actual reason for the tickle attack<br/></li><li>eddie can’t find it in himself to outright say “i don’t love you”</li><li>because it’s mean. and it’s not even true, eddie’s just stubborn as shit. and he doesn’t like being open about his feelings. especially with richie. he’s always scared everything is a joke to richie, and he doesn’t want his innermost thoughts and emotions to get turned into a punchline</li><li>but then richie’s face falls, and eddie sees the moment he remembers what the last thing he’d said had been</li><li>“wait.. you don’t? seriously?”<br/></li><li>eddie isn’t sure he’s seen richie look so crestfallen so suddenly before, so he takes a deep breath</li><li>“of course i do, idiot” he says, and richie’s eyes light up a little bit, and he feels his cheeks heating up again, and he feels like his insides are on display so he tacks on, “you’re my best friend”<br/></li><li>and the light in richie’s eyes dims a little bit. but he pastes on a smile and wraps an arm around eddie’s neck to pull him into a headlock and rub his knuckle into eddie’s scalp</li><li>and the small moment.. it’s not forgotten, but it’s glossed over. at least until that night, when eddie lies in bed and replays the entire thing in his head over and over and over, wondering what the look in richie’s eyes meant</li></ul>
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Adults writing fanfiction is child abuse and should be illegal.
<p>Wow, friend, that’s one hell of a piping hot take you’ve got there. Can I suggest that you take the contents of <a href="https://fanlore.org/wiki/Fanfiction">this article</a> and shove it into your ear? Don’t worry, I’m sure there’ll be space for it. It’s not like there’s anything else in your skull, after all.</p>
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10 and 30? ❤️✨
<p>10. do you have a creed?</p><p>Okay I’m editing this and moving a quote from below up here for my creed:</p><p>

“Do all the good you can,<br/>By all the means you can,<br/>In all the ways you can,<br/>In all the places you can,<br/>At all the times you can,<br/>To all the people you can,<br/>As long as ever you can.” -  John Wesley (It’s my college’s motto and I just love it so much)

<br/></p><p>30. pick one of your favorite quotes.</p><p>Omg Courtney, I collect quotes like magpies collect shiny things. So you’re getting  few of my favs (showing real self restraint here)</p><p>-Frodo: I can’t do this, Sam.<br/>Sam: I know. It’s all wrong. By rights we shouldn’t even be here. But we are. It’s like in the great stories, Mr. Frodo. The ones that really mattered. Full of darkness, and danger, they were. And sometimes you didn’t want to know the end, because how could the end be happy? How could the world go back to the way it was when so much bad had happened? But in the end, it’s only a passing thing, this shadow. Even darkness must pass. A new day will come. And when the sun shines, it’ll shine out the clearer. Those were the stories that stayed with you. That meant something. Even if you were too small to understand why. But I think, Mr. Frodo, I do understand. I know now. Folk in those stories had lots of chances of turning back only they didn’t. They kept going. Because they were holding on to something.<br/>Frodo: What are we holding on to, Sam?<br/>Sam: That there’s some good in this world, Mr. Frodo…and it’s worth fighting for. -Tolkien </p><p>- Do not think of yourself as an ugly person, think of yourself as a beautiful squid. </p>
Tags: because I can, the joy of tumblr impermanence, I had a bunch about creeds being religious and I am nottttt
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5 &amp; 11 🌹
<p>Hello my dear friend!</p><p>5. do you think of yourself as a human being or a human doing? do you identify yourself by the things you do?</p><p>I definitely don’t think of myself as a ‘human doing’. I don’t identify myself by the things I do. I identify myself by my thoughts and words- which can translate into actions but I don’t think that the action defines who I am. As a chronic overthinker I’m all about the thoughts. (thoughts thoughts and more thoughts) </p><p>11. describe your ideal day.</p><p>Ok it took a lot to not just quote Miss Congeniality here (April 25th)</p><p>BUT I think it involves the following things: a walk outside in like 60 degree weather, brunch with really good coffee, board games with friends and a new episode of Bob’s Burgers. </p><p>I’m pretty boring. </p>
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Stenbrough 153 for the prompt thingy
<p>

<b>“Put me down!”</b>

<br/></p><p>Alright, my first crack at Stenbrough as the main ship. It’s some g-rated summer fun for everyone. </p><p>If you want to send me a prompt <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175272350087/nerds-are-cool-if-youre-struggling-for-au">here</a> and <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175272345482/prompt-list">here</a> are the ones I posted yesterday.   </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/34952012">Read here on AO3 </a></p><p><b></b></p><p>This is bullshit, Stan decided, looking around the surrounding area. He was at a public pool, surrounded by kids with floaties and oblivious parents. He would have preferred to be at the barrens or, ideally, inside. But his friends had insisted that they couldn’t spend the summer inside and outvoted him Richie told that Stan needed to talk to people other than the six of them, to which Stan’s reply was “Why?’’ But then Bill had smiled at him and told him that it was a summer to be bold, and that being bold occasionally included spending time around new people. So Stan had sighed dramatically and had changed into his swimsuit. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>Well Stan wasn’t bold and he wasn’t having fun. No one who knew Stan Uris would describe him as bold. Cold, maybe. Sarcastic, definitely. But bold? Never.  He preferred known quantities, he liked things to be planned and predictable whenever possible. And this, this insane public pool was anything but that. He looked around, watching as Richie and Eddie tried to best Ben and Bev in a game of chicken. All of them were laughing and Richie was swearing like a sailor, earning some dirty looks from the sunbathing moms. Mike and Bill were across the pool from him, sitting at the juice bar with some girls.  And Stan was alone on a beach chair with their towels. He had a book but he wasn’t reading it, he had been on the same page for the last twenty minutes.</p><p>	Being bold was stupid, he decided, watching as one of the girls tried to flirt with Bill, putting her hand on his arm and leaning in. Mike was laughing happily at something the other one said but Bill looked less thrilled. He didn’t like meeting new people. His stutter was fairly well contained with the losers but with new people he sometimes reverted back, especially if he was nervous. And flirting with girls definitely made him nervous, he had told Stan as much last week, when they were biking around town together. </p><p>	Bill’s eyes scanned the pool and caught Stan’s. He smiled and gave Stan a half wave, which Stan returned. ‘Good book?’ he mouthed, pointing to Stan’s hand. </p><p>Stan shrugged, ‘Ive read worse’. He mouthed back, making Bill smile and roll his eyes at Stan’s non-answer. The girl finally noticed Bill’s distraction and turned to glare at Stan, who hurriedly looked back down at his book and away from his crush.</p><p>Stan shook his head, his stupid crush on Bill. Stan had liked him for years, since he realized that he liked boys. The stubborn, strong leader of their small group. The guy who had an easy smile and bright red hair that made Stan’s stomach drop. The worst person to have a crush on because he was one of Stan’s best friends. They were constantly together and Stan had to steel himself every time their hands touched or arms brushed. A completely stupid crush that he tried to get over but hadn’t yet. </p><p>He had gone on a dates, trying to meet someone who was actually interested in him, rather than pining over his friend. Surprisingly, his parents hadn’t cared that he was gay- they were more concerned that he dated someone Jewish. It felt like he had been set up with every gay jewish boy in Maine- all five of them. And they were nice, he talked to some of them on the phone occasionally, just to have other people who understood his situation. </p><p>But none of them made him feel like Bill did, warm and flush, and invincible. Bill made him feel strong and confident, bold even. He had been the first person Stan had come out to, knowing that it would be easier to tell the others with Bill by his side. And Bill hadn’t asked Stan any stupid questions, or asked if he was sure. He had just pulled Stan into a hug and told him that they would love him forever. What more could he ask for?</p><p>Stan looked up again, hoping enough time had passed that he was being ignored again. But Bill and the girl had disappeared. They weren’t sitting on the bar stools anymore. Stan’s stomach sank. They had probably gone somewhere more private. He refused to let himself think about why they would leave. Bill was free to go wherever he wanted with whomever he wanted, Stan reminded himself. Just like Stan was free to sit in this obnoxiously colored pool chair and read his book. </p><p>He was watching Eddie try to unseat Bev in a fraught game of chicken when someone sat on the edge of his chair, near his feet. His attention turned to Bill, who appeared to be alone. </p><p>“I thought you were with that girl.” Stan commented, trying to ignore the fact that a shirtless Bill that was close to him. Bill had filled out over the years, no longer a skinny, lanky kid he now had broader shoulders and developed chest. Richie always teased him that he was shaped like a dorito, wide on the top with narrow hips. Bill usually replied that not everyone could look like Gumby. </p><p>Bill shrugged. “I found someone I’ve rather be with.” He said, smiling at Stan. His voice had gotten deeper over the years, at times almost gravelly, but it still had the same teasing air that he always had.</p><p>	“Oh yea, where are they?” Stan asked, purposely misunderstanding.</p><p>	“They’re under an umbrella, trying to keep their pale complexion in tact.”</p><p>	Stan looked up at his large umbrella that was keeping him completely shaded. “ Vampires are very in right now. I’m just trying to keep up with the trends.”</p><p>	Bill laughed and the corners of Stan’s mouth quirked up into a smile. “You’ve never once cared about the trends.” </p><p>	He shrugged, “I’m very trendy now. Things change.” </p><p>Bill nodded slowly, looking at Stan in a way he didn’t recognize. It was like Bill was admitting something for the first time, something that he had known for a long time but never acknowledged. Stan swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. </p><p>“Things do change.” Bill agreed after a beat. </p><p>Neither spoke and Stan was reminded that he wasn’t bold, not when it came to Bill. If he was, he would ask what Bill meant, insist that he explain the look. Instead he asked, “Card?” </p><p>Bill smiled, “You brought cards to the pool?”  Stan nodded. “Of course you did. Sure, let’s play.” </p><p>Stan crossed his legs so Bill could move to the edge of the chair and started to shuffle. They played for the next few hours, as people drifted around and the pool slowly cleared out. Eventually, Eddie came over to ask if they wanted to leave with everyone else but Bill shook his head, insisting that they finish their game. </p><p>Which is how they ended up alone, everyone else had gone home for dinner and the pool was closing soon. They had eaten some of the snacks Ben had left in lieu of dinner, neither ready to leave just yet. </p><p>“Pool’s closing in 15 minutes kids.” One of the employees called. </p><p>Stan nodded in acknowledgement then turned to Bill. “We may need to continue this later.” He said, pointing at their game. Bill nodded and they started to pack up.</p><p>As they did Bill looked down at the water. “We never even got into the pool.” </p><p>Stan shrugged, “Next time.” Though, secretly, he was hoping that this was their only visit to the pool this summer. </p><p>	Bill got a mischievous look in his eyes and put down the bag he was carrying. “I don’t think we should wait.” </p><p>Stan eyed him warily. “What do you mean?” </p><p>Bill lunged at him and Stan trying to sidestep him but failed, Bill’s long arms caught him around the waist. </p><p>“What are you doing?” Stan asked, struggling uselessly against Bill’s stronger grip. It didn’t help that he was trying to ignore how Bill smelled like coconut sunscreen. Bill had him in a weird half hold, his arms wrapped around Stan’s waist while they were hip to hip.</p><p>“We’re going in the water.” Bill replied, like it was obvious. He picked Stan up and started to carry him to the edge.</p><p>“What? No! Put me down!” Stan said, struggling more earnestly now. “I don’t want to get wet!”</p><p>Bill’s reply was next to his ear, quiet and low, “Too late.” He fell into the pool, taking Stan with him and making a loud splash. Once they were in the water Bill let go and Stan swam up, breaking through the water with a sputter.</p><p>“Why did you do that?” He asked, slightly annoyed. His hair took forever to dry and always stuck up at strange angles if he didn’t do it right. Richie called him pube head for a whole summer once. </p><p>Bill swam over to him, smiling, and Stan felt his annoyance melt. Bill’s smile the broad and earnest and it was just for him.</p><p>He stopped near Stan, looking more serious. “It’s summer, we need to enjoy it.” </p><p>“Is that your official stance?” Stan asked, teasing him. </p><p>Bill nodded slowly. “Definitely. And we need to be bold.”</p><p>Stan raised an eyebrow. “I’m already sick of that word. I’ll never be bold Bill, I’m not like you.”</p><p>Bill brought a hand to Stan’s cheek, cradling it softly. “I know you’re not. That’s what I like about you.”</p><p>The way he said it made Stan certain he didn’t mean as a friend. He looked at Bill, trying not to get his hopes up. “What does that mean?”</p><p>“I like that you’re not like me, I like that you brought cards and a book to the pool. I like-” he paused, eyes fixed on Stan. “You. I like you.”</p><p>Stan flushed, part of him still not believing it. “Really?”</p><p>Bill nodded and Stan waited another beat before surging forward and kissing Bill, Bill returned the kiss, his hand still tenderly on Stant’s cheek, holding him there. When Stan finally drew back he saw that Bill was grinning, Stan was sure his expression mirrored it. “I like bold.” He said, leaning in to kiss him again. </p><p>(IDK if all of you want to be tagged in non-reddie stuff but I made the executive decision to do it)</p><p>Tag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a></p>
Tags: Stenbrough, Stan is cranky, but still adorable, and maybe a vampire, okay I have 1 more from this batch, and its totally still coming, tinyarmedtwrites
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Justice Kennedy retirement. Thoughts?
<p>RIP America.</p>
Tags: pretty fucking much
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187 :)
<p>So, um. I’ve been going back and forth between posting this or not because, well. It got dirtier than I intended. But you gave me a prompt from the nsfw section of the prompt list, so hopefully you expected that.</p>
<p>187. “Already? Do I really have that much of an effect on you?” from <a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/174962519959/nearly-200-writing-prompts-feel-free-to-reblog">this list</a>.</p>
<p>Pairing: Richie Tozier/Eddie Kaspbrak<br/>Rating: explicit!<br/>Word count: 1,190<br/>Warning for d/S elements and daddy kink.</p>
<hr><p>Richie and Eddie have been sleeping together since high school.</p> <p><a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175310954259/187" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: I mean, hot damn, I couldn't find a gif that expressed my feelings well enough, just imagine me fanning myself
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I&#039;M SO GREEDY, I WANNA REQUEST SO MANY. Reddie #11, or #9. Whichever you prefer. :D
<p>I will fill ANY request for you, my beautiful friend. You’re never greedy - just say the word.</p>
<p>I got another request for #9, so this one is straight #11 - <b>“you owe me a kiss” </b>;)<br/>(the rest of the prompts are <a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175221525097/prompts-list">here</a> in case anyone is wondering/has a request)</p>
<p>I call her: <i>not just a river in egypt</i>…and here she is &lt;3 </p>
<hr><p><i>I’m not like that.</i></p>
<p>Those four words had become the mantra of Richie Tozier’s high school experience.</p>
<p><i>I’m not like that.</i></p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175308992812/im-so-greedy-i-wanna-request-so-many-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: yesss, serving up more amazing works
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vegan nachos, board games, collection of LOTR DVDs (director&rsquo;s cut), elder wand, and printed articles of the weirdest murders
<p>YES YES YES. <br/></p><p>As long as those nachos have avocado on them. <br/></p><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" data-tumblr-attribution="lisavertudaches:PjWOTw6SI4DYmueBW7uvkQ:Z5L8Zp22MiBRv" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0abd1f3bfd0a2594ea81787691cb6af2/tumblr_o33ti7IZMI1t4twpao1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure>
Tags: I like that you went straight to the elder wand, not just any wand, we're pulling out the big guns here
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Five things I would use to summon you in a pentagram: 1. Endless list of silly pick up lines 2. Chickens with pun names (but not like sacrificial chickens, don&#039;t worry!) 3. Something HP related like a copy of The Goblet of Fire or some Marauders headcanons 4. Plane tickets  5. Reddie fics   ❤❤❤❤
<p>Ahahhaha you know me so well!! </p><p>The plane tix are to visit you right?!?!  :D </p><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" data-tumblr-attribution="hoolia-art:nNr8bxzdegpne2uKC1AG6A:Z65Gqk2L4HZN2" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/805f74ac0b3ece820e14caf862dd255d/tumblr_op34hwfu3h1usdo5vo1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure>
Tags: I love chickens, and puns, can't help it
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73? (Also I hope your day is going well!!!!!)
<p>Ahhh!! Hello! Sorry this took forever. My day is going super duper- I hope yours is too!</p><p>A take on the classic movie night! Rated T </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/34894034">Read on AO3 </a></p><p><b></b></p><p>“Eds, this movie is over thirty years old, it’s not scary” Richie told him as Eddie ducked his head, hiding from the most recent on screen horror. They were lying together on Eddie’s twin bed, a laptop balanced on Richie’s hips. Eddie was leaning against Richie, his head nestled on Richie’s shoulder so he could see the screen. The two were alone, the others were busy and Mrs. K was visiting her sister. Normally Eddie would have been dragged with but he had convinced her to let him stay home, saying he was tired from school. She had agreed, barely, and promised to be home around midnight. </p><p>Once her car disappeared down the street he immediately called Richie for a movie night. The remains of popcorn and candy were scattered over the floor, along with a few soda cans. They had just started their third movie, Richie’s pick. </p><p>	He had chosen the original version of ‘The Thing’, promising Eddie that it wouldn’t be scary. And it wasn’t, mostly. But jumpscares always got Eddie and he would press against Richie every time, curling into him. It wasn’t on purpose, just instinct, but neither complained when it happened. Richie would just chuckle, giving Eddie’s shoulder a squeeze to comfort him. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>	“You see scarier shit walking to school, like Belch’s face.” Richie joked as Eddie pressed closer, comforted by the smell of Richie- candy, cigarettes and something that was just Richie. Eddie could never identify the last scent but it made Eddie’s heart beat faster whenever he smelled it. </p><p>“Shut up and tell me when it’s over.” Eddie’s voice came out muffled. </p><p>	Eddie had finally admitted to himself how he felt about Richie during the school year, after he refused talk to Richie for a week when he went on a date with some girl. Before that he had tried to pretend that he didn’t like Richie as more than friends. But hearing about the date had snapped something in Eddie- even though he was pretty sure Richie had made up most of the night, especially since a second one never followed. He had stormed off from the lunch table and spent lunch outside, feeling sorry for himself. Eventually Stan had forced them to talk and he had spouted some lie about being jealous that Richie was dating and he wasn’t- a half truth that he didn’t think Richie bought. Richie’s eyes had gotten soft and he proclaimed that no one in Derry deserved to date Eddie anyway. Eddie had rolled his eyes and laughed and things went back to normal. </p><p>	Except that now Eddie couldn’t deny his feelings, they were constantly on his mind. Richie hadn’t gone on any dates since, instead opting to spend time with the losers, with Eddie. Eddie knew that people asked him out. He wasn’t conventionally attractive but he had a certain look that girls seemed to love, something that called out to them, like they could fix his shirt collar and messy hair and bring him home to their parents. Only Eddie seemed to understand that the messiness of Richie was part of his appeal, not something to fix. But he bit his tongue as girls fawned over them. </p><p>	“I know that.” Eddie replied. He refused to look up, the thing was closing in on the survivors and he was sure that another jump scare was coming. His arm was over Richie’s stomach, fingers gripping Richie’s side. He could feel how tense Richie was, it felt like he was reminding himself to breath. Eddie didn’t know why, he wasn’t scared by horror movies. He relaxed his grip on Richie, his fingers brushing against a bare patch of skin where Richie’s shirt had risen up. </p><p>	Now Richie jumped, jolting Eddie out of his comfortable position. Eddie’s head perked up and he looked at Richie quizzically. “What was that?” He asked.</p><p>	“Nothing.” Richie lied. Eddie knew it was a lie because Richie wouldn’t meet his eyes. He always looked away when he lied, his eyes focusing on the ceiling, floor, anywhere but Eddie’s face. Eddie had never told Richie about his tell, finding it useful in so many situations. Like this one</p><p>	Eddie grinned down at Richie, moving his fingers again. Again Richie jumped, trying to squirm away from Eddie’s fingers. “Oh, are you ticklish?” Eddie asked, thrilled by this new information. Eddie was extremely ticklish and Richie loved to use it against him, tickling his sides, feet, neck, whenever he wanted something. But somehow Eddie had never thought that Richie may be ticklish too. </p><p>	“No.” Richie said and Eddie tested his theory. He moved his fingers against Richie in earnest now, making him wiggle against Eddie, laughter escaping from his mouth. </p><p>	“You are ticklish.” Eddie replied, delighted by this new information. “I’ve spent the better part of a decade next to you, how did I not know?” </p><p>	Richie gritted out his response, trying not to move because Eddie’s fingers were still lightly pressed to his skin. “Because I don’t tell people. Because then they tickle me.”</p><p>	“Hell yes they do.” In one fluid motion, Eddie picked up the laptop, placing it on the ground and straddled Richie, smiling down at him. </p><p>	“Don’t you dare.” Richie warned. </p><p> Eddie ignored him. He started to tickle Richie’s sides, making him squirm and buck under Eddie, laughing and threatening retaliation. Eddie was laughing too, watching Richie’s skin flush as he tried to get away. But Eddie had trapped Richie’s hands under his thighs, holding him in place while he continued his assault. It was perfect. </p><p>	Until Richie managed weasel his arms free and grab Eddie’s hands. His hands were big enough that he could hold both of Eddie’s wrists with one. With his free hand he reached under Eddie’s shirt, tickling his stomach. “Richie, no!” Eddie squealed, trying to free his hands. </p><p>	“Not so funny when it’s you, is it?” Richie asked, his finger dancing across Eddie’s skin. Eddie was giggling and writhing on top of Richie. He finally freed a hand and grabbed Richie’s hand from under his shirt.</p><p>	Both struggled to maintain control, ending up in a weird hand hold. Eddie fell on Richie’s chest, flush against him, as he tried to continue his assault. “Okay! Okay! Truce!” He said, his stomach hurt from laughing so much.</p><p>	Richie grinned at him, his eyes bright and cheeks red. “You sure?” Eddie nodded and Richie’s hands relaxed, still pressed into Eddie’s skin but now holding him gently.</p><p>Both were breathless and Eddie knew it wasn’t just from the wrestling. The two were often pressed close but this felt different. Eddie was on top of Richie, he only needed to move a few inches and their lips would be pressed together. Richie seemed to realize it too, his tongue darted out and wet his bottom lip as he watched Eddie, waiting to see what he would do. </p><p>	As Eddie thought about what to do he realized something else, flushing deep red with embarrassment. He had been laughing so hard he didn’t realize that something else was hard. Painfully hard. He could feel his erection throbbing against his shorts and his eyes widened in horror. There was no way that Richie didn’t notice. He tried to think about how to move without rubbing against him and making it worse. </p><p>As ideas ran through his head he registered something else. Richie was hard too. He could feel him against his thigh and he stopped himself from grinding into him, suddenly overcome with lust. </p><p>Eddie was trying to process this information when Richie spoke. “Seems we have a similar problem here Eds.” As he said it Richie arched his hips and Eddie stifled a moan as their erections ground together. </p><p>	He nodded, unable to speak. He knew anything he said would come out in a breathy mess. </p><p>	“Any ideas what to do about it?’ Richie asked, his voice low and eyes fixed on Eddie. </p><p>	Eddie didn’t hesitate. “Yes.” He said as he crashed his lips into Richie’s. Richie was startled but kissed him back with equal passion and fervor, his hands finding Eddie’s waist, pressing his fingers into Eddie’s skin. Eddie canted his hips into Richie, moaning for real this time as they ground into each other. Richie wasted no time, his tongue pressed against Eddie’s lips and he parted them, their tongues sliding along each other as they explored the other’s mouth. </p><p>	They made out for a while, hands roaming slowly over the other’s chest, arms, neck but never straying lower. This felt like more than enough for right now, especially as they figured each other out. </p><p>	They broke apart both, smiling at each other. “Damn Eds, if I had known this would be the outcome I would have told you I was ticklish years ago.” Richie said before pressing their mouths together again. </p><p>Eddie nodded against him, lost in everything that was Richie. 	</p><p>Tag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a></p>
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can i have reddiespaghetti with 13 and 15 please! with a side of fluff and lovesick gay kissing boys
<p><b><i>Hi, yes, you definitely can! This is so fluffy, wow. Hope you like it!

</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>Prompts taken from <a href="https://hellsdemonictrinity.tumblr.com/post/167780256210/angstfluff-prompt-list-5">this</a> list.</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>13: I’ll take you home.</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>15: I like to think we’re more than just friends.</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>Warnings: underage drinking mentioned</i></b></p> <p><a href="https://hoeziertozier.tumblr.com/post/175207807299/can-i-have-reddiespaghetti-with-13-and-15-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: idk if I reblogged this yet, but its so amazing I dont care, fic recs
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🌸SEND THIS TO TEN OTHER PEOPLE WHO YOU THINK ARE WONDERFUL, KEEP THE GAME GOING!🌸
<p>Moi?? What?!?! Nooooo </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="311" data-orig-width="268" data-tumblr-attribution="granills:aVcaTGrplR3cZXc-oUpNxg:Zt1B1c2VuBdGO"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/39edad1cb0b9f0388e1c9e4fe33ac55b/tumblr_p5ag2mN4Lo1wiz211o1_400.gif" data-orig-height="311" data-orig-width="268"/></figure>
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A bunny, an avocado, enchanted HP coins or something, crime documentary on dvd, and a thick ass law textbook
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Tags: 5 things to summon me, yes I am summoned like dancing voldy
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🌸SEND THIS TO TEN OTHER PEOPLE WHO YOU THINK ARE WONDERFUL, KEEP THE GAME GOING!🌸
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14
<p><b>i just used reddie bc that’s my go-to ship.</b></p>
<p><b>p.s: this is really short and i’m sorry</b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>The first time, it was soft and gentle. Hands on either side of his face, Richie blinked slowly. Eddie’s eyes were still closed, breathing shallowly out of his mouth and heart racing in his chest. Richie could count the boy’s lashes, dark and full as they rested on his cheek - and, he figured, if he blew hard enough, he could make a wish with each one of Eddie’s freckles.</p> <p><a href="https://delicatetozier.tumblr.com/post/175244451660/14" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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🌸SEND THIS TO TEN OTHER PEOPLE WHO YOU THINK ARE WONDERFUL, KEEP THE GAME GOING!🌸
<p>AHHHHHHHHHH You lovely human! I adore you so much!! &lt;3 &lt;3</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400" data-tumblr-attribution="hobolunchbox:oa2zK_tZbHwiWAPCMjl4ug:Z2Qk5v2KfQhY9"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/ac3f99366992a078765b95bb4ceb867e/tumblr_oogqnx8mrH1ry46hlo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400"/></figure>
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Hi! Ummm so I really love your fics, and I was wondering if you would want to write a oneshot for Reddie + &quot;are you scared?&quot; &quot;Then why won&#039;t you look at the screen?&quot; Asdfghjklajdns okay bye thank you!!!!
<p>UM this is my first ever request and I am???? Shaking??</p>
<p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mNtZ8i2AiJ6RYJCJUH8k9Dg">@el-themage</a> Thank you so much for reading and enjoying my fics!!! I mostly write them for myself, so when I hear that someone else likes them I am honestly so pleasantly surprised! I had so much fun writing this, and I would love to create more if you or anyone ever wanted to submit one again! YOOOO</p>
<p>I love canon reddie just as much as fandom reddie so i wanted to give our fav 13 year olds some love! </p>
<p>This is 1,678 words </p>
<p>-</p>
<p>They were all going to meet up at the Aladdin. That was the plan, at least.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieloserz.tumblr.com/post/175233262122/hi-ummm-so-i-really-love-your-fics-and-i-was" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hey it&#039;s ya boi. Can I please be tagged for Versions of The Same Mask? I love it already! You constantly impress me with your works skskskskk&hearts;️
<p>MY BOI! Hell yes you can. </p><p>Thank you so very much!!! <br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="480" data-orig-width="270" data-tumblr-attribution="archiemcphee:5aMtzZ5TsIid_VADNc2hPA:Z5ZgXy2S5YlMk"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2441bdc382b9a4f760ff50e7399bd870/tumblr_ozjsoyU5s71qzfsnio1_400.gif" data-orig-height="480" data-orig-width="270"/></figure>
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Hi 💓 11 and 103 for the angst/fluff prompts for Reddie? ✨
<p><b><i>hiii &lt;3 this got a little angsty in the middle, but i didn’t go into the details much. hope that’s okay!

</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>Prompts taken from<a href="https://hellsdemonictrinity.tumblr.com/post/167780256210/angstfluff-prompt-list-5" target="_blank"> this</a> list.</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>11: Get out of my way!

</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>103: You’re worth every second of my time.</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>Warnings: minor car accident</i></b></p> <p><a href="https://hoeziertozier.tumblr.com/post/175216301861/hi-11-and-103-for-the-angstfluff-prompts-for" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Are you a real person?
<p>You got me, I’m actually an octopus in a trenchcoat</p>
Tags: knew it
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Is anything real?
<p>Dogs are. Not sure about anything else.</p>
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hellloooo!!!! even though i&rsquo;m subscribed to your ao3 account, i&rsquo;d love to be added to your perma tag list (pretty please) i just love your works That much ;)
<p>You are one of my favorite people on this whole website and NOTHING would make me happier!! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="392" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="scampthecorgi:n2E0EGzwe7FkemK-1eSH6w:Z6lawr27n8ioJ"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/eab65350223d760a2639312b61fe0285/tumblr_o8mvs4dX0b1stgzx6o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="392" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Amelia!!!! I&rsquo;m very excited for this detective/bounty hunter &ldquo;buddy cop&rdquo; fic!!! Only the first chapter and I&rsquo;m already buckled and ready for the ride!
<p>AH Cyndi!!! Thank you!!! I’m jazzed to use ALL the cop/detective tropes for forever</p><figure data-orig-width="300" data-orig-height="400" data-tumblr-attribution="fuckyeahbillhader:W6ly-mpE9ctJf1mN-PQ6xQ:ZEgKYy2YZcm_H" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0721a05b331fc3b1ce4b912811b12d22/tumblr_p9rohhV2Gj1qzbd7vo1_400.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="300" data-orig-height="400"/></figure>
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where can i find all the prompts?
<p>Here you go: <a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174956400667/nearly-200-writing-prompts-feel-free-to-reblog">Prompt list </a></p><p>For reference, I’ve already done 2, 45, 50, 55, 56, 95, and 183. And I have 73, 153 179, and 181 in my inbox (working on them!) </p>
Tags: you can also send me random ones not from the list, like the blind date one, I liked that one!
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can i order a fluffy prompt?? reddie falling in love. please include cold weather bc i love cliches
<p>I’m not sure this works as falling in love but it’s super fluffy. It may just be terrible but I hope it’s at least somewhat passably good.</p>
<hr><p>“You’re so obvious that it’s causing me physical pain.”<br/></p>
<p>Richie’s eyes snapped forward, away from the adorable waiter that he’d been admiring and to his best friend, who was currently manning the bar. It was one of the only places in Derry worth actually visiting on a Saturday night, and the only one friendly to people who didn’t conform to a completely heterosexual lifestyle. For Richie, it became even more so the day Eddie Kaspbrak moved into town and took a job there.</p>
<p>“Maybe you’re just jealous, Stanley,” Richie said, reaching out to grab a mouthful of bar nuts, popping them in before speaking. “This sexy train is leaving the station and you’re losing your chance to get all up on it.”<br/></p>
<p>Stan stared at him with disgust as he spoke with his mouthful of nuts and gestured over his entire body.</p>
<p>“You’re right,” he said in a deadpan. “Whatever will I do?”<br/></p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/175456409353/can-i-order-a-fluffy-prompt-reddie-falling-in" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Richie you&rsquo;re so tall
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="464" data-orig-width="488"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/8760544e5ff73e0ce29a9a17d3074dd4/tumblr_inline_pajc0v5c2j1vulr2e_540.png" data-orig-height="464" data-orig-width="488"/></figure><p style="">I’m a giraffe. A very sexy giraffe.<br/></p><p style="">- Richie<br/></p>
Tags: these drawings kill me, too cute
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for the prompts - 107, Reddie 💕
<p>I INCREDIBLY ENJOYED THIS PROMPT. I hope you do too darling <a href="https://tmblr.co/mUeeymzDfGkbcxOcwHOgZQA" target="_blank">@skeletonscribbles</a> :) &lt;3</p>
<p>#107 Night’s Still Young</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15118049" target="_blank">Ao3 Link</a></p>
<p>Permatags so you guys don’t miss this either: <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A" target="_blank">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/muw9KoTAI8o_yaWf4GrI3XQ" target="_blank">@sunsetozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mOXylJaX88k61OOKDtSilnA" target="_blank">@heyotozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m1qi2W4_D8dr-EjuBMu_sqg" target="_blank">@deamontesnothere</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/md2wKXv3Of2m7kHRo966nlw" target="_blank">@jakethezombiehunter</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ" target="_blank">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_ZvYNipee2Q7CVrUOXjUcg" target="_blank">@soomar-wine</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/muCo_WEydomrc1_sfVieS3w" target="_blank">@cutey-cute-cute</a></p> <p><a href="http://aizeninlefox.tumblr.com/post/175418074153/for-the-prompts-107-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hi my love my witch I love you !!! ♡♡
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38 💖 (for the new prompt thingy)!
<p>

<b>“I can’t believe you don’t like Disney movies”</b>

<br/></p><p>Laura! My heart! 

Enjoy some fluffy crush realizations. I wrote this in like 20 mins so I hope you like it. 

</p><p>Rated G</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/35051999">Read here on AO3 </a></p><p><b></b></p><p>	“I can’t believe you don’t like Disney movies,” Richie said, staring at Eddie in utter astonishment. “I mean, who the hell doesn’t like disney movies? They’re full of zealous singing and hot princes!” He looked around the lunch table, and everyone else nodded in agreement.</p><p>	Eddie shrugged, obviously annoyed by the path this conversation had taken. “I just don’t, okay? They’re hokey- people fall in love after meeting like once- or never meeting! And Disney is just a giant money grubbing corporation with an oversized rodent for a spokesperson.”</p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>Richie gasped. “Eds, I am personally offended. As someone who thinks of himself as your disney prince, come to whisk you away from your cruel dragon of a mother by scaling your trellis I can’t believe you would say such a hurtful thing!” He flung a hand to his head dramatically, pretending to be wounded. </p><p>	Eddie scoffed. “You’re my disney prince? I’ll stay in the tour, thanks anyway.”</p><p> Stan snorted and Richie shot him a glare before continuing. “No no, this will never do. I insist that we have a movie night and watch them until you properly appreciate them.”</p><p>“You mean like an indoctrination?” Eddie asked, sipping his milk.</p><p>“Exactly!” </p><p>So the evening was planned, they would go over to Richie’s house and watch everyone’s favorite disney movie. Bill’s place was their usual hangout Richie’s parents were at a dentists convention and had agreed to the seven person sleepover. Richie bought a variety of snacks and grabbed all the blankets he could. </p><p> Except that throughout the day Richie kept getting texts saying the others weren’t coming. Ben had a paper due Monday. Stan was sick. Bev was visiting her aunt. Bill had to watch Georgie. Mike..well, Mike just told Richie that he wasn’t coming and ‘good luck’. </p><p>Which left him and Eddie. And that was fine with Richie. He liked when it was just him and Eddie, even though he wasn’t sure Eddie felt the same. Lately, it felt like Eddie had been treating him differently, more warily, and Richie wasn’t sure why. </p><p>But then, he wasn’t sure what to do with his feelings for Eddie either. He knew he felt differently about Eddie than the others. He wanted to be close to him, pinching his cheeks and holding his hands. He loved the blush that appeared on Eddie’s face when he called him cute. It made Richie want to grab Eddie’s face with his hands and yell over and over again how adorable Eddie was. </p><p>But that was normal right? That was what Richie told himself. That what he was feeling was just how friends felt about each other, nothing more. </p><p>Still, when the doorbell rang Richie felt his heart leap to his throat. He felt nervous as he flung open the door, “Welcome to the Tozier abode!” He said, grinning down at Eddie, who was carrying a sleeping bag and his backpack.</p><p>“Thanks?” Eddie said, waving a quick goodbye to his mom- who was glaring at them from the car- and walking in. “Where’s everyone else? I’m late- my mom was trying to convince me that I had to go to the ER because I sneezed this morning.” He rolled his eyes and Richie laughed, a little too loudly.</p><p>“It’s just us my dear old chap!” Richie proclaimed, gesturing to the living room. “It appears that the others are otherwise engaged on this fine evening!” </p><p>Eddie looked up at him, skeptical. “Really?”</p><p>“What’s the matter? Don’t want to spend the evening with your old pal Richie?” He asked jokingly but, underneath, he was serious. He was worried that Eddie would want to leave if it was only him. What if he didn’t want to spend time with only Richie? What if he had only come because everyone was going to be there? </p><p>Eddie shrugged, moving to the living room and putting his stuff down. “I’d rather be here than with my mom.” </p><p>“Be still my beating heart.” Richie said, grinning.</p><p> Eddie looked at him and gave Richie a soft half smile before looking around the room at the snacks. “Wow, you really went all out.”</p><p>Richie nodded, slightly embarrassed. “I thought there would be seven of us. But don’t worry Eds, I got milk duds just for you.” He said, pointing to the pile of movie candy. </p><p>“Don’t call me that.” Eddie reminded him but Richie saw him look at the candy and smile again. The two didn’t speak for a beat, both unsure what to do next. </p><p>“I thought we could make cookies?” Richie said, finally finding some words. </p><p>“That sounds like it’ll be a disaster.” </p><p>“Probably.” He admitted. “But we only need to add an egg, or something.”</p><p>Eddie shrugged. “Okay, let’s make them.” </p><p>Eddie had been, unsurprisingly, right. They were a complete disaster. Richie had tried to crack the egg in the batter using one hand to impress Eddie and had ended up shattering it, covering his hand in egg and the batter in shell. They had to add water and Eddie misread it, pouring in 1 cup instead of ½ cup. </p><p>“We can’t eat these.” Eddie said to Richie, still trying to fish out the rest of the  shell.</p><p>Richie came over and peered in the bowl. “Probably not.” He frowned. This was supposed to be easy and now it was a disaster. He looked at Eddie, trying to think of a solution. He was disappointed, he knew how much Eddie liked fresh cookies. His mom never made them for him, complaining that he would get fat if he ate things like that so Eddie only got them with the losers. While Mike and, surprisingly Stan, made the best homemade cookies Richie had thought he could handle this. </p><p>“You’ve got flour on your cheek.” Eddie said, lifting his hand to Richie’s cheek and gently swiping. Richie flushed bright red as Eddie touched him. He tried to think if Eddie had ever touched him first. It was always Richie who initiated the contact and Eddie would huff and go along with it. “Sorry.” Eddie said quietly, sensing Richie’s discomfort and pulling back. </p><p>“No!” He said, a little too loudly, startling Eddie. “No, that was okay.” He looked back down at the bowl, avoiding Eddie’s curious look. “I guess we’ll throw this away.” </p><p>Richie felt a hand on his arm and looked up, seeing that Eddie was smiling reassuringly at him. “I appreciate the effort.” Eddie told him.</p><p>A lump formed in Richie’s throat and he could only nod. Eddie whisked the bowl away, throwing it’s contents in the trash. Richie watched and decided that maybe the endeavor wasn’t a total disaster after all.</p><p>“How about a movie?” Eddie asked after they had cleaned up. “I’m ready to be impressed.”</p><p>Richie bobbed his head, leading them back out to the living room. Eddie grabbed a blanket and fell onto the couch “We were supposed to watch everyone’s favorite but since those losers ditched us we’ll start with mine.” Richie pulled out a DVD of Mulan and Eddie raised an eyebrow.</p><p>“That one doesn’t even have a prince, does it?”</p><p>Richie shook his head. “But it does have Shang, who is a bi icon.” Eddie cocked his head and Richie waved him off.  “You’ll see.”</p><p>Richie hit the lights then joined Eddie on the couch, sitting on the opposite side of him. He was disappointed, normally all the losers would try to fit on one couch, which always lead to Eddie being pressed against Richie, Richie’s arm around him or Eddie in his lap. But he had no excuse to be close to Eddie now. </p><p>The movie started and Richie had to resist mouthing along to all the words. At least, until ‘I’ll make a man out of you’, when he ended up belting out the lyrics, making Eddie giggle as he mimed the actions.</p><p>“See Eds?” He said, falling back on the couch. “How can you not like this?” </p><p>Eddie shrugged. “It’s okay, I guess. I like watching it with you.”</p><p>Richie felt his heart swell three sizes at the comment and grinned at him. “Aw Eds, you do like me!”</p><p>Eddie looked at him, wearing an expression Richie couldn’t place. “Richie, of course I like you. We’re best friends.” </p><p>“Best friends.” Richie repeated, for some reason not liking Eddie’s response. </p><p>They finished the movie and Richie offered Eddie the next pick. Eddie choose Cinderella. </p><p>“See Eds? Now that’s a prince. How can you not like that?” Richie said, pointing at charming as he whisked Cinderella around the dance floor.</p><p>“Easy, he’s boring. Dull. No personality because he never needed one.” Eddie quipped. “Who wants that? I would rather have those mice to help with chores.”</p><p>“That’s my Spaghetti, choosing mice over romance.” Richie said with a laugh. They finished the movie and popped in Tangled. Halfway through Richie noticed that Eddie was yawning. “Do you want to call it a night?” </p><p>Eddie shook his head, moving to be next to Richie. He laid his head on Richie’s shoulder. “No, but I’m going to lean against you. You’re an excellent pillow.” </p><p>“Oh- okay.” Richie said, putting a tentative arm around Eddie. Eddie snuggled into him, sighing happily, and Richie resisted the urge to kiss his soft hair. </p><p>The movie ended and Richie knew that Eddie had fallen asleep. Rather than try to move the smaller boy, Richie curled into him, trying to sleep without disturbing him. </p><p>When Richie woke up the next morning he was laying down on the couch, Eddie on top of him, still dozing. Richie looked down at him, he looked so peaceful and happy. His arms were around Richie’s waist and he had a leg thrown over his hips. He pushed some of the hair out of Eddie’s face, watching as Eddie frowned slightly before snuggling in closer.  Richie could have died happy, getting to wake up to this. </p><p>Richie knew two things then. One, he definitely liked disney movies, with or without princes. Two, he definitely had a crush on his best friend and didn’t know how to handle it. </p><p>Tag (are you sick of me yet? I still have more prompts coming): <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a></p>
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What if! Eddie with facial hair!?
<p>I know everyone is freaking out about this but just imagine when they meet again and Eddie shows up</p><p><b>Richie:</b> Lookit my manly man Eds! Having manly facial hair now eh? Should I call you Edward now? I gotta admit I kinda want you to rub your face agains my-</p><p><b>Eddie:</b> I need to get rid of this! Now!</p><p>*Eddie goes and shaves before he would kill Richie*</p><p>Next day</p><p>*Richie looking at Eddie’s perfect face*</p><p><b>Richie *tearing up*</b>: BABY</p><p><b>Stan:</b> Congrats Eddie you broke him.</p><p><b>Eddie:</b></p><p><b>Eddie:</b> Stan?? Aren’t you…dead?</p><p><b>Stan: </b>Nah. That was just a prank lol.</p><p><b>Mike *crying*:</b> Never write “lmao m gonna kill myself now” Stanley! Never!</p>
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181+179 w/reddie?
<p>“First one to make a noise loses.” &amp;“If you’re bored; Wanna have sex?”</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Okay look this took a while because I started writing it one way and didn’t like it…so I redid it. And then it got long. Look, I’m powerless over here.</p>
<p>Rated M</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/35013386">Read here on AO3</a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>	“First one to make a noise loses!” The chipper woman was explaining to everyone. She giggled. “And by loses I mean you won’t be eligible for any of our fabulous prizes!” She grinned at the group. “Okay, we’re starting the show now so everyone please stay quiet so you don’t ruin the experience for anyone else!” </p>
<p>	The lights dimmed and videos began to play on different sized screens. Some were the size of toasters while others covered an entire wall. The videos played on loops and showed things  like a fly crawling over someone’s eye, or a slowly spinning cow carcass. Eddie looked at Richie and mouthed ‘What the fuck?’ as he watched a pig being slowly turned on a spit.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175383675127/181-179-wreddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Can you do #2 on the prompts for reddie? Eddie should say it to Richie out of nowhere and then Richie is shook and bam together boyfriends gay love.
<p>Hello love! I think what my mind ended up putting together for you covers basically what you asked for - it’s a little less out of left field than what you implied, but OH BOY IS RICHIE SHOOK.</p>

<p>so! here is Things Keep Getting Better, for the prompt: “you’re so cute” 💕</p>

<p>——</p>

<p>Beverly Marsh had always thought that her boys were the six most beautiful people on Earth. Maybe she was biased, or maybe she just saw what she wanted to see because they’d taken her in when no one else would…but no matter the reason, she was adamant about it: every single member of the Losers Club was a sight to behold.</p>

<p>The rest of the Losers….disagreed, to say the least. Years of bullying and discomfort in their own skin had been generally shitty for their collective self-esteem - and Bev included herself in that collective, but that wasn’t the point.</p>

<p>The point was that it had become a mission of hers to not only let them know that she thought they were beautiful, but to get them to believe it themselves.</p>

<p>Some of the boys were proving more difficult to convince than others.</p>

<p>Bill was probably the easiest, which had surprised Bev, because when she’d met him, he’d been pretty stuck under the weight of his own voice - of his own stutter. Time and his friends had changed that, though, and by the time high school rolled around, all Bill needed was the Losers around him and an assuring glance from Bev, and he could light up a room.</p>

<p>Mike had also blossomed readily since they’d met him that fateful summer, and while Bev liked to credit that to the heart-to-hearts they’d shared during their semi-frequent walks to and from Mike’s farm, she knew that a lot of it had to do with the removal of Henry Bowers. Bowers had been so bent on making Mike’s life a living hell that his absence had all but provided Mike with an opportunity to reinvent himself, and Mike had absolutely soared with his new freedom. Bev was wholly grateful…and so was Derry High’s football team.</p>

<p>Ben had taken some coaxing, but eventually she’d worn him down. In his case, she KNEW it was her encouragement that had done the trick, and she couldn’t help but loiter outside of his physics class sometimes, smiling to herself as he confidently explained some feat of engineering to his classmates. Sometimes he’d see her watching and a little color would rise to his cheeks, and that….well, that was a whole new kind of beautiful, right there. Even he couldn’t put that kind of genuine feeling into words - and he could put a lot into words, as evidenced by Bev’s growing collection of the pieces he’d submitted to the school’s literary magazine.</p>

<p>Stan was difficult. Where the others genuinely wanted, deep down, to be able to love themselves and move forward confidently, Stan seemed to enjoy wallowing in his darker thoughts. No matter how many times she whispered compliments and confidences to him in the halls, at movie nights, or as they were walking through the tall grass of the Barrens towards some adventure or another, he always regarded her with blank eyes and a sad smile. He kept all of them at arm’s length, in fact, and she hadn’t yet figured out why - something in her gut was telling her that something had maybe gone wrong right away with Stan, right when the seven of them had come together, but she couldn’t remember what, so she and Stan remained at an impasse for now.</p>

<p>Things had really turned around for Eddie when she’d brought him clothes shopping. Before Bev, all of Eddie’s clothes were either Sonia bought or Sonia approved, and as such, Eddie had never really gotten to see himself accurately. Bev had always had an eye for fashion (and more importantly, how fashion made people feel), and so saw right away how much of an impact Eddie’s pre-ordained wardrobe had on his self-esteem. At the beginning of their freshman year of high school, she’d caught him looking despairingly at his own legs, stomach, and arms in the mirror, seemingly wondering where he’d gone wrong, and that very night she had snuck him out of Sonia’s house, brought him to Freese’s, and bought him a shirt and a pair of pants that actually fit with money she’d wheedled out of her Aunt “for school supplies”. She did that every time she was able to scrounge up some money, and in three months’ time, Eddie’s confidence had done a complete 180. It was almost hard to recognize him at the end of their freshman year - he’d turned himself from someone who got shoved into lockers into someone that people smiled at in the hallways.</p>

<p>No one was more attuned to Eddie’s transformation than Richie. In fact, Bev was finding it difficult to get Richie’s own attractiveness through to him, because he was zero percent focused on himself and about eighty percent focused on Eddie. (The remaining twenty percent of his attention was divided pretty evenly between the rest of the Losers, Doritos, his Atari, and the Red Hot Chili Peppers, respectively.) Unlike Stan, Richie wasn’t keeping himself totally closed-off…but he wasn’t allowing himself to be helped, either.</p>

<p>“I think maybe if you got a haircut?” Bev was combing her fingers through Richie’s hair one day during one of their frequent smoke-breaks, and brainstorming while she untangled his wild curls. “You have such pretty eyes, Richie, you should let more people see them.”</p>

<p>Richie had his eyes closed, and was tapping ash from the end of his cigarette erratically. “You can’t fix ugly. I’ve told you eight trillion times. And don’t tell me I’m not ugly - I don’t need that shit again, Marsh, not from you. I can handle the truth.”</p>

<p>“Are you accusing me of lying to you, Tozier?” she demanded, yanking on his hair sharply and taking quiet pleasure in his wince. </p>

<p>“Well, you’re not truthing,” he scowled, eyes drifting to something in the distance. Bev turned to follow his gaze…and of course his eyes had landed on Eddie, who was walking towards them with Bill and laughing about something. Eddie’s hands were gesturing wildly - he was obviously excited about whatever they were talking about - and Bev watched interestedly as Richie’s expression shifted from alert to wistful to just plain sad.</p>

<p>She tapped quietly at his shoulder, and he twitched, eyes flicking down in a show of guilt, or confusion, or maybe both. “You like Eddie’s clothes now, hm? You think they’re helping?”</p>

<p>“He, um.” Richie swallowed hard, choosing his words uncharacteristically carefully. “He seems happier.”</p>

<p>“I think so too,” she replied nonchalantly, lifting her eyes to try and gauge how much longer she’d have Richie’s attention before Bill and Eddie made it into earshot. She gave herself about another minute, and moved into fast-talking mode. “I helped him pick them out, you know.”</p>

<p>She could practically feel Richie’s ears perk up - like he was a dog that had just been offered a treat. “Did you, now.”</p>

<p>“Could help you out, too,” she offered cooly, “if you wanted to maybe…grab someone’s attention. If you’re interested, meet me by the bike rack at 2:30.”</p>

<p>Richie turned to look at her, a curious smile playing at the edges of his mouth. “What are you scheming?”</p>

<p>“Just show up, okay?” she sighed, and right on cue, Eddie and Bill cut into the conversation, yammering about the test they’d had in U.S. History and sucking Richie right into their (Eddie’s) vortex.</p>

<p>She figured the odds were about fifty-fifty on Richie actually showing up, so for good measure, she enlisted Ben and Mike to drag him out to the bike rack once the final bell rang.</p>

<p>“I could totally break out of this hold, you know,” was the first thing Bev heard Richie tell Mike as he was brought semi-forcibly out towards her.</p>

<p>“Yes, Richie, you’re very strong,” Mike lied agreeably. “Bev, here’s your Trashmouth.”</p>

<p>They let go of his arms very suddenly, and Richie fell to the ground in surprise.</p>

<p>“Thank you both.” Bev beamed at both of them, and they smiled back - Ben even got a little red in the face, which was the cutest fucking thing Bev had maybe ever seen. A phrase lit at the back of her mind - my heart burns there? My heart burns there, too?</p>

<p>“I hope you two have a nice time together,” Ben said earnestly, and Bev felt her smile grow even wider.</p>

<p>“Oh, we will.” She grabbed Richie’s elbow and yanked him to his feet. “Let’s go, Loser.”</p>

<p>—-</p>

<p>The next day at school, Richie got attention in the hallways, as usual - but this time, it wasn’t just because he was drawing dicks on lockers. Bev was practically glowing with pride - the between-class whispers were favorable, to say the least.</p>

<p>“Is that Richie Tozier?”</p>

<p>“Whoa, he pulled his hair back.”</p>

<p>“That sweater looks–”</p>

<p>“He looks–”</p>

<p>“Wow.”</p>

<p>“If I didn’t know he was going to make a weird sex joke about our French teacher today, I would totally consider asking him to Homecoming…”</p>

<p>“You see?” Bev asked Richie, who had frozen up a little bit…which was to be expected, given that had no context for handling positive attention. “A nice maroon sweater, a pair of black jeans that fit, and voila. Absolutely nothing’s changed, and yet.”</p>

<p>“I guess.” Richie rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. “This sweater’s really fucking soft, at least. Also, I liked what that girl was saying about the French class sex jokes…glad to see my humor isn’t going unappreciated–”</p>

<p>“Whoa, hey, Rich!” The other Losers had caught up to them, and Mike was leading the parade. “Looking good, buddy!”</p>

<p>“Wh-who are you and wha-what have you done with Richie T-Tozier?” Bill demanded, smiling. He walked up to Richie and brushed some imaginary dust off of his shoulders. “Bev, you’ve p-performed a miracle.”</p>

<p>“I know,” Bev said, allowing herself a small, cocky smirk. “Stan? Thoughts?”</p>

<p>Stan, ever a harsh critic, pursed his lips. It was obvious that he was trying to find something to critique and coming up short. Finally, he said, “It’s passable,” and shrugged his shoulders.</p>

<p>Bev patted herself on the back for that particular compliment. From Stan, that was a lot…but Richie wasn’t paying any attention to Stan at all, no, his eyes were nervously locked on Eddie, who had brought up the rear of the group and was just now seeing Richie in his new outfit.</p>

<p>Bev heard Eddie’s breath catch in his throat, and she had to restrain herself from pumping her fist.</p>

<p>Nailed it.</p>

<p>“Whaddya think, Eds?” Richie laughed nervously, spinning around crazily like a fashion model on speed. “Hot or not? What’s Sonia K. gonna think?”</p>

<p>Eddie tutted quietly at the mention of his mother, but his eyes betrayed how he was really feeling - they were glued to the way Richie’s jeans fit nicely around his scrawny thighs, and the way the sweater cinched in at Richie’s waist. </p>

<p>“You’re so…” he began, color seeping into his face as he tripped over his words, “uh. You’resocute,” he finally finished, words all slurring into one another as he embarrassedly rushed through his sentence.</p>

<p>Hope lit up Richie’s features like he was a Christmas tree that had just been plugged in. “What was that, Eds? Say it slower, for the old folks in the back.” He gestured to Stan, and Stan unenthusiastically flipped him off. </p>

<p>Eddie’s whole face and neck were red, now, and it was clashing pretty grossly with his green button-down. Still, to his credit, he repeated his sentence. “You’re so cute,” he said quietly, slow enough this time that his words could be understood.</p>

<p>This time, it was Richie’s turn to go red. “Oh!” He smoothed out his sweater eagerly, fidgeting with his hands because he wasn’t really sure what to do with them. “Do you…do you really think that?”</p>

<p>“Yeah.” Eddie smiled up at him, sweet and genuine. “I like this look. I like it…um…I like it a lot.”</p>

<p>“Good,” Richie replied, touching his pulled-back hair gently in disbelief. “I mean, uh. Fuck. Thanks.”</p>

<p>Eddie giggled, and Bev could practically see Richie’s world start to change.</p>

<p>Richie didn’t make any big changes at first, but he did start wearing that sweater at least once a week, which reduced Eddie to a blushing mess every time.</p>

<p>Then, Richie started to pull his hair back out of his eyes. This led to a lot of Eddie zoning out during conversations, to the point where Bill wrote him a list of methods he could use to pay better attention and presented it to him in front of everybody. It was a mortifying moment for Eddie, but it had sent Richie’s ego into the stratosphere.</p>

<p>After that, Richie started carrying himself differently. He walked more deliberately, he smiled more genuinely - he even seemed to be reining in his vulgarity a little bit. </p>

<p>“Is he sick?” Stan asked Bev after the first week of Changed Richie, concern in his voice.</p>

<p>“I think he’s just happy,” Bev replied, smiling back at him. Stan’s eyebrows shot up to his hairline.</p>

<p>“Doesn’t sound like Richie.”</p>

<p>“And yet,” Bev said, gesturing to where Richie was laughing with Eddie a little further down the hallway. Richie’s arm was slung over Eddie’s shoulders, Eddie was grinning sappily up at him, and love was practically radiating off of the two of them in waves.</p>

<p>Stan watched them quietly for a moment. “How did you do it?” he finally asked.</p>

<p>“I didn’t do anything,” she told him honestly. “I just showed him a little bit of what I see - or more, of what Eddie sees, which I think ended up being the kicker.”</p>

<p>“Oh.” Stan considered that. “I know what you think, Bev - about me, that is - and I appreciate it, of course, it’s very kind, but….I’m having a hard time…”</p>

<p>Bev’s eyes widened in realization. “Stan. You need an Eddie.”</p>

<p>Stan shot her an exasperated look. “I don’t need an Eddie, Bev. I just…I don’t…”</p>

<p>“Everything all right over here?” Mike had spotted them, and was weaving through the between-class crowds to join them. Bev made to assure Mike that they were perfectly fine, just chatting, but before she got the opportunity, her eyes were drawn to Stanley’s ears.</p>

<p>They were bright red.</p>

<p>Stan noticed her looking, and sent her an uncharacteristically pleading look. She pantomimed zipping up her lips with her fingers…but mentally, she was already putting together a plan.</p>

<p>“We’re fine, Mike,” Stan said, folding his hands in front of him and looking down at his feet. “Thank you for asking.”</p>

<p>“If you’re sure,” Mike said carefully, and oh goodness, his cheeks and neck were red too.</p>

<p>Bev felt a rush of gratitude sweep through her - for her boys, her beautiful boys, and the opportunity that had just landed in her lap.</p>

<p>She’d have them all believing in themselves yet.</p>
Tags: more things from Bev's POV plz, thanks for mostly leaving the clown out, richie and eddie are too much
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9 &amp; 17 for the prompts!! :D :D :D
<p>hello lovely!!! this prompt has been a joy - thank you for checking in and specifying Stanlon. I’ve actually not written straight up Stanlon before, so I hope I did them justice - and tbh, Richie ended up commandeering the whole thing anyway. I really couldn’t stop him. so - bonus Reddie!!! </p>
<p>Anyways, if you like this fill even half as much as I like you, I’ll consider it a success.</p>
<p>so, here is<i> like a thief in the night</i>, baby’s first Stanlon ficlet &lt;3 with <a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175221525097/prompts-list">prompt 9 (”so you’ve started stealing my socks now”) and prompt 17 (”you owe me a cookie”)</a></p>
<p>and if you’d rather read it on Archive….<b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15077069/chapters/34985039">here you go :) </a></b></p>
<hr><p>It was rare that Mike Hanlon felt that he didn’t know what to do.<b><br/></b></p> <p><a href="https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/175356857727/9-17-for-the-prompts-d-d-d" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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181+179 w/reddie?
<p>“First one to make a noise loses.” &amp;“If you’re bored; Wanna have sex?”</p><p><b></b></p><p>Okay look this took a while because I started writing it one way and didn’t like it…so I redid it. And then it got long. Look, I’m powerless over here.</p><p>Rated M</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/35013386">Read here on AO3</a></p><p><b></b></p><p>	“First one to make a noise loses!” The chipper woman was explaining to everyone. She giggled. “And by loses I mean you won’t be eligible for any of our fabulous prizes!” She grinned at the group. “Okay, we’re starting the show now so everyone please stay quiet so you don’t ruin the experience for anyone else!” </p><p>	The lights dimmed and videos began to play on different sized screens. Some were the size of toasters while others covered an entire wall. The videos played on loops and showed things  like a fly crawling over someone’s eye, or a slowly spinning cow carcass. Eddie looked at Richie and mouthed ‘What the fuck?’ as he watched a pig being slowly turned on a spit.</p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>	Richie shrugged and put an arm around his boyfriend, leading them to another screen. They were at the opening of a new art installation that Mike’s new girlfriend, Jennifer, had helped create. Everyone liked her well enough but her art was definitely on the offbeat side. This was a commentary on how humans, as a society, treated animals. There were twenty rooms worth of commentary, Jennifer had proudly told them and Richie had to stifle a snort as a pained expression passed Bev’s face. </p><p>They also couldn’t speak in the gallery. It was one of the rules. They were supposed to experience it like the animals, which meant silently. Richie had asked if that meant he could bark or moo but Stan had glared at him, shaking his head. </p><p>Richie glanced at Stan, who looked nearly green as he watched a seal catch and eat a fish. Maybe now he regretted insisting that that all come and support Jennifer. Richie had tried to weasel out of it Stan had sternly told him that they were all going and that they would smile and be nice. He told Richie that this was part of being an adult, supporting their friends at art shows on Friday nights. </p><p>So, instead of watching movies in his sweatpants with his boyfriend, Richie had put on nice clothes and come to this strange converted gallery with minimal complaining. The only advantage of the evening so far was that Eddie was dressed up too, wearing his slacks that hugged his butt perfectly and an almost-too-tight gray top. He looked good. Really good. Richie kept watching him, thinking about pushing his hands under that shirt and running them over Eddie’s chest. </p><p>He shook his head, trying to focus. Richie hadn’t seen Eddie all week and he could think of a million things that he’d rather be doing than watching these videos, nearly all of them involving fewer clothes.</p><p>He glanced at Eddie, who was watching a video with a vaguely displeased expression. His nose was scrunched up and he was chewing on his bottom lip. It was really fucking adorable. Richie moved behind Eddie, pulling Eddie’s back to his chest and wrapping his arms around Eddie. He sighed, still getting used to the fact that he got to do this whenever he wanted. </p><p>They were still navigating the friends to dating world. The pair had been in different cities for college but had ended up in New York at Bev’s persistent insistence. Once they were in the same place again it had taken Richie very little time to realize that his feelings for Eddie, which he thought had disappeared, had just been lying dormant over the years. The first time he saw Eddie drunk and giggling Richie knew that he was still as in love with him as he had been at 16. </p><p>From there it had taken him another six months to tell that to Eddie. He was still proud of their first date, which had been him inviting all the losers to a movie night at his place then texting the others ‘NOT YOU’. Eddie had showed up and the two of them had spent the night laughing at old spy movies. </p><p>Eddie had fallen asleep before Richie could make his move. He had put Eddie in his bed and slept on the couch. The next morning, he had woken up to Eddie making them breakfast and had accidentally blurted out ‘I like you’ as he was handed a plate of waffles. Luckily Eddie had found it romantic and they had kissed. </p><p>That was nearly three months ago. Now they were here, in a new place that both really liked but didn’t quite know how to manage. Their friends were excited but starting a new relationship when you’re constantly scrutinized by the people who know you best isn’t easy. Stan had called him one morning, berating him for his Valentine’s day dinner choice of White Castle. And Bev had texted him to say that calling Eddie his cum prince at dinner wasn’t going to fly. </p><p>It was complicated.</p><p>But they were making it work. There were nights like tonight though, nights that had been on the calendar for weeks and were supposed to be all of them together, that Richie hated. He wanted to be alone with Eddie, sprawled out on their couch with Eddie laying next to him. And, yes, to have sex with him. He could admit that. Especially as he watched Eddie walk away, his ass swaying. If Richie didn’t know any better he would have thought that Eddie was doing it on purpose. </p><p>Eddie looked back at him and smile softly, having no idea that Richie was dreaming of pushing him against a wall and ripping off his clothes. Richie smiled back. </p><p>They walked around the gallery, and Richie kept looking for reasons to touch Eddie. He wanted to tell him how good he looked, how sexy he was but every time he leaned down someone from the gallery would shush him. He glared at them but Eddie would just kiss his cheek and put a finger to his lips. </p><p>After an hour Richie was bored out of his mind. And he was sure that Eddie could tell. He kept messing up Eddie’s collar, making him fix it. Or playing with his hair. Just generally being a pest. Eddie would fix it then continue to the next piece, never giving Richie the attention he wanted. </p><p>When Ben and Bev mouthed that they were leaving Richie looked hopefully at Eddie but he was watching a video of yogurt being made. At this point, Richie wanted to crawl out of his skin. All he could do was stare at Eddie’s ass and silently moan that his dick wasn’t in it.</p><p>He tried to remind himself that doing boring things was part of a relationship. And he didn’t want Eddie to think he was a horn dog. Even though Eddie had known him for years Richie was trying to put his best foot forward. He had been taking Eddie out on dates, trying to impress him. He needed Eddie to know that he was serious about this, that he was in this for real.</p><p>That he loved Eddie.</p><p>He hadn’t said it yet. The words felt too big and too soon. But they were true. When they were younger he told Eddie constantly but now that it mattered he couldn’t do it. He didn’t want Eddie to think it was another joke. He wanted it to be perfect. </p><p>So, instead of doing what he wanted he spent the night following Eddie, trying to watch the weird videos. </p><p>But he couldn’t help his hands. They kept finding new parts of Eddie to touch. They would squeeze his waist. Or a finger would run over his forearm. He even let himself reach into Eddie’s front pocket and take his chapstick, his fingers lingering longer than necessary. Eddie seemed unaffected by all of this, much to Richie’s frustration. </p><p>Until, another twenty minutes later, Eddie glanced around and, seemingly satisfied that they were alone, he pressed against Richie and brought his lips to Richie’s ear, “If you’re bored; Wanna have sex?”</p><p>Richie looked down at Eddie, feeling like he had just won the lottery. “Don’t kid a guy Eds.”</p><p>Eddie’s response was to arch against Richie, rubbing against him. Richie groaned slightly and Eddie smirked, putting finger to his lips. “We’ve got to be quiet.” He grabbed Richie’s hand and started to lead them through the gallery, eventually pausing in front of a door.  “I scouted this room out earlier.”  Eddie whispered as he looked around again then slipped in, pulling Richie with him.</p><p>The fact that Eddie had been thinking about this made it so much better. Richie squeezed his hand as he followed Eddie. </p><p>It was a small room, he assumed it had been a dark room at some point but now it only held a few tables and one bare bulb that Eddie turned on. </p><p>As soon as the door shut Eddie rushed into his arms, kissing him passionately, his hands in Richie’s hair, holding him close. Richie responded with equal fervor, picking Eddie up and putting him on a table. Eddie’s legs wrapped around him, forcing their hips together and grinding into him.</p><p>“Eds, fuck.” Richie said, already growing hard as he rubbed against his boyfriend, his hands squeezing Eddie’s hips. “This night just got so much better.” </p><p>“Remember, first one to make a noise loses.” Eddie said, pitching his voice to sound like the introducer but keeping it low. “We’ve got to be quiet, there’s a bunch of pretentious art people outside that door.” </p><p>“They’ll think our noises are part of the show. Like that goat slaughtering video.” Richie said, dropping his voice and attacking Eddie’s neck with his lips and teeth.</p><p>Eddie giggled, throwing his head back so Richie had better access. He moved down the column of Eddie’s neck, undoing a few buttons so he could kiss his collarbone. “Slaughtering the goat, is that what you want to call this?” </p><p>Richie ran his hands over Eddie’s thighs and hips, pulling him closer.  “I’ll call it whatever the fuck you want as long as I get to touch you. I’ve been wanting to all night.” </p><p>Eddie keened into Richie’s touch, untucking Richie’s shirt and fanning his hands over Richie’s bare skin. “I noticed.” Eddie’s voice was already hoarse, he paused, moaning quietly as Richie sucked a bruise into his skin. “It’s impossible to focus on anything else when you’re touching me.” </p><p>Richie drew back to grin at him, “Did you like that? I thought I was annoying you.” </p><p>Eddie shook his head, looking up at Richie. His eyes were dark and blown out.  He realized, to his delight, that Eddie was as turned on as him. He shook his head. “Never. I wanted to drag you back to my apartment as soon as I saw you all dressed up. But we had to stay, for Mike.” Eddie’s blunt nails ran over Richie’s back, pulling him closer again. “Purple is a great color on you.“ He said as he kissed Richie. </p><p>“Would have definitely preferred your version of the night.” Richie said, fingers undoing Eddie’s belt. Eddie’s lifted his hips so Richie could slide his pants off, letting them pool at his feet. Richie looked down at Eddie and captured his lips in another kiss, soaking in the feeling of Eddie’s lips against his, how their tongues curled around each other. </p><p>“God, you’re fucking gorgeous.” Richie told him, palming Eddie’s erection and watching his mouth drop open in a silent gasp. Richie could have watched Eddie’s expressions all night, his eyes were shut and he bit his lip, trying not to make a sound. </p><p>Richie started to stroke him, still watching Eddie’s face contort, until Eddie asked, “Richie, please, I want you to fuck me. Been wanting it all night.” </p><p>“God, Eds.” Richie said, growing harder at Eddie’s words. “Are you sure?” Eddie was usually okay with some PDA- cuddling, some making out in corners- but this was something else entirely. On the other side of the unlocked door were dozens of people.</p><p>“Yes,” Eddie replied, needy and insistent.  “Please, Richie. I brought lube, since you were out last time. Didn’t plan to use it here but,” Eddie shrugged and moved a hand to palm Richie, rubbing it over Richie’s crotch. “I’ll take it.”</p><p>That did it. Richie pulled Eddie’s pants off the rest of the way and dug for the lube, plus two condoms from his wallet. Eddie raised an eyebrow but Richie explained, “No mess for either of us.” </p><p>He smiled. “I taught you so well.” Richie kissed him again, loving how pleased Eddie looked. </p><p> “How do you want to do this?” Richie asked him, almost embarrassed by his eagerness. But then he looked at Eddie, who was smiling at him and looking sexy in his fitted shirt and nothing else, and knew that he wasn’t the only one. </p><p>Eddie pulled Richie forward into a kiss before jumping off the table and leaning over it, sticking his butt out. “Eds, I don’t know if I can be quiet like this.” Richie confessed, running a hand over Eddie’s ass and lightly slapping it. </p><p>Eddie turned to him and smiled. “I believe in you.” </p><p>He’s going to kill me, Richie thought to himself as he pulled his own pants off. He lubed up his fingers and pushed one into Eddie, watching as Eddie’s mouth fell open in another silent groan. He leaned over and kissed Eddie then pushed up his shirt, peppering his back and tailbone with more kisses. He worked to open Eddie up, letting his erection slid between Eddie’s cheeks and stifling a grunt. </p><p>He rolled the condom on Eddie, enjoying how Eddie thrust into his hand. “Ready Eds?” He whispered, waiting until he saw him nod to put his own condom on and push in, feeling the tight warmth of Eddie envelope him. Both bit back groans as Richie bottomed out. He waited a beat before grabbing Eddie’s hips and starting to piston in and out of him. Quiet strings of swear words fell out of Richie’s mouth. He didn’t dare speak them but he couldn’t stop his lips from moving. He could see Eddie’s face, sideways on the table, eyes closed and biting his bottom lip. </p><p>Richie grabbed Eddie’s erection and started stroking him in time with his thrusts, feeling Eddie grow in his hand as he continued. When he could feel that Eddie was close he leaned over and said, into Eddie’s ear. “Love you so much, love having you around me, so fucking hot and ready.” He paused, kissing Eddie, before adding, “Come for me baby.”</p><p>That was all it took. Richie felt Eddie’s body tense and he gasped audibly as he came, shaking slightly from his orgasm. Richie started to move faster, both hands on Eddie’s hips again, and he came shortly after, unable to stop one loud grunt from escaping. He pulled out of Eddie, turning him around to kiss him deeply. They stood for a beat, both coming down from their orgasms, then Richie pulled the condoms off and threw them away. </p><p>As they were starting to get dressed Eddie asked, “Did you really tell me you loved me for the first time when you were fucking me?” His voice was still quiet but Richie heard him perfectly.</p><p>His eyes grew wide and he felt his cheeks go red. “Shit, that wasn’t- I didn’t mean to say it.” He whispered back. </p><p>“At all or then?” Eddie asked, cocking his head. </p><p>Richie licked his lips, deciding to go for it. “Then. Definitely then. I’ve been thinking it for years Eds.” </p><p>Eddie looked up at him, a please grin taking over his face. “I love you too Richie. I can’t believe I get to finally say it.” They kissed again and until Eddie pulled back and looked around, wrinkling his nose. “I also can’t believe we had sex in somewhere so dirty.”</p><p>A quiet laugh escaped Richie’s mouth. “You’re just so persistent when you’re horny.” </p><p>Eddie hit his chest. “You’re no better.”</p><p>Richie nodded, pulling Eddie into a hug. “I’ve got this sexy, amazing new boyfriend. I’m always horny.” Eddie laughed and Richie added. “I love you Eds, so much.” </p><p>Eddie looked at him and Richie could have melted from the tenderness in his eyes. “Love you too.” He said softly. </p><p>Richie held him for a beat then couldn’t help himself. “Purple huh? That’s what gets you going?” </p><p>Eddie nodded. “Only on you though. Normally it makes people look like grapes. Let’s get the hell out of here.”</p><p>“And miss the fabulous prizes?” Eddie rolled his eyes and grabbed Richie’s hand, leading him back out and into the gallery. As they said a silent goodbye to Mike Richie decided that, sure, things were new and complicated right now but he got to figure it all out with his best friend that he was madly in love with. He could endure any number of terrible art shows as long as Eddie was next to him, scouting for hidden rooms. </p><p>Tag List: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mKgf_286QRR3zWuhaghhGiA">@earthskills</a></p>
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<p>“Shut up and kiss me already.” <br/></p><p><b></b>Well Anon, <b></b>did you want some pining Richie? Maybe some angst? Because that’s what I’ve got for you. </p><p>Rated something between G &amp; T</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/34820921">Read here on AO3 </a></p><p><b></b></p><p>Richie Tozier knew lots of things. He knew the square root of 169. He knew how to whistle with a blade of grass. He knew when World War two started and why. And he knew that how the feelings he had for best friend were wrong. </p><p>	In middle school he knew it because boys weren’t supposed to feel that way about other boys. Then, he thought that it was wrong for him to want to kiss Eddie like Cory and Topanga kissed on that stupid show that Eddie loved. No one ever said that to him but it was obvious from the graffiti sprayed under the bridge and from how Henry would push Eddie over, the word ‘fag’ on his lips. Richie knew, he understood, that it was wrong. The town of Derry delivered that message loud and clear and Richie tried to listen, he really did. </p><p>	But Richie was a stubborn kid and knowing that it was wrong didn’t stop him. It didn’t stop him from wanting to pinch Eddie’s cheeks and call him cute, even when he started getting beat up for it. Richie tried to push down his feelings but they kept bubbling up. On movie nights he would lay his head on Eddie’s lap, or he’d playfully dunk him in the water at the Barrens while his mind screamed ‘wrong wrong WRONG’. He ignored it. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>By the time they started high school he knew that that the feelings he had for boys- and girls- weren’t wrong, that it was Derry that was wrong, Derry was broken. Eddie came out to all of them in 9th grade, a sobbing mess because he was worried they’d reject him, force him out of the small friend group. It was the the exact opposite. Richie watched as his friends gathered Eddie in a big hug and Bev promised to help him find boys. Richie had hung back from the hug, marvelling in the news, until Ben pulled him over, telling him that they would always accept each other, no matter what. Ben may have been smarter than Richie gave him credit for. </p><p>	 Richie understood then that his general feelings weren’t wrong. It was his specific ones for Eddie that were. </p><p>	Eddie, who was so much stronger than he knew. Eddie, who told his mom off- first about his pills and then when she tried to send him to conversion camp. Eddie, who stood up to Henry - and gotten the shit beat out of him as a result. Eddie, who left his window unlocked for Richie to crawl through at all hours of the night and who always listened to his fears, telling him that it would be okay, that they could get through anything together. </p><p>At 16 Richie had known that he was irreconcilably in love with his angry, stubborn best friend and he promised himself that he would never tell Eddie. Because there was too much at stake. He could lose all of his friends, he could lose his best friend, over something like this. Over these wrong feelings. So Richie pushed the feelings down and never told Eddie, or anyone else, about them. He dealt with them the only way he could, by ignoring them. </p><p>Time went on and he and Eddie dated other people. He dealt with the pain and hurt he felt whenever Eddie went out of another guy and he was there to pick up the pieces. He spent many nights talking to Eddie until two or three in the morning about why dating was so hard, why Eddie’s relationships never worked. Richie kept his touching as friendly as possible, though he couldn’t deny himself the occasional cheek kiss, which never failed to make Eddie blush. He stopped calling Eddie cute, though it still slipped out sometimes, because he was. Eddie was cute and sexy and gorgeous and Richie would never tell him any of those things. </p><p>When Eddie asked to get an off campus apartment with him junior year of college Richie agreed with only moderate hesitation. How bad could it be? He reasoned. He had already been harboring this crush for nearly a decade, he could handle it. </p><p>	What he didn’t factor into his considerations was Eddie getting a boyfriend. An amazing one. Eddie met Carlos at a coffee shop when their orders were accidentally swapped and Carlos immediately saw what a catch Eddie was- that night, when Eddie was telling Richie about it he had resisted grumbling that he had known that fact for years. Carlos asked Eddie on a date for that night, and that date turned into another then another and soon, much sooner than Richie wanted, Carlos was invited over for movie nights and Richie had to see him on Sunday mornings, making coffee for Eddie and bringing it to him in bed. </p><p>	Eddie was happy. Richie got to see him smiling up at Carlos, leaning into him when they walked, kissing him quickly when he thought no one was looking. He thought his heart would burst with jealousy the first time he heard Eddie whisper that he loved Carlos, when Eddie thought no one else could hear. </p><p>	Richie pushed down the thoughts that it was supposed to be him, that he was supposed to be kissing and holding Eddie. Because he knew he wasn’t supposed to feel like this, his feelings were wrong he reminded himself over and over. It wasn’t even that he had lost his chance, he never had one to start with. </p><p>To deal with these feelings Richie went on dates that didn’t matter with people whose names he forgot. And he threw himself into his work. He developed his comedy routine, he got his own on air show that wasn’t at 2am on a Thursday. He started looking for other apartments, knowing that Eddie and Carlos would be moving in together soon, it was inevitable. He dealt with it. </p><p>	At least, until he came back to the apartment one night and found Eddie crying on their couch. He had a bottle of scotch in front of him and was pouring it into a bowl of ice cream. It was one of Eddie’s patented feel better cures. But it didn’t seem to be helping. Richie could see that he was a mess, huddled under a blanket and watching some shitty romantic comedy.  He must have been crying for a while, there were tissues balled up around him and his eyes were red rimmed and bloodshot.  All signs that Eddie was miserable. </p><p>	“Eds, what’s wrong?” Richie dropped his bag and rushed over to him, sitting next to him on the couch. He didn’t touch him. He knew that was off limits now. Eddie wasn’t his to touch or hold. </p><p>	Bur Eddie didn’t know that, or didn’t care. He put down his bowl and flung himself into Richie’s arms, weeping quietly on his shoulder.  Richie’s arms wrapped around him, holding Eddie close. Eddie was nearly on his lap and, despite the terrible circumstances, Richie couldn’t help but think how much he had missed this. He missed Eddie’s familiar weight on him, how it felt to hold him, how he curled into Richie. </p><p>	Eddie didn’t speak so Richie just held him, letting Eddie cry and whimper into his shirt. Richie ran his hand slowly up and down Eddie’s back, whispering comforting words to his friend. He ran through a list of possibilities for what happened- Eddie’s mom being hurt, Eddie lost his job, something happened with Carlos. He assumed it wasn’t something with the losers because he would have heard about it. </p><p>	Eventually, Eddie looked up at Richie. His cheeks were tearstained and all of him was flush. Richie used a thumb to wipe away the tears that were still there and Eddie gave him a weak smile before finally speaking.  “I’m sorry Richie, I’m a mess.” His voice small and ashamed. He looked exhausted and Richie wondered how long he had been crying before he had come home. </p><p>	Richie frowned. “Eds, you never need to apologize. What happened?” He hand cradled Eddie’s cheek, wanting him to feel safe. </p><p>	Eddie’s eyes flicked back down and, quietly, he said, “Carlos…” </p><p>	Richie waited a beat before speaking. “Did he hurt you? Eddie, what happened?” Richie was trying not to panic but a quiet Eddie meant something was really wrong. Eddie was usually angry first, a small ball of fire and annoyance. If he was sad, if he was crying, it meant that something terrible had happened. This Eddie was practically curled in on himself, it was like he was trying to disappear. </p><p>“I swear Eds if he laid a hand on you…” Richie felt himself getting angry at the scenario that appeared in his head. Carlos raising a hand to his Eddie, striking him. </p><p>	“No!” Eddie’s eyes flew back up and he shook his head violently. “No nothing like that!” His anger dissipated and he was worried again. </p><p>	Richie’s thumb went under Eddie’s chin, trying to keep him from looking away again. “Then what?” He asked softly.</p><p>	 “He broke up with me.” </p><p>	This was surprising. “What? Why?” They had seemed so happy, Richie had been convinced that he would be standing at an altar as a groomsman within a year. </p><p>	Eddie shook his head, not wanting to answer. “Did he cheat on you?” Richie asked, trying to think of reasons. Another head shake. “Did you cheat on him?” This seemed less likely but Richie was desperate. </p><p>	“No!” Eddie said, looking aghast that Richie had even suggested it. “I would never!” A fresh wave of tears started and Eddie buried his head in Richie’s shoulder. </p><p>	“I know, I know. I’m sorry.” Richie said, drawing circles on his back. He waited for a few minutes, trying to think of other reasons. They had been happy, Richie could tell that it was real happiness not one that disappeared when they were alone. That made the suddenness of the break up even more confusing. </p><p> “Did he ask you to move to Mississippi or some other hell hole?” He was pleased that he got a quick laugh out of Eddie. </p><p>	“No.” Eddie’s voice was muffled and Richie more felt the words against his chest than heard them. He said something else that Richie couldn’t make it out.</p><p>	Gently, Richie said, “Eds, I can’t hear you, you’re talking to my t-shirt.” </p><p>	Eddie looked up at him, clearly hesitant to repeat it. His eyes focused on Richie as he bit his bottom lip. Despite the circumstances a part of Richie wanted to kiss him. It wasn’t a different feeling, Richie always wanted to kiss him but now, having him so close and so sad, Richie wanted to fix it. With his lips. </p><p>	No, he reminded himself. Those feelings weren’t for him to have. And Eddie needed a friend, not to be kissed by his best friend. </p><p>	“He told me, he said-” Eddie started, then stopped again, dropping his eyes. He seemed to realize for the first time that he was in Richie’s lap. Richie’s hands moved to his waist, refusing to let him move until he finished. </p><p>	“What Eds?”</p><p>	“He told me that I was in love with someone else. And that he couldn’t be with me. He said he tried, he tried to ignore it and deal with it but he couldn’t be with me when I clearly wanted to be with another person.”  The words tumbled out, blending into each other. It took Richie a minute to be sure he had heard them correctly. </p><p>	Then Richie felt hot, the heat spread from his hair down to his toes. He wanted to ask about sixteen questions at once. But he settled on one to start. </p><p>	“Is it true?” He asked, quietly. “Is he right?” </p><p>	Eddie bit his lip again and nodded, his hands playing with the hem of his shirt. “It’s true. I didn’t, I didn’t want it to be true but when Carlos said it, I knew it was. I knew he was right.” </p><p>Richie couldn’t speak, he couldn’t ask the next question, the one that really mattered.. Eddie was looking at him, waiting for him to say something. It felt like so much was riding on Richie’s next words and he couldn’t get them out. A lump was in his throat as his brain worked a mile a minute, trying to process all of this. Eddie was in love with someone else. And it was obvious, at least to Carlos. </p><p>	Finally he swallowed and asked, “Who Eds? Who are you in love with?” His voice was shaky and his heart was beating so loudly that Richie thought it was remarkable that Eddie could hear him over it. </p><p>	Eddie made a noise that was something between a cough and a scoff. “Fuck Richie, isn’t it obvious?” He asked, his voice desperate. Richie shook his head. No it wasn’t obvious. Eddie was in love with Carlos. Richie had been there to witness them falling in love, to watch all their little moments that added up to big ones. He had never questioned them, never had a reason to. </p><p>	Eddie’s eyes searched Richie’s face before falling again. “If it’s not obvious then-” He gave a small shrug, untangling himself from Richie and standing. He looked at Richie once more. “If it’s not obvious then I can’t tell you. Because, for me, it’s been obvious since I was fifteen and realized I was gay. I tried so hard to hide it but clearly other people saw, they notice. But,” His voice caught. “But if it’s not obvious to you then I can’t tell you.” </p><p>	Eddie padded away, leaving Richie on the couch. He took a few deep breaths before standing up to pace, trying to make sure he had drawn the right conclusions, that Eddie was saying what Richie thought he was saying. That Eddie had wrong feelings too. That both of them were obvious idiots. The more he thought about it the more he realized it was the only conclusion. </p><p>Richie kept pacing even after he realized that because he didn’t want to fuck this up. He had fucked up so many things in his life but this? This needed to be perfect. He thought about changing, was this the outfit he wanted to profess his feelings in? Maybe showering? He didn’t want his first kiss with Eddie to smell like a subway ride. He kept thinking about all the things he should do before knocking on that door. </p><p>	And then he realized that it would never be perfect. It couldn’t be. Humans were messy and complicated, just like love. But Richie wanted that mess, he wanted to be confused and to figure it out with Eddie. Because, fuck, his feelings weren’t as wrong as he had thought and he didn’t want to deny them any longer. Hopefully Eddie felt the same. </p><p>	He went to Eddie’s door, knocking quietly. He was nervous, he couldn’t stop fidgeting. “Eds?” He asked, his voice cracking. He frowned at the betrayal.  It hadn’t done that in years. </p><p>	“Go away.” Eddie’s voice called, muffled. Richie thought he he was curled under his blankets. </p><p>	“Can I come in?” </p><p>	“No.” A petulant voice replied.</p><p>	Richie let his head bang against the door. Eddie was nothing if not stubborn. Their doors didn’t lock, he could just walk in but he wouldn’t. He wanted Eddie to come to him because he wanted to, not because Richie forced him to talk. </p><p>	So he needed to convince Eddie that opening the door was a good idea. </p><p>	“Eds,” He started, trying to keep his voice even. “I’m sorry. It wasn’t obvious, not to me. It’s never been obvious to me. Because well, I was too in love with you to see past my own feelings. I’ve been trying to hide how I felt for so long I never considered the possibility that you were doing the same thing. I’ve been so focused on keeping everything contained so you couldn’t tell that I never even thought, it never crossed my mind-” He paused, trying to find the right words. “Well I didn’t, I don’t know-” he paused again as the door was pulled open. Eddie was on the other side, looking rough but also determined. </p><p>	Richie tried to keep talking, not wanting Eddie to close the door. “Eds, I want you to know, please-”</p><p>	Eddie interrupted. “Richie, shut up and kiss me already.” Richie didn’t need to be told twice. </p><p>	And hell if it wasn’t perfect. </p><p>Tag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEv4oCAAzu2WlCRoQZ4AzAg">@j0ys</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p>
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<p>When Richie first heard the words come out of Bill’s mouth, he thought they were a joke.</p><p><i>“If you go <g class="gr_ gr_146 gr-alert gr_spell gr_inline_cards gr_run_anim ContextualSpelling ins-del multiReplace" id="146" data-gr-id="146">sev</g>-seven days with-without <g class="gr_ gr_147 gr-alert gr_spell gr_inline_cards gr_run_anim ContextualSpelling ins-del multiReplace" id="147" data-gr-id="147">tou</g>-touching Eddie, I’ll gi-give you $40.”</i></p><p>He really thought it was a fucking joke - because it was Bill. Bill and Richie did stupid things all the time; they made stupid bets, they stayed up until their eyes were red and their noses were running - until it felt like they were sick instead. Hell, they smelt each other’s underwear’s, for fucks sakes.</p><p>So, when Richie is sitting next to Eddie on the bench and unconsciously reaches for Eddie’s hand, Richie really doesn’t expect Bill to slap his hand away and give him a pointed look.</p><p>“Bill, what the fuck.”</p><p>“$40, <g class="gr_ gr_139 gr-alert gr_spell gr_inline_cards gr_run_anim ContextualSpelling ins-del multiReplace" id="139" data-gr-id="139">trashmouth</g>.”</p><p>“You’re fucking kidding me,” Richie said, getting another pointed look in return, he figured that’s all he was going to get from Bill, “fucking fine,” Richie murmured out, moving away from Eddie.</p><p>And if Eddie did notice anything, he didn’t say anything to show it.</p><p>And it wasn’t as if Richie needed the money, per se. But $40 wouldn’t really hurt, especially since Richie really was running out at the moment, considering he spent it on candy and a few new comics that had recently come out.</p><p>Plus, it was easy bucks, how hard could it be to not touch Eddie?</p><p>Richie really should have known he was going to be wrong because, on the second day, he realized how easy it was to touch Eddie; because now, when he knew he couldn’t, it felt like a physical itch.</p><p>An itch right under his shoulders, mid back, somewhere he couldn’t reach, but could feel so clearly - it frustrated him to no end.</p><p>So, when Eddie moved to grab Richie’s hand so he can pull himself up from where he was sitting on the floor, Richie had to move away, pretend he didn’t see the confusion written on Eddie’s face and walk away before he got questioned.</p><p>And it got to a point that Richie had to avoid Eddie that same day, because wherever Richie went, Eddie was there.</p><p>It made sense though, as to why. They were <i><g class="gr_ gr_144 gr-alert gr_spell gr_inline_cards gr_run_anim ContextualSpelling ins-del multiReplace" id="144" data-gr-id="144">RichieandEddie</g></i>, not Richie and Eddie. They were together, attached at the hip.</p><p>So, since Bill came up with this stupid fucking bet, Richie felt as if he lost a limb. Something he needed, but couldn’t possibly get.</p><p>He figured he was being dramatic. Especially when Stan mentioned it on the third day as Richie was getting a hot dog and Stan was getting his popcorn.</p><p>“Eddie’s hurt.”</p><p>“Oh,” Richie questioned. He felt like a dick. Didn’t know why though, it was all Bill’s fault.</p><p>“Yeah, he doesn’t understand why you’re being distant.”</p><p>“Gotta blame Billy Boy for that one, Stanley,” Richie said, placing the hot dog into his mouth and taking a bite.</p><p>Stan grimaced, “you two are fucking dumbasses. Just tell him it’s a stupid bet.”</p><p>Richie snorted, “hey, Eddie, just wanted to let you know I can’t touch you for the next four days because I have a bet with Bill,” Richie said, swallowing the bite of his hot dog, “oh, why you ask? Because Bill the man doesn’t believe I can go a day without touching you! Thinks I bust a nut at the thought of you.”</p><p>“You do, though.”</p><p>Richie groaned, “shut up, asshole.”</p><p>Stan shrugged, and that was the end of the discussion.</p><p>Richie figured it could have gone worse.</p><p>Richie really should have figured out that it could have gone worse, because when Eddie comes right up to him on the seventh day and demands to talk to him, Richie doesn’t really know what to say, besides make a stupid joke in return.</p><p>And if Eddie’s ears turn a bit pink at the joke, and his mouth turns up into a grimace slash smile, Richie figured the talk wouldn’t be too bad.</p><p>But he was wrong. Especially when Eddie is sitting next to him, their shoulders touching, not saying anything - Richie realizes that he lost the best.</p><p>“Fuck,” Richie murmured, not looking at Eddie, his eyes straight at the ground.</p><p>Eddie snorted, “care to explain why you’ve been avoiding me like the plague, you asshole?” Eddie said, pulling Richie out of one’s thoughts.</p><p>Richie’s eyes slowly widened, but he instead of saying something, he shrugged, “figured I needed less of the Spaghetti for a while. You’re awfully clingy.”</p><p>Eddie frowned, “Rich, can you just tell me the fucking truth?”</p><p>Richie smiled, “about what? I’ll tell you whatever you want to know, you ask so sweetly, darling.”</p><p>“Sometimes, I just wanna punch you.”</p><p>“God, such sweet talk,” Richie exclaimed while moving towards Eddie and swinging his arm around his shoulder. He figured he lost the bet. Might as well touch Eddie now. He needed to - felt like an ache.</p><p>“So, what was it this time? Needed time to wank? Demons in that mind of yours? Got in trouble with that mouth of yours?”</p><p>Richie shrugged, “nothing Eds, just a stupid fucking bet.”</p><p>“And what was it?” Eddie asked, picking up Richie’s hand and playing with his fingers. He missed the rough skin, the callouses, and pale strike against his own tan.</p><p>Richie sighed, his heart picking up a little bit, his eyes drawn to the curve of Eddie’s wrist, “that I couldn’t go without touching you for seven days because you’re my kink. You make me wet, spaghetti.”</p><p>Eddie softly chuckled, “oh, am I?” He asked, sarcasm dripping into his tone, “figured Stan yelling at you got you going.”</p><p>“Nah, only you Eds.”</p><p>Eddie snorted, “you’re a fucking dumbass.”</p><p>“Yeah, I know,” Richie said, a smile tugging at his lips, his fingers tightening around Eddie’s own.</p><p>“Did you win the fucking bet, though?” Eddie asked, rolling his eyes, “you ignored me a fucking week, I better get something out of this.”</p><p>“Never knew you would get clingy, Eds, damn,” Richie said, laughing as Eddie smacked him on the arm, “and no, you couldn’t keep your grubby paws off today, pretty sure I fucking lost.”</p><p>“Damn,” Eddie whistled out, “we really fucking suck, huh,” He asked, looking at Richie, a laugh trying to escape his throat.</p><p>“We are called The Losers Club, Eds, I think sucking is implied in the name,” Richie said, his lips pulled into a full-blown smile, a laughter escaping his throat.</p><p>Eddie laughed in return.</p><p>Richie made him breathe - and in a sense, made him feel alive too.</p><p>So, when Richie continued laughing, his lips pulled into a smile, his throat arched up, his eyes closed behind his glasses, and his teeth almost pressed right against his lips - his hands soft, warm, and tight around Eddie’s - Eddie pulled Richie right into his side, grabbed the back of his neck, and kissed him.</p><p>It felt warm, it felt wet - it felt incredibly like Richie; <i>and Eddie loved every bit of it.</i></p>
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Thank you for being you.
<p>I tried to be Batman, but I wasn’t very good at it. And it hurt my knees. So I’m being the best me I can be.</p>
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180 for the prompts?
<p>Welp, this got real dirty real fast!</p>
<p><b>Reddie / IT fandom</b></p>
<p><b>NSFW</b></p>
<p><b>PROMPT: #180 - “You have no idea what you do to me.”</b></p>
<p><i>Dialogue-only fic; Richie and Eddie are at college on separate coasts but talk to each other over the phone almost every night.</i><br/></p>
<hr><p><b></b></p>
<p>R: Yellow?</p>
<p>E: Hey, Rich.</p>
<p>R: Aah!  Waiter, can I get a glass of red wine to go with this big beautiful bowl of spaghetti?</p>
<p>E: (laughing) You’re such a fucking idiot.</p>
<p>R: Aw.  I’ve missed your laugh.</p>
<p>E: Richie, we talk almost every night.  </p>
<p>R: Doesn’t mean I can’t miss you betwixt talks. </p>
<p>E: How are you?</p>
<p>R: I’m good.  Just got back from dinner.  Mac and cheese bar.  I wish I had a purse; I would have smuggled some up to my room.  How was <i>your</i> day, Eds?</p>
<p>E: Long.  Hard.</p>
<p>R: Tell me how long and hard it was.  Was it veiny?</p>
<p>E: I’m gonna hang up.</p> <p><a href="http://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/175123820189/180-for-the-prompts" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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I keep thinking about Eddie being able to cum untouched. Like on command. He and Rich will be fucking slow and soft, and after Richie cums, Eddie is breathing hard and you watch his hips tense and his abdomen tense, and his hips jerk a little bit, and then he cums. Not touched at all. He can do it on command too-
<p>I accidentally wrote a little bit of nsfw.  It isn’t much, but I was in the moment.  </p> <p><a href="http://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/174138011278/i-keep-thinking-about-eddie-being-able-to-cum" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Ooh, if you feel like it with the writing prompts Reddie with 187 &amp; 194 maybe?
<p>Hi honey!  Haven’t heard from you in a while!  Thanks for sending this to me and I hope you are well! </p>
<p><b>187.)  Already? Do I really have that much of an effect on you?<br/>194.)  Good boy.   - from <a href="http://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/175017622263/nearly-200-writing-prompts-feel-free-to-reblog">this </a>list.  </b></p>
<p><b>Word count: 3.4K </b>- not sure how that happened.  </p>
<p>Not up to my usual standards but hey! I wrote something.  Yay!  </p>
<p> *nsfw under the cut* </p>
<p> _______________</p>
<p>It happens on a day that isn’t special in any way, but it becomes one of the most important days of Eddie’s life.  </p>
<p>See, this thing, this <i>Eddie and Richie </i>thing, has been building for so damn long that Eddie isn’t even sure when it all started to change from cute but terrifying, to ridiculous and painful.  In high school, after the clown and the nightmares and Bill and Bev moving away, Richie started drifting closer in every way a person can.  Afternoons sweating out at the arcade as Richie desperately tried to top his last score turned into evenings spent in Eddie’s room, shoulder to shoulder on the ground up against the side of the bed, talking or reading or musing over some movie Eddie slapped on for some background noise.  Nights studying together in Richie’s living room melted into even later nights out on the front porch together, looking up at the stars and spilling their deepest dreams and desires to only one another.  No one else.  Never.  </p> <p><a href="http://reddiepop.tumblr.com/post/175101907568/ooh-if-you-feel-like-it-with-the-writing-prompts" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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reddie for the nsfw power hour thing, richie and eddie are friends, richie finds out that eddie is insecure about his thicc thighs and cute soft tummy so he tries to make eddie feel better about his hang ups, that he&rsquo;s cute no matter what, and maybe, for some reason, he starts blowing raspberries all over eddie, focusing on the tum &amp; thighs, which turn into kisses and it gets hot and heavy?? 👀
<p>hgdkjghjhag oof my god beth you’re killing me with this</p>
<p>nsfw below the cut!</p> <p><a href="http://onlyreddie.tumblr.com/post/175082157864/reddie-for-the-nsfw-power-hour-thing-richie-and" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Submission: Vampire Richie falls in love with human Eddie and has to break it to his forever bestfriend that he&#039;s a vampire. (This is my first submission, I don&#039;t know how to do these, sorry)
<p><i><b>sdjhfkjk i am so so so sorry, i received this like two months ago, but i wasn’t hit with inspo until last week. hopefully this makes up for the long wait, since it’s really fluffy :)))</b></i></p>
<p><i><b>also, REQUESTS ARE STILL CLOSED. i wanna answer the ones i already  have in my inbox before taking on more, ‘cause there are a couple that i think i can work with for now.</b></i></p>
<hr><p>For someone who was dead, Richie sure felt a lot. He could feel the wind in his hair, the sun against his skin, the music in his ears. He could feel enchantment and happiness.</p>
<p>He could feel love.</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-trashgetti.tumblr.com/post/175053578335/submission-vampire-richie-falls-in-love-with" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hi love just stopping by to say I love your writing and ask if I could be added to your forever taglist? perma? be tagged.. in everything you write please? cause I love it,? thank YOu
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not only do you write amazing reddie stories but you also recommend the best ones!  i&rsquo;m reading this safe place now and loving it
<p>awww, thank you, and I’m stoked you like it! <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> has so many great stories, but another personal fave is <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14315013/chapters/33030486">Partners in Crim </a> </p>
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<p>Hey Anon! Thank you!! I’ve got a NSFW prompt under this cut!</p><p>Rated E? M? </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/34724288">Read here on AO3 </a></p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>“Richhhiiee,” Eddie moaned, throwing his head back as Richie sucked on a spot on his neck, creating a dark bruise that Eddie would have to hide tomorrow. Eddie ground against Richie, trying to create some friction, to do anything, but it was impossible. The angle was all wrong and they were wearing too many clothes and all of it was frustrating him. “Fuck, I want, fuck.” Eddie said, his hands in Richie’s hair as he tried to pulse down on Richie. </p><p>	“What baby?” Richie asked, pulling away from Eddie’s neck. He ran a thumb along the newly formed mark, making Eddie shudder. </p><p>	“It’s not enough.” He complained. “I want you.” Eddie was pouting he knew it. But he was horny and frustrated. They were home for the week and staying with Richie’s family, which meant no privacy. They had gone to the movies just to get away from Richie’s younger sister, who kept asking them when they were getting married, and his mom who asked the same question but with slightly more subtlety. Eddie loved Richie’s family dearly but his mom’s open door policy and insistence that Eddie sleep in the den while Richie stay in his bedroom was driving both of them crazy. Richie even joked that it was worth getting married just to stay in the same room and, at this point, Eddie was having a hard time arguing with him. </p><p>	While driving home from the movies Richie’s hand had found it’s way to Eddie’s thigh, his fingers working their way under Eddie’s shorts and slowly inching up. Eddie knew that he should have stopped him, especially since he was driving, but he found himself biting his bottom lip and spreading his legs. He had been a panting mess before he finally pulled over and insisted that they get in the back seat. So now Richie was sitting on the seat with Eddie on top of him, the windows fogging up and both desperate for more. </p><p>	“Car sex looks so much more easier in the movies.” Eddie said, leaning back and crossing his arms. “How the fuck does anyone get off in such a small space?” He pushed out his bottom lip, cranky. Richie leaned in and grabbed it with his teeth, nibbling on it until Eddie moaned again.</p><p> “Fuck, Richie,” His hands moved under Richie’s shirt, which was soaked with sweat. It was a hot day and all their fervoured movements only made the space hotter. Richie had cracked the windows but Eddie wouldn’t let him lower them too much, too worried about someone seeing.  He leaned in, whispering low in Richie’s ear, “I want you. Please. I want your hands on me. I want you to open me up and to feel you in me.” Now Richie groaned, trying to pull Eddie’s hips closer to his. “Let’s check into a hotel for a few hours.” </p><p>	“Eds, You hate hotels.” Richie said, pulling off Eddie’s shirt up and throwing it to the front seat. He latched his mouth to one of Eddie’s nipples. As he sucked and Eddie bucked into him, his nails scraping Richie’s chest. Eddie remembered when he discovered that Richie’s mouth was good for things other than ‘your mom’ jokes. It was early in their relationship and the first time they had done anything more than making out. Richie had been kissing Eddie’s chest and had done this, his tongue pressing against Eddie’s nipple until it was hard. Eddie had nearly come from it, much to his embarrassment and Richie’s delight. </p><p>	“I knowww,” Eddie could barely get the words out as Richie’s tongue swirled and flicked before moving to his other nipple.  “But I’ll make an exception. We can put a plastic sheet down or something.”</p><p>	“Sexy.” Richie looked up at him, pulling Eddie down for a searing kiss, his tongue licking Eddie’s mouth. He pulled back and asked, “Do you trust me?” </p><p>	Eddie nodded, “Always.”</p><p>	“Lean against the door.” Richie told him. Eddie compiled, sliding off Richie and sitting with his back to the car door, his legs over Richie’s lap. </p><p>	Richie’s hands slid over Eddie’s legs, palming his erection. Eddie groaned. “What are you doing?” He asked, arching into the contact.</p><p>	Richie’s long fingers unbottoned his shorts, his other hand still cupping Eddie. “Well Eds, I don’t think I can fold myself up well enough to fuck you, but I can still make you feel good.” With a fluid motion he pulled Eddie’s shorts and underwear off, leaving him exposed. </p><p>	Eddie was about to ask again what Richie was doing when, without warning, he leaned down and deepthroated him. “Fuck!” Eddie cried out, his hand shooting to the roof of the car to brace himself. He felt his erection hit the back of Richie’s throat and groaned loudly, unable to stop the noises he was making. </p><p>	Richie looked up at him and winked, clearly pleased with the reaction. He started bobbing his head slowly, coming up until he had only Eddie’s head in his mouth and then going down again at a glacial pace. Eddie whimpered and tried not to thrust into Richie’s mouth. He knew Richie couldn’t be comfortable, half folded over Eddie and pressed into the car seat. </p><p>	Richie continued with his slow pace and Eddie couldn’t do anything. He couldn’t even reach Richie to touch him, given his angle. It was just a new type of frustrating. Richie’s mouth on him only made him hornier. “Richie, please,” He whined. “I need more.”</p><p>	Richie removed his lips with a wet pop and nodded. “Eddie, darling, I would like nothing more than to do that.” He took one of Eddie’s legs and brought it over him, so Richie was between his legs. “Move lower, baby.” Richie told him as he moved to the floor, half kneeling on it, his face almost even with Eddie’s erection. Eddie scooted down, almost lying on the seat with Richie still between his legs. It looked uncomfortable as hell and Eddie was about to say that when Richie used his hands to spread Eddie’s ass cheeks and pressed his tongue to Eddie’s hole. </p><p>	Now Eddie moaned in earnest, his hands gripping the headrest tightly. “Fuck,” He cried as Richie did it again, another small lick that made Eddie’s whole body shudder. “Richie, god, yes.” He said, words falling from his lips. Usually Richie was the vocal one in the bedroom but he loved it when Eddie talked. He was more than happy to give Richie what he wanted, unable to stop the words from pouring out of his mouth. Richie started moving in earnest now, his tongue flicking over Eddie’s sensitive hole. Eddie moved a leg so it was braced against the front seat, trying to open himself up for Richie. Richie’s other hand was on Eddie’s erection, moving slowly up and down. Eddie couldn’t stop talking, telling Richie how amazing his long tongue felt, how close he was, how much he loved Richie. Richie hummed against him, alternating between pressing flat against him and lapping.  </p><p>	“Richie!” Eddie tensed and cried out as he came, shooting over Richie’s hand and his stomach. He was panting, the temperature inside the car had risen several degrees and he could feel that his sweat had stuck him to the backseat. Richie smiled up at him as Eddie caught his breath.</p><p>	“I guess I can fold myself more than I thought.” Richie said, clearly pleased with himself. “Good thing you were driving and the seat was moved up.” He leaned over and kissed Eddie’s cheek. </p><p>	Eddie could only nod, catching his breath. When he could speak again he asked, “What about you?” Richie still had a clear tent in his pants. </p><p>	Richie grinned at him, his hand on Eddie’s bare chest. “Oh, as soon as you’re ready I’m going to take you up on that hotel offer.” He looked down at Eddie, licking his lips in a way that made Eddie want an immediate repeat performance.  Richie continued, his voice husky. “After all those noises I can only think about having you on top of me, riding me.” </p><p>	Eddie bit his bottom lip, scrambling to sit up, “Let’s fucking go.” </p><p>Tag: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p>
Tags: posting this under EXTREME peer pressure, jk, mostly, reddie, car sex, Im still working on the other prompts, promise, tinyarmedtwrites
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11 &amp; 3 from the sappy prompts list please (with reddie)????
<p><i>Ahh thank you!! I really was in the mood to write some sappy stuff so have pining, drunk Eddie and very much in love Richie!!! &lt;3</i></p>
<p><i><b></b></i></p>
<p><b>11.</b><i> “I thought you didn’t want me.”</i></p>
<p><b>3.</b><i> “It’s always been you”</i></p>
<hr><p>It was the evening of November 3rd, Eddie’s 21st birthday, and thanks to not only Richie but the rest of the losers, they were standing at the bar of a prestigious club in Uptown New York waiting for their drinks. As the last of the losers club to turn of age, there was definitely nothing that Eddie could say to get him out of having the night out with his friends to celebrate.<br/></p>
<p>First, at Eddie’s request, they had gone out for a meal. It was to one of his favourite restaurants and as always, they had an amazing time. Yet, they couldn’t sit at the table forever, much to Eddie’s chagrin, so here he was, tipping back shot after shot as his friends looked on. </p>
<p>The music was loud, thumping in his ears, yet the more he drank, the more the music faded into the background. His body was thrumming, both from the alcohol and from the vibrations of the speakers. The dance floor was filled with people, bodies moving to the rhythm of the music. If Eddie were brave enough, he would have sat his drink to the side and moved to join them, yet instead he lifted the glass of vodka and coke to his lips and took a sip. </p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/174953139228/11-3-from-the-sappy-prompts-list-please-with" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
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57 and 48 for the prompts :))
<p>Hi! What pairing? :)</p>
Tags: late night phone chats, are you reddie?
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65 🤠
<p><b>65. “Did you do something different with your hair?”</b></p>
<p><b>Reddie / IT fandom (I assume!), written fast and not edited</b></p>
<p><b><i>TW: use of the f slur, mildly internalized homophobia</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>(Also TW for shameless fluff and Richie being soft af)</i></b></p>
<p>Affection has always made Eddie a little paranoid, whether it’s giving or receiving.  When it comes to receiving, that’s a no-brainer; the hugs from his mom that he grew up on leaned more smothering control than actual affection.  And as for giving, he’s always been just fucking awkward about it.  He’d wanted to with his guy friends, with Bill and Stan, all the time, ever since they were really little, but he’d wanted to avoid getting pushed on the playground–or worse, punched–even more.  It was a silent understanding between the three of them, and most of the other boys, from kindergarten through junior high: Keep your hands to yourself or you’re a fag, which basically means you’re dead.</p>
<p>With girls, well, he didn’t want them to think he <i>wasn’t</i> a fag.  Didn’t want them to think he might be interested.</p>
<p>When Richie worms his way into their group, around fifth grade, he breaks every fucking rule in that imaginary book.  He’s all inappropriate jokes and warm hands and hugs and claps on the back and fingers through Eddie’s hair and on the small of his back, and for a long time, Eddie doesn’t know what the fuck to do with it.  He bristles predictably, shrieking, “Don’t fucking do that!” and “Let go of me, dick!” and “Get your grubby hands <i>off</i>!”  And Richie either sees right through it, knows Eddie’s secretly screaming for these bits of affection, or he <i>enjoys</i> freaking him out, always pulling away after far too many protests with a soft smile and a wink, sometimes a loud, smacking kiss on the cheek, which Eddie spends a solid minute wiping off, complete with exaggerated gagging sounds.</p>
<p>They’re both good at performing.</p> <p><a href="http://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/174958951854/65" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: yes?, YES, the origin of the Richie hair obsession
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77 with reddie 😌
<p><b>77. “Are you jealous?”<br/></b></p>
<p><b>oH NONNIE, A PROMPT AFTER MY OWN HEART. I’m an absolute whore for jealousy.  Also, there is not nearly enough club fic in this fandom, so HERE WE GO. Club fic. And it’s 1997. BYEEEEE.</b></p>
<p><b>Reddie / IT fandom (+mild Kasplon–just dancing!–and brief Stenbrough mention)</b></p>
<hr><p>“Whoa, Eddie, slow down,” Mike says as he lays a gentle hand on Eddie’s forearm.  </p>
<p><i>Nope</i>, Eddie thinks fiercely as he knocks back another vodka shot.  (This is followed immediately by a disgusted squeal and a vigorous shake of his head.)  He’s getting good and drunk tonight.  And it has absolutely nothing to do with that guy Richie’s out on the dancefloor with.</p>
<p>A <i>guy.</i>  Eddie’d seen Richie with plenty of girls before, flirting, making out, and, one horribly mortifying time at a party at Bev’s aunt’s house in high school, a bit more than that.  So it isn’t a big fucking deal–or it shouldn’t be, anyway.  </p> <p><a href="http://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/174963244874/77-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: we're so blessed, with this freaking club fic, jealous reddie!
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Have you ever done any fictional podcasts? I just discovered Limetown and am thinking &ldquo;oooh, I need more of these things!&rdquo;
<p>Give The Black Tapes a listen.</p>
Tags: watch as Wil Wheaton doens't recommend the podcast HES IN, dude, but fine black tapes is good too
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Pass the happy! ❤ When you get this, reply with 5 things that make you happy and send this to the last 10 people in your notifications! (*^▽^*)
<p>Aw thanks! These are always lovely. </p><p><b></b></p><p>1. It’s Friday. Always a good feeling.</p><p>2. It’s thunderstorming! I love thunderstorms. </p><p>3. There’s a new Prey DLC (yesss more content).</p><p>4. I finished the last chap of ‘This Safe Place’ so expect that soon! (huge thanks to <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mUeeymzDfGkbcxOcwHOgZQA">@skeletonscribbles</a> helping me with it!)</p><p>5. In about a month I’m meeting some of my favorite people from this fandom in real life. Whhhhatttttt </p>
Tags: 
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Space fact?
<p>Big</p>
Tags: 
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hey if ur requests are open, could you write something where richie and bev are supposed to be having dinner or something , but bev is running late. meanwhile eddie is waiting for some guy, who doesn&rsquo;t show, and he keeps telling the waitstaff that the guy will come. richie sees, pretends to be the guy, bev shows up. a good first date and endless teasing from bev ensue. i rlly want it but i don&rsquo;t trust myself to write it andjfkdkkd
<p>

Thank you for the prompt Anon! I hope you like it! (also, you should totally still write this too! If you have an idea you like you should always a least give it a shot!) </p><p>Rated G (except for Richie’s mouth)</p><h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/34599522">Read on AO3. </a></h2><p>Richie tapped his long fingers on the table, continually glancing at the door while he waited for Bev. This was ridiculous, he had been half an hour late and he’d been waiting nearly another half hour. Leave it to Bev to upstage his fashionable lateness.</p><p>He pulled out his phone, checking to see if she had sent anything beyond ‘Be there soon! XOXO’ over forty five minutes ago. No, of course not. Richie would bet money that she had gotten distracted by her new boyfriend, Ben or Bill, something like that. None of them had met him yet, which only lead to Richie teasing her endlessly about mystery boy’s exotic coin collection or something else embarrassing. She would just laugh and tell Richie that once he found someone she would happily go on a double date.</p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>Sighing, he put his phone away and scanned the small restaurant. The worst part about Bev being late was that he was stuck in some fancy french restaurant, the type you only picked when you wanted to impress your date. It was all about atmosphere, low lights and some husky voice crooning in the background. Bev had been dying to try it and had wheedled him into going. He had finally agreed and now he was stuck alone with a bread basket.<br/></p><p>	The other tables held happy couples who were staring into each other’s eyes or romantically feeding each other. Richie rolled his eyes, silently mocking everyone and making up crude nicknames for everyone.  At least, until he reached a nearby table that held another solo diner. Richie was at the perfect angle to get a side look at the other man and Richie unabashedly stared. He was wearing a salmon colored polo that complimented his tanned skin. Soft brown curls framed his face, he had an adorable button nose and lips that were turned down into a pout. Cute cute cute, Richie thought, wondering why he was alone. </p><p>	A waiter stopped by the other man’s table and asked him something quietly. “He’ll be here! He’s just late!” The man snapped, making the waiter apologize and scurry away. </p><p>	And he was feisty. Just Richie’s type. </p><p>	“Why did I agree to a blind date?” The man asked his wine glass. “I’m going to kill Mike.” He picked up his phone again, glaring at it like he expected an answer. Richie’s heart went out to him. Blind dates were bad enough without being stood up. The man looked embarrassed and pissed. </p><p>	Richie watched as he drank half his wine in one go, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand after. He decided that this guy was way too cute to be stood up. Richie made a split second decision and stood up, moving around the restaurant so it looked like he was coming in from the front door and then walking over to the table. </p><p>	“Hiya,” Richie said, falling into the seat across from the angry man. “Sorry I’m late.” </p><p>	The other man raised a skeptical eyebrow. “You’re Stephen?”</p><p>	“Yup, late Stephen they call me.” Richie said, shrugging. </p><p>	“You work with Mike at the library?” He asked, Richie could tell that he was taking in his loud hawaiian print shirt and slightly disheveled appearance.</p><p>	“Oh yea, love me some dewey decimal system. It’s just so,” Richie clenched his fist dramatically. “You know?” </p><p>	The other man let out a quick, appreciative laugh that made Richie smile. “Oh, who doesn’t?” He pursed his lips. “Why are you late?”</p><p>	“A bear escaped from the zoo. Caused a total traffic jam.” Richie grinned at the other man. “You know how bears are.” </p><p>	“Not really, bears aren’t usually my type.” He said and Richie laughed. He already knew he had made the right decision. </p><p>	“Cute and funny, what a catch.”</p><p>	“One you almost missed with your terrible bear lie.” He said, raising his glass and finishing his wine. </p><p>	“I would have regretted it for the rest of my life.” </p><p>	The waiter came over, asking if Richie wanted anything. “Can I get a manhattan? And another white wine for my cute date over here?” The man started to protest that it was too expensive but Richie shook his head. “Look, I made you wait, the least I can do is pay for your fancy wine.” </p><p>	The waiter nodded and left and the other man fixed Richie with a look. “You don’t remember my name do you?”</p><p>	“Sure, it’s…John?” Richie took a shot in the dark and earned another laugh.</p><p>	“Not even close.” </p><p>	“Okay fine.” Richie took a piece of bread and smeared butter on it. “You’re right. I forgot. What is it?” He asked, taking a big bite. </p><p>	The man leaned back, crossing his arms. “You’ve got to guess. That’s what happens when you’re late.” </p><p>	Richie raised an eyebrow. “I’m not sure you want that.” The other man made a dismissive gesture with his hand. “What do I get if I guess correctly?” </p><p>	He smirked and Richie loved it. It was so self assured and adorable. “I’m not sure, what do you want?” </p><p>	“A second date.” Richie said immediately and the other man furrowed his brows.</p><p>	“We’ve barely started our first date, you’re sure you want to sign up for that?”</p><p>	Richie nodded. “Oh yea, I’ll sign up for whatever you’re offering.” He winked and the other man giggled. An bonafide giggle. Richie fawned, he was falling for this stranger stupidly fast. </p><p>	“Just a second date, that’s all.” He said, pointing at Richie, who nodded enthusiastically. “Okay then, guess.” </p><p>Richie leaned in, taking the opportunity to examine his purloined date’s face a closer. He could see a smattering of freckles across his cheekbones and brilliant green eyes. Richie was being watched too and it seemed his date liked what he saw, his lips curled into a smile. “Well, you’re pretty cute, and seem a little tightly wound, so I’m guessing your name fits. Clive?” </p><p>	The other man scrunched his nose, another cute gesture. “Clive? Ew. No. And I’m not tightly wound.”</p><p>	“Sure you are. But it’s part of your charm. I can already tell. Rumplestiltskin?” Richie guessed, taking a bite of bread.</p><p>	“Is that a short joke? Because that’s not gonna fucking fly.” He said, point a finger at Richie. </p><p>	“Tightly wound and belligerent. I love it.” Richie said, smiling again. “No, it’s not a short joke but what fool doesn’t guess that? Hmm,” Richie leaned back, thinking but mostly enjoying the view. His date was smiling at him, playing with the rim of his empty wine glass. Richie resisted the urge to make a joke about fingers on rims, he didn’t want to come on too strong on the first date. After a minute he said, “Give me a hint.” </p><p>	“Wow, a hint after two guess, that’s pitiful.” He teased.</p><p>Richie threw his hands up, “Hey, I’m just working the odds here. There are thousands of names to guess and I’m invested in that second date. I’m thinking we can fly to Rome for it.” </p><p>He smiled, “Not Paris?”</p><p>Richie shook his head, “Too cliche.”</p><p>He nodded solemnly, “Of course. Wouldn’t want to overdo it.” </p><p>Richie nodded, reaching across the table to lightly stroke the other man’s hand. It was an impulsive gesture and it paid off, he was rewarded with a blush and smile. </p><p>“You seem like someone that’s the definition of overdoing it.” The shorter man said, raising his eyebrows. </p><p>Richie shrugged. “I’ve been called worse. How about that hint?”</p><p>He paused, tapping his lip as he thought. Richie thought it was to draw attention to his lips and it was working. He couldn’t tear his eyes away. “It’s an English name. It means wealth or fortune.” </p><p>Richie shook his head. “That’s not helpful at all. I’m a librarian not a linguist.” </p><p>A sly smile appeared quickly on his lips then disappeared as he shrugged. “You didn’t say it had to be a good hint.” </p><p>The waiter appeared with their drinks, asking if they wanted to order food. “I’m starving, what do you say Fortune?” Richie asked and his date rolled his eyes but nodded. Richie flipped open the menu and ordered a few appetizers, checking each time that his choices were approved. </p><p>“How about this, tell me more about yourself. It’ll help me guess your name.” Richie said once the waiter left.</p><p>“What do you want to know?” </p><p>“Oh cutey, I want to know everything.” Richie said, winking at him. “But let’s start with what you do for work.”</p><p>“I thought Mike told you all this.” </p><p>“He did, but I’d like to hear it again from you.” Richie said, patting himself on the back for being so smooth. </p><p>He scoffed but explained, “I’m an RN, at the local hospital. I work in pediatrics.”</p><p>“I bet you look adorable in scrubs.” Richie said, resisting the urge to add ‘and even better out of them’.</p><p>“No one looks good in scrubs.” He deadpanned. </p><p>They talked for a while, Richie careful not to reveal what he actually did for a living as he kept trying, unsuccessfully, to guess the other man’s name. Richie kept calling him Fortune, which he protested but seemed to secretly like. Richie learned that he was right, the other man was feisty and had an attitude and Richie loved it. He matched Richie’s puns and innuendos with his own snarky, nearly rude humor. </p><p>“You really think I look like a Bernard?” He asked, laughing and shaking his head. </p><p>Richie shrugged, “What’s wrong with Bernard?” </p><p>“It’s not a very attractive name. It sounds like something you name a goldfish.” </p><p>They were part way through their appetizers when he saw a familiar flash of red hair. Bev had finally showed up. He had forgotten she was still coming. She caught his eye and start walking over, waving at him. He frantically shook his head, trying to communicate that she needed to leave. Bev, being Bev, didn’t get the hint at all.</p><p>“Richie!” She said, throwing her arms around him. “I’m so sorry I’m late. You won’t believe me when I tell you what happened!” </p><p>“I’m sure I won’t,” he groaned, trying to detach himself from his friend. </p><p>“Richie, huh?” The other man asked, smiling at them. </p><p>“Would you believe it’s a nickname?” </p><p>Bev looked at the other man then back to Richie, wagging a finger at them. “Am I interrupting something?”</p><p>“Yes.” He hissed at her.</p><p>“Oh good,” She pulled up a chair and started to eat their leftovers. “What’s going on?”</p><p>“Well, it seems that your friend inserted himself on my blind date.” He said, smiling at Richie. </p><p>“Richie!” Bev squealed, hitting his shoulder. “Really?” </p><p>“Some idiot stood this cutey up. So, I did what any gentleman would do and pretended to be the date.” He confessed, there was no point in keeping up the charade now. He watched the other man, trying to see how he felt about the confession. He didn’t seem at all surprised. </p><p>Both snorted at him. “I barely know you but I know you’re not a gentleman.” Cutey replied.</p><p>Bev smiled, looking at Richie. “I like him already.” </p><p>“Cut deep by my best friend and new boyfriend. Harsh.” Richie said dramatically raising a hand to his forehead. </p><p>“Boyfriend huh? That’s pretty bold for someone who doesn’t even know my name.”</p><p>Richie waved his hand, “A mere technicality.” </p><p>The other man stood, “I’m going to take this opportunity to go to the bathroom so you two can gossip about me.” He smiled at them and walked off, Richie took the opportunity to stare at his ass in his perfectly fitted slacks. Richie would have sworn that he swung his hips for Richie’s benefit and he intended to enjoy every second of it. </p><p>Bev snapped her fingers, making Richie turn his attention to her, “Stare harder Richie, maybe you’ll get xray vision. Did you really pretend to be his date?” Richie bobbed his head and she laughed. “You’re never hearing the end of this. This is going in my wedding speech.” She pretended to write things down. “The happy grooms met when Richie ripped the real blind date out of his seat and insisted that his now-husband date him instead. Everyone will love it.”</p><p>Richie chuckled then frowned slightly. “I need to figure out his name first. It’s the second date condition. I’ve guessed all the names I can think of.”</p><p>She nodded, “Wow, you look upset. You’ve really got it bad.” </p><p>“Bev, I’m going to marry him. Or at least fuck him senseless. Preferably both.” </p><p>She nodded solemnly. “Well then, you better figure out his damn name. It can’t be that hard, you’re just thinking with your dick.” She guessed a few, each time Richie shaking his head. He had tried all of them. </p><p>“Bev, this is hopeless. I’ve guessed every name.”</p><p>“Aw Richie, don’t be so sad, it’s not fun to make fun of you if you’re sad.” She said, putting an arm around him. She looked up. “Looks like your dream boat is back.” He looked and saw his date walking back. “Richie, I’ll help you. I’ll head back home and look up more names for you.” </p><p>“Really?”</p><p>Bev nodded and Richie said, gratefully, “You’re a true friend.”</p><p>She nodded, squeezing his shoulder. “And don’t you forget it. We’re coming back here another time and you’re paying. And I’m spending the drive home thinking of ways to make fun of you for this.” She winked at him and abandoned her chair, beeling for the exit right as Fortune reached the table. </p><p>“Is your friend leaving?” He asked.</p><p>“Yea, she needs to go home and tell our friends a largely exaggerated version of what happened.” Richie watched the other man, trying to see what he was thinking about all this. “I didn’t come here intending to catfish someone. You just looked so angry and alone. I couldn’t let you get stood up.” </p><p>The man laughed, surprising Richie. “I knew you weren’t Stephen when you sat down.” Richie inclined his head. “Stephen is an Asian man who was about my height who wears sweater vests.” The man gestured to Richie. “You are exactly none of that. Also you literally said you weren’t a librarian.”</p><p>Richie laughed, relieved that it wasn’t a charade. “Why’d you let me stay then?”</p><p>A shrug. “You’re cute. And I figured I was already in for one blind date, it didn’t really matter who was person ended up being. So,” he smiled at Richie. “What’s your real name and job?”</p><p>Richie stuck his hand out. “Richie, and I’m a freelance artist.” </p><p>He laughed and shook it. “Good to meet you Richie.” </p><p>They continued their date until Fortune got a phone call. “I’ll be right back.” Richie nodded and the he disappeared outside. Richie spent the time looking up more names, trying to think of any that he hadn’t guessed.</p><p>His date came back, looking annoyed. “I’ve got to go, my friend- Bill- his car broke and he needs someone to come look at it.” He shook his head as he grabbed his coat. “Idiot can’t tell a carburetor from an engine.” He looked at Richie, a small smile on his lips. “But this was a lot of fun.”</p><p>Richie nodded, standing and watching as he pulled out his wallet. Richie put a hand out. “You’re not paying for this. I am. This is without a doubt the best stolen date I’ve been on.”</p><p>The smaller man looked up at him. “Are you sure?” Richie nodded. “Well, let me leave this as payment.” He reached up and pulled Richie’s head down, kissing him quickly and gently. He moved back, slightly pink around the ears. “Thanks for the unexpectedly good night.”</p><p>Richie nodded, a little dazed, and watched as his date started walking to the door. Then he realized something. “Wait!” Richie called, making the other man turn and look at him. “I never guessed your name. Does that mean I don’t get to see you again? Because that would break my poor little heart.”</p><p>His date smirked. “Check the pocket of that god-awful shirt.” He called out, then waved, walking through the door. </p><p>Richie patted his pockets and pulled out a napkin. On it, in tidy, small handwriting, was written Eddie and a phone number.</p><p>“Eddie is a great fucking name.” Richie said to himself, sitting back down and immediately adding the number as Eddie Spaghetti in his phone. </p><p>Tag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@creamy-brown-eyes</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p>
Tags: reddie fluff, anon prompt, but really you should write it, because it'll be totally different., tinyarmedtwrites

Post id: 174897638832
Date: Thu, 14 Jun 2018 18:40:32
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174897638832/can-i-be-tagged-in-partners-in-crime-please
Slug: can-i-be-tagged-in-partners-in-crime-please
Reblog key: gNm7Y4V7
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Can i be tagged in partners in crime please
<p>Of course!! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="256" data-orig-width="384" data-tumblr-attribution="devareaux:YstEArphyPDaAIBT8lmIyQ:ZqRibm23coqjM"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/ba0a20a4c69bf4430e1a9e4aeab396f6/tumblr_o4aizqwsc71tl0jhto1_400.gif" data-orig-height="256" data-orig-width="384"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174883368712
Date: Thu, 14 Jun 2018 08:46:38
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174883368712/ahhhh-i-need-to-be-on-the-partners-in-crim
Slug: ahhhh-i-need-to-be-on-the-partners-in-crim
Reblog key: uC52GOMm
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
ahhhh i need to be on the &ldquo;partners in crim&rdquo; taglist!!!!!
<p>Consider yourself added! (assuming tumblr figures out it’s shit and tagging works again). <br/></p><p style="">Glad you like it!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="274" data-orig-width="352" data-tumblr-attribution="various-cartoon-awesomeness:QWVHYLOXrkjhpdYIYk0VuA:Zb_Vze2ICMFgP"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7c62075f2000083eb5fbc5f9a166dc17/tumblr_ol1nhe6f4T1w27jeoo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="274" data-orig-width="352"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174852230202
Date: Wed, 13 Jun 2018 08:57:06
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174852230202/hey-can-i-please-be-tagged-for-partners-in-crim
Slug: hey-can-i-please-be-tagged-for-partners-in-crim
Reblog key: dUpGnxiM
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hey, can I please be tagged for Partners in Crim? I just binged all of it and I am in love with it!!
<p>Hell yes you can! Thank you! I’m glad you like it!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="272" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="justalittletumblweed:952-RpBfjIklC34vZU535Q:Zaq0_w239nQ-_"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/62fa24336cacf897d63e7bba2262938e/tumblr_o3uk6mzElB1r2pp2to1_500.gif" data-orig-height="272" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174827086542
Date: Tue, 12 Jun 2018 13:48:39
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174827086542/27-28-i-know-im-late-ahhhh
Slug: 27-28-i-know-im-late-ahhhh
Reblog key: KbyUvGPS
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
27 &amp; 28 ❤️ (I know I&rsquo;m late ahhhh)
<p>
“A wizard is never late, nor is he early, he arrives precisely when he means to.”

<br/></p><p>27) Do you make a general outline for your stories or do you just go with the flow? <br/></p><p>It depends on the story. I outline some and others I totally wing it. Not a very satisfying answer, sorry. <br/></p><p>28) What is something you wished you’d known before you started posting fanfiction? <br/></p><p>How many awesome people there are who are content creators! I probably would have started posting earlier!! <br/></p>
Tags: Im freaking cheesy today, idk why

Post id: 174818328607
Date: Tue, 12 Jun 2018 07:25:08
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174818328607/you-all-rbed-that-meme-i-love-it-answer
Slug: you-all-rbed-that-meme-i-love-it-answer
Reblog key: FPxSw5mS
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
YOU ALL RBED THAT MEME, I LOVE IT, answer something u really want to off of it! :)
<p>Ommggg too much power.</p><p>

33) What’s the biggest compliment you’ve gotten? <br/></p><p>I’m going off here because damn, I’m constantly floored by some of the amazing things people have said. <br/></p><p>I’m still in awe that people like anything i write and I think all the compliments I get are super amazing and lovely. (all of you are <b>THE BEST</b>). <br/></p><p>I love when people message me on tumblr to say they liked X or to be like ‘WHY WOULD EDDIE DO THAT??’ (that’s been a common one lately). It’s like above and beyond leaving a comment and it makes me really happy that people have such a reaction to my little works. <br/></p><p>
 I’ve also gotten several comments along the lines of ‘you doing X 
makes you braver than any US Marine’ and I love those because I think 
they’re hilarious and they’ve all been from different people which is 
just awesome. 

<br/></p><p>Then in TRC (the other fandom I write for) there’s someone who writes like, page long comments on every chap. They basically live blog their reactions and it’s the most amazing thing ever. They’re always so sweet and so excited and I just love getting them. Courtney ( <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a>) also leaves amazingly long and thoughtful comments and I adore them (and her!). <br/></p><p>So basically, I adore all of you and your fantastic comments make me want to keep writing and putting out new content. Thank you for that. <br/></p><figure data-orig-width="262" data-orig-height="244" data-tumblr-attribution="andrewsambags:YG52IfV9ss-_TJj_sRHTaw:ZQ9iqh2Jhh22c" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/e3c4b7c7017294ac1665d2b5fc8a1a4e/tumblr_on1lyuEhZx1v9zzyro1_400.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="262" data-orig-height="244"/></figure>
Tags: going off because you're all amazing, I won't be silenced

Post id: 174818019407
Date: Tue, 12 Jun 2018 07:07:14
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174818019407/12-17-for-the-writer-asks
Slug: 12-17-for-the-writer-asks
Reblog key: bMUiBp5b
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
12 &amp; 17 for the writer asks!!! ❤
<p style="">Hello friend!</p><p style="">
12) Who is your favourite character to write for? Why? <br/></p><p>Richie, definitely. I love his weird chaotic energy and that he can be super flirty and/or dirty but also have a huge heart. <br/></p><p style="">
17) Post a line from a WIP that you’re working on. <br/></p><p>Here’s one from the Slasher AU when they’ve just arrived at the camp. <br/></p><p>Richie said, walking in. “Ahh, still smells like sweat and regret.” He said, throwing his bad on one of the top bunks.</p><p>    “That’s you.” Stan quipped, picking a bunk far from Richie. “This place just smells like mold.” </p><p style="">Thanks! <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174817966147
Date: Tue, 12 Jun 2018 07:04:12
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174817966147/50-for-the-writer-ask-d
Slug: 50-for-the-writer-ask-d
Reblog key: 1C8n7eMg
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
50 for the writer ask :D
<p>Hiiiiiiiiii I didn’t see this last night! Sorry! &lt;3</p><p>
50) If you could write only angst, fluff or smut for the rest of your writing life, which would it be and why? <br/></p><p>Fluff fo’ sho’. It’s the most fun to write and it lets me use terrible (awesome?) pick up lines. <br/></p><p style="">Thanks for the ask! <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174807210312
Date: Mon, 11 Jun 2018 21:45:56
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174807210312/heyy-just-checking-in-i-hope-you-are-doing
Slug: heyy-just-checking-in-i-hope-you-are-doing
Reblog key: K8BHimiN
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
HEYY just checking in ,,,, i hope you are doing well !!! you are AMAZING ok bye
<p>Hello dear friend!!! I was just thinking about you because it’s been several days since we talked and that makes me VERY SAD!  But I’m doing fantastic and I hope you are too, you amazing human you!! ❤❤</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174806645337
Date: Mon, 11 Jun 2018 21:25:40
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174806645337/3-7-for-the-writer-asks-look-ma-no-math
Slug: 3-7-for-the-writer-asks-look-ma-no-math
Reblog key: GT5DgMze
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
3-7 for the writer asks! (look ma, no math...:))
<p>I was going to revolt if there was math involved. No lie</p><p>3) Do you prefer writing OC’s or reader inserts? Explain your answer.</p><p>Umm OC I guess. I don’t really write either. Because I’m lazy and other people already made these wonderful characters that I can make dance. </p><p>4) What is your favourite genre to write for?</p><p>I kinda love horror, not gonna lie. I’ve been working on the Loser club Slasher AU and I love it.</p><p>5) If you had to choose a favourite out of all of your multi chaptered stories, which would it be and why?</p><p>Ehhhh this is hard. I’m sticking with What Doesn’t Kill You for tonight. I liked writing horror and writing all the different POVs </p><p>6) If you had to delete one of your stories and never speak of it again, which would it be and why?</p><p>It probably wouldn’t be an IT one, I’d pick one from another fandom. Because I don’t love it anymore, I didn’t like where the story ended up going. </p><p>7) When is your preferred time to write?</p><p>Already answered. </p><p>Thanks friend! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174806277532
Date: Mon, 11 Jun 2018 21:12:18
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174806277532/7-and-45-please
Slug: 7-and-45-please
Reblog key: amkMrMvj
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
7 and 45 please 💖
<p>Hello darling!</p><p>

7) When is your preferred time to write?

<br/></p><p>Apparently like 2 or 3 am is when I have ALL THE IDEAS. I wouldn’t say that’s my preferred time but I do end up writing a lot then. </p><p>

45) What spurs you on during the writing process?

<br/></p><p>Usually I have a vague plot idea and then specific scenes. So there’s some motivation to get to those specific scenes.</p><p>Thanks! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174806215097
Date: Mon, 11 Jun 2018 21:09:56
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174806215097/for-the-writer-asks-9-whats-your-favorite-scene
Slug: for-the-writer-asks-9-whats-your-favorite-scene
Reblog key: 5OF8osRt
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
For the writer asks: 9. What&rsquo;s your favorite scene that you wrote in What Doesn&rsquo;t Kill You? And 23! 💕✨
<p>Courtney! One of my fav people! &lt;3 &lt;3 </p><p>

9. What’s your favorite scene that you wrote in What Doesn’t Kill You?

<br/></p><p>There’s sooo many. I really love Richie and Eddie sitting on the counter after Richie fights the demon thing and being like ‘bring it bitch’. I also liked Ben talking Bev off the roof. Quality Benverly </p><p>23. 

Do you prefer listening to music when you’re writing or do you need silence?

</p><p>I don’t listen to music (only because I rarely listen to music - I KNOW IM SORRY). But sometimes I have shows on, or podcasts, other times nothing. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174805249787
Date: Mon, 11 Jun 2018 20:32:45
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174805249787/40-48
Slug: 40-48
Reblog key: 2voe5Cza
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
40 + 48 ❤️
<p>

40) Do people know you write fanfiction?

<br/></p><p>My SO does. And I’ve told some friends that I write stuff and share it on tumblr and I think they know that’s code for fanfiction. Otherwise no. </p><p>

48) What’s your favourite trope to write?

<br/></p><p>Hating eachother to reluctant friends who stare at eachother’s lips. Yessssssssss </p><p>Thanks for the ask! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174805196912
Date: Mon, 11 Jun 2018 20:30:40
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174805196912/29-30
Slug: 29-30
Reblog key: ynnlLlyN
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
29 &amp; 30!! 🏣🏬🏭🏘️🗽🎡
<p>LIFE ISN’T COMPLETE WITHOUT BUILDINGS. HMU FERRIS WHEEL. </p><p>29) Do you have a story that you feel doesn’t get as much love as you’d like?</p><p>I feel super lucky that people like my stuff at all. I do wish <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13700334/chapters/31468725">What Doesn’t Kill you</a> got more love- only because it’s one of my personal favs. But the people who liked it really liked it, so I can’t really complain. </p><p>30) In contrast to 29 is there a story which gets lots of love which you kinda eye roll at?</p><p>Unpopular statement- This Safe Place. Okay, look I’m SUPER thrilled everyone likes it- and I’m not one to look a gift horse in the mouth- but it’s not one of my fav fics I’ve written. Idk why, i dont dislike it by any means but im really shocked how much other people do (in a good way!). I’m really happy (and lucky) people like it so much and that it was so well received! </p><p>Thanks dude! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174805000852
Date: Mon, 11 Jun 2018 20:23:08
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174805000852/fic-writer-asks-8-25
Slug: fic-writer-asks-8-25
Reblog key: wRiVGeoE
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Fic writer asks! 8 &amp; 25!
<p>Hello friend! Thank you! </p><p>

8) Where do you take your inspiration from?

<br/></p><p>Honestly? I come up with a lot of my ideas in tabata when I’m trying not to die. A lot of the dialogue is modified from conversations with friends/important people in my life.</p><p>

25) Have you ever cried whilst writing a story?

<br/></p><p>Yess when I wrote the one about Eddie &amp; Richie getting engaged after gay marriage was legalized. Tears. A lot of them. </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174804834722
Date: Mon, 11 Jun 2018 20:17:03
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174804834722/13-35-for-the-fanfiction-writer-asks
Slug: 13-35-for-the-fanfiction-writer-asks
Reblog key: t3vxczT5
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
13 &amp; 35 for the fanfiction writer asks :)
<p>

13) Who is your least favourite character to write for? Why?

<br/></p><p>Bill. Sorry Bill, I just think you’re kinda boring to write. </p><p>

35) Do you share your story ideas with anyone else or do you keep them close to your chest?

<br/></p><p>I occasionally share some of them with a select group of people…but mostly close to the chest. Not because I need to keep them private, I just don’t talk to all that many people about writing. </p><p>Thanks! </p>
Tags: its not you, its me, sorry Bill

Post id: 174793054987
Date: Mon, 11 Jun 2018 12:47:00
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174793054987/just-smile-back-at-them-if-your-eyes-meet-that
Slug: just-smile-back-at-them-if-your-eyes-meet-that
Reblog key: RGeYfQsL
Reblog url: http://charminglyantiquated.tumblr.com/post/174792639456/just-smile-back-at-them-if-your-eyes-meet-that
Reblog name: charminglyantiquated
Just smile back at them if your eyes meet. That should go well.
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/993cf4715783bbaf5e73a6137022d715/tumblr_inline_p8potzDLaF1txfrrc_540.png" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/b1fa9128e3a304dcf702780449294c52/tumblr_inline_p8potyXYz51txfrrc_540.png" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/09f04325d33803e1627c6e19d575cd4a/tumblr_inline_p8pou1D7tm1txfrrc_540.png" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/d36ebb23793f31853e935a4de4d0b300/tumblr_inline_p8pou2u7uL1txfrrc_540.png" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/2b3cc4abea97eb5725602ef5d50f4611/tumblr_inline_p8potzjZyW1txfrrc_540.png" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2000" data-orig-width="2000"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/318f74470ff831e459576bcefdcebbfe/tumblr_inline_p8pou0CtPZ1txfrrc_540.png" data-orig-height="2000" data-orig-width="2000"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2000" data-orig-width="2000"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/c9faaa60f50aee1a447d3c668a2584a9/tumblr_inline_p8pou4OSpY1txfrrc_540.png" data-orig-height="2000" data-orig-width="2000"/></figure><p>is this what you want</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174770401417
Date: Sun, 10 Jun 2018 19:05:57
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174770401417/a-reddie-au-where-eddies-a-tailor-or-something
Slug: a-reddie-au-where-eddies-a-tailor-or-something
Reblog key: Bz1AUxWb
Reblog url: https://reddieloversclub.tumblr.com/post/174769048843/a-reddie-au-where-eddies-a-tailor-or-something
Reblog name: reddieloversclub
A Reddie au where Eddie&#039;s a tailor or something and Richie walks in because he needs some fancy ass clothes for a special occasion. Richie&#039;s like oH shit when he sees Eddie and pops a boner while he&#039;s feeling him up for his pants and etc, feel free to add on
<h2><b>Business Casual</b></h2>
<p>Holy shit this was a great request. I’ve never done any smut before and I literally never thought I would until I got sent this, I just had to. So this is my first time writing sex, hopefully it isn’t terrible! EEEENJOOOYY</p>
<p><b>!!! THIS IS NSFW SO PROCEED WITH CAUTION. PLEASE LET ME KNOW IF YOU’RE ON MY PERMATAG LIST AND I SHOULD TAKE YOU OFF FOR STUFF LIKE THIS IF I EVER DO IT AGAIN, I WON’T BE OFFENDED !!!</b></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Reddie</p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14899574">Read on AO3</a></b></p>
<p><b>Words: </b>5133</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-bitch.tumblr.com/post/174769045812/a-reddie-au-where-eddies-a-tailor-or-something" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175057174252
Date: Tue, 19 Jun 2018 18:40:30
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175057174252/the-raven-cycle
Slug: the-raven-cycle
Reblog key: f5VyS0sD
Reblog url: http://cabeswatergreywaren.tumblr.com/post/175051326431/the-raven-cycle
Reblog name: cabeswatergreywaren
The raven cycle
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1014" data-orig-width="1250"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/402b2eb408dc0bb89978b844a900fce2/tumblr_inline_ofofrv3z7f1qzz3bl_540.png" data-orig-height="1014" data-orig-width="1250"/></figure><blockquote><p><small><sub>Today on Still Can’t Decide how to draw Adam – Pynch of course ´v´</sub></small></p></blockquote>
Tags: 

Post id: 175056912677
Date: Tue, 19 Jun 2018 18:30:35
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175056912677/submission-vampire-richie-falls-in-love-with
Slug: submission-vampire-richie-falls-in-love-with
Reblog key: DDvkcVop
Reblog url: https://hoeziertozier.tumblr.com/post/175053578335/submission-vampire-richie-falls-in-love-with
Reblog name: hoeziertozier
Submission: Vampire Richie falls in love with human Eddie and has to break it to his forever bestfriend that he&#039;s a vampire. (This is my first submission, I don&#039;t know how to do these, sorry)
<p><i><b>sdjhfkjk i am so so so sorry, i received this like two months ago, but i wasn’t hit with inspo until last week. hopefully this makes up for the long wait, since it’s really fluffy :)))</b></i></p>
<p><i><b>also, REQUESTS ARE STILL CLOSED. i wanna answer the ones i already  have in my inbox before taking on more, ‘cause there are a couple that i think i can work with for now.</b></i></p>
<hr><p>For someone who was dead, Richie sure felt a lot. He could feel the wind in his hair, the sun against his skin, the music in his ears. He could feel enchantment and happiness.</p>
<p>He could feel love.</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-trashgetti.tumblr.com/post/175053578335/submission-vampire-richie-falls-in-love-with" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: vampire richie, reddie

Post id: 175056456477
Date: Tue, 19 Jun 2018 18:13:48
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175056456477/reddie-176-and-can-i-be-added-to-your-permatag
Slug: reddie-176-and-can-i-be-added-to-your-permatag
Reblog key: p3D1urtz
Reblog url: https://wiersel.tumblr.com/post/175054854686/reddie-176-and-can-i-be-added-to-your-permatag
Reblog name: wiersel
Reddie #176! And can I be added to your permatag list if you have one? &lt;3
<p>176. “I’m waiting” from <a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/174962519959/nearly-200-writing-prompts-feel-free-to-reblog">this</a> prompt list.</p>
<p>[I don’t actually have a permatag list! But I suppose I could start one (and I’m super flattered that you want to stay updated on my stuff). Let me know if you want to be included on it, I guess?]</p>
<p>Rating: M for <strike>not very descriptive</strike> sexting<br/>Pairing: Richie Tozier/Eddie Kaspbrak<br/>Word count: 1,004</p>
<hr><p>It’s been a long day.</p> <p><a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/175053999239/reddie-176-and-can-i-be-added-to-your-permatag" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175040138837
Date: Tue, 19 Jun 2018 07:14:29
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175040138837/50-reddie-for-the-writing-prompt
Slug: 50-reddie-for-the-writing-prompt
Reblog key: TbcpLAfW
Reblog url: http://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/175032575790/50-reddie-for-the-writing-prompt
Reblog name: jem-carstairs-is-perfection
50 + reddie for the writing prompt :)
<blockquote><p><i>50: “We’d make such a cute couple.”</i></p></blockquote>
<p><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/post/174990043586/nearly-200-writing-prompts-feel-free-to-reblog">send me a number/numbers and a ship!</a> <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14970848"><b>[link to read on ao3]</b></a><br/></p>
<hr><p>It becomes apparent when they finally move away from Derry and start living together in New York.</p>
<p>Growing up, Richie was always an affectionate, touchy-feely kind of person. At first, it was much appreciated, his parents loving how much he liked to cuddle with them when watching movies, clambering up to sit on their laps and often passing out within minutes. As he got older, though, and his limbs became long and sharp, hard to contain and often getting in the way, he started getting sent away more and more. Not harshly, no - his parents still wanted to spend time with him, but curling up with them wasn’t an options, and even hugs were often short and not encouraged due to his elbows uncomfortably jabbing into their sides. For a while, this went unnoticed to his friends, only evident in how squirmy and tense he got as time went on and he slowly became more and more touch starved. Until one day, somewhere deep into the heat of summer where the feeling of the sun against your skin makes you lazy, drowsy, and ready to go to bed, when someone finally realized what was going on.</p>
<p>And that someone was, unsurprisingly, the one and only Eddie Kaspbrak.</p> <p><a href="https://sunsetozier.tumblr.com/post/175027728956/50-reddie-for-the-writing-prompt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Seguir leyendo</a></p>
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OKAY ANOTHER HEADCANON,, richie and eddie love calling each other mushy sappy pet names like jelly bean and gumdrop or googly bear and they both pretend to hate it but secretly theyre mclovin it
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Hi Amelia! For the prompt thing, 50 &amp; 56, obviously reddie ❤
<p>Monse! I have some reddie fluff for you! Hope you like it! &lt;3</p><p><b></b></p><p>“We’d make such a cute couple.” &amp; “Are you flirting with me? ”</p><p>Rated G (except for maybe one part?) </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/34667450"><b>Read on AO3 </b></a></p><p><b></b></p><p>Richie threw an arm around Eddie, making the tiny space in the swan feel even smaller. Eddie didn’t know why he agreed to go on the love boat with Richie. It was a terrible idea. They were crammed together in a small boat, floating down a river -Eddie refused to let himself think about how dirty the water was- while cheesy off key music played in the background. Eddie should have refused to get on the ride but Richie gave him his best puppy dog eyes and Eddie had relented. And he regretted it. Richie throwing an arm around him made it even worse. Eddie didn’t want to be close to Richie, not when he was in a constant state of denial about his feelings towards him. </p><p>	“See Eds, this is fun!” Richie pointed enthusiastically as a cardboard cut out of a heart moved jerkily in front of them.</p><p>	“So fun.” Eddie deadpanned, trying not to inhale too deeply. The air smelled dank and musty and he was convinced that it could trigger an asthma attack. There was no way this air was clean. No one should be breathing it. </p><!-- more --><p><b></b></p><p>	Richie laughed, pulling Eddie closer and starting to sing. “When the moon hits your eye….” He crooned, making Eddie laugh despite himself. He leaned into Richie, not really having the option not to. Both momentarily blinded as something flashed in their eyes. </p><p>	“What the hell was that?” Eddie asked, blinking rapidly until he could see again. He craned around to try and see what it was but gave up as the swan started to shake. </p><p>	“I believe it was a photo my dear Eddie.” Richie replied in his detective voice. </p><p>	“Why the fuck was someone taking a photo?”</p><p>	They found out as they exited the ride. Their photo was displayed on a monitor. And it was a good one. Eddie was bent over, laughing while Richie looked at him adoringly, his hand tight on Eddie’s shoulder.</p><p>	“We’d make such a cute couple.” Eddie said quietly. Then he paled, looking at Richie had hoping desperately he hadn’t heard. He hadn’t meant to say it out loud. He never meant to say it out loud. But, looking at the photo, it had slipped out. And they would, the photo proved what Eddie had always known. The two were close, always touching. And Eddie was always laughing at what Richie said, even when no one else did.  </p><p>	And Richie. Richie was looking at Eddie like no one else mattered, like he was the only person in the world. Butterflies appeared in Eddie’s stomach as he realized the weight of Richie’s look. And how much he wanted to be looking at Richie the next time he looked at Eddie like that. </p><p>	“We’ll buy it.” Eddie said quietly. He handed over 10$, not paying attention to his change as he shoved the photo in his fanny pack. Richie had wandered away, distracted by something else at the fair. Eddie breathed a sigh of relief when he realized that Richie hadn’t heard him. Though, part of him wished Richie had heard his confession. Then at least he wouldn’t have to think about how to say it, if he should. </p><p>	Eddie went to find him and found Richie holding cotton candy. Eddie giggled at the sight.	</p><p>“What?” Richie asked, pulling some off with his fingers. </p><p>	“That cotton candy looks like your hair.” Richie’s hair was puffed up larger than normal because of the humidity and the fuzzy spun sugar looked alarmingly similar. </p><p>	Richie looked at the candy in his hand and laughed, nodding. “I can’t argue with that!” He pulled some off with his fingers, offering it to Eddie. “Want some delicious hair candy?”</p><p>	“When you put it like that…” Eddie held out his hand to take the piece but Richie shook his head. He pushed his fingers to Eddie’s mouth, pausing as the pink fluff touched Eddie’s lips, waiting for him to agree. Eddie tensed as he wondered when Richie had last washed his hands, thinking about all the germs on a human’s fingers. But then he looked up at Richie, who was watching him with a tender expression. So Eddie opened his mouth, letting Richie push the candy and his fingers in.</p><p>	Eddie’s mouth closed around Richie’s fingers and, stupidly, he sucked on them, trying to get the sugar off. For a second he thought he had made a mistake from how Richie’s eyes widened at his action. Eddie quickly opened his mouth and moved back but then he saw that Richie’s eyes had also darkened, staring at Eddie’s lips. Eddie swallowed, thinking about how the smell of cotton candy would probably make him hard for the rest of his life. </p><p>	“Should we, should we go on another ride?” Richie asked as he recovered, looking briefly at his fingers before wiping them on his shirt. Eddie nodded, not trusting himself to speak. He let Richie lead them around the fair and eventually to the ferris wheel, Eddie’s favorite ride. He loved being up high and seeing all of their small town. He felt untouchable when he was there, everything else looked so small and any problems seemed so far away. Unless they happened to be on the ride with him. </p><p>	Richie insisted that they sit on the same side of the car and starting rocking it as soon as the ride began. Eddie complained about the constant motion the whole way up, which just lead Richie to pinching his cheek and exclaiming, ‘Cute cute cute!’</p><p>	They stopped at the top and Eddie turned to Richie, with a sudden braveness  that he rarely possessed and asked, “Richie, are you flirting with me?” Eddie always wondered and the others insisted that he was but Eddie never believed them. That was just Richie, he was flirty and touchy. But today felt different, it felt like a turning point and if Eddie didn’t ask now he knew he would always wonder. </p><p>	Richie, amazingly, didn’t answer right away. Instead, his mouth opened and closed a few times and he gaped. Eddie thought he was broken. “Because I think you are.” Eddie continued, taking pity on him. “And I like it.” He had no idea what possessed him to say it but he couldn’t take it back now. The words hung in the air for a brief second, long enough for Eddie to start to panic. </p><p>	Richie still didn’t speak but he did move. He jerked forward, his lips colliding with Eddie’s. It happened so fast that he ended up getting Eddie’s bottom lip and chin. He yanked his head back, looking embarrassed.  “Fuck! Sorry, fuck. I fucked up our first kiss.” Richie said, his face brighter than Eddie’s red shorts. </p><p>	“I can’t think of a more appropriate first kiss for us.” Eddie said, smiling from the kiss and from Richie’s reaction. “But we can try it again.”</p><p>	Richie nodded and Eddie moved in, much slower than Richie had, slotting their lips together in a careful, soft kiss. They lurched as the ferris wheel started again, falling onto each other, both trading big smiles as Richie’s hand found Eddie’s, holding it for the rest of the day. </p><p>Tag: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p>
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154 and 164 for reddie? 😈
<p>154. “There’s only one bed.”<br/>+ 164. “Stop teasing me so much.”</p>
<p>Pairing: Richie Tozier/Eddie Kaspbrak<br/>Rating: T<br/>Word count: 1,753</p>
<p>(This was supposed to be short and sexy, and ended up way longer than intended and way sweeter. Sorry for not providing you with porn, <a href="https://tmblr.co/mWpytUUG_E7uiAM0u4jEo0A">@wiersel</a>, I hope you like it anyway.)</p>
<hr><p>It’s kind of a long story. Eddie blames Richie. Richie
blames the hotel. The place is booked solid, and the frazzled receptionist’s
worn-thin patience is stretched all the thinner by the four separate calls
Eddie makes to the front desk, sure there’s a mistake.</p>
<p>There’s no mistake. The reservation says, right there in
black and white, <i>Richie Tozier, room 209.</i></p>
<p>And room 209 only has one bed.</p> <p><a href="http://oldspicehanlon.tumblr.com/post/174985412324/154-and-164-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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2: &ldquo; Not you again.. &rdquo; &lt;333
<p>Thank you for the prompt muh dear! It didn’t end up being very angsy. Enjoy a short Hogwarts AU! </p><h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/34660112">Read on AO3</a>. </h2><p>Eddie stood on the empty field, waiting until he was sure that his teammates had left the showers. He didn’t want to see them, didn’t want their comforting words or claps on the back. He wanted to replay the game and his failures in excruciating detail. The quaffle slipping through his fingers and scoring. Him diving to the right when the ball was clearly going left. Him giving in and listening to the Slytherin taunts.  He had spent the game distracted and they had lost because of it.<br/></p><p>	And it was all because of the Richie Tozier, one of the chasers from Ravenclaw. He seemed determined to distract Eddie the whole game, blowing him kisses and shouting out pick up lines. Eddie had tried to ignore him but Richie wasn’t an easy person to ignore. Especially when Eddie was convinced that he had put a spell on his voice so it always sounded like it was whispering in Eddie’s ear. So Eddie had spent the game glaring at Richie and not focused on the game. </p><!-- more --><p>As Eddie thought about it he realized he spent a lot of time glaring at Richie. He always seemed to be around. He was in the halls when Eddie walked to class. He was in Eddie’s line of sight when he ate. He was even outside Eddie’s common room one morning, leaning against a wall with a casual smile. In joint potions, where they were partners, he was always saying things like ‘My wand is ready for you Eds’ or ‘Mind if I slytherin to your bed?’ complete with a wink. Eddie had caused a small fire last week because Richie had put an arm around his waist and had leaned in, whispering ‘I don’t need to say accio to make you come.’ Eddie had been surprised and had accidentally poured an ingredient in early, causing the potion to catch fire. It had lead to him clearing out old potion bottles for an evening. His fingertips were still stained blue.</p><p>He didn’t know why Richie had decided that harassing him was a good idea but Eddie was sick of it. He saw Richie everywhere he turned and was always the center of his flirtations. It was starting to be a problem.</p><p>Part of the problem was that he had found Richie attractive since the first time he saw him. When they were 11 and getting sorted. The sorting hat had shouted out ‘Ravenclaw’ and a much smaller Richie had shouted ‘Fuck! Really?’ before tearing the hat off and running to his table. Eddie had watched from his table as Richie tripped over his long legs, nearly tumbling to his table before someone took pity and helped him up. Since then it had been hard to ignore Richie whenever he was in the same room as Eddie. Richie was the opposite of Eddie in so many ways, loud, brash and always the center of attention. And Eddie was drawn to it. Not that he would ever act on it. He was sure Richie’s flirting was just Richie being Richie, he wouldn’t let himself read into it any more than that.</p><p>Eddie sighed and decided that enough time had passed. He went into the showers, listening for any noises. He didn’t hear anyone so he started to strip off his gear, making it down to his boxers before he heard someone behind him. Turning around he saw who it was and sighed, “Not you again.”</p><p>Richie was grinning at him, clad only in a towel that hung low on his hips. “Eddie Spaghetti!  Were you waiting for me?”</p><p>Without his permission Eddie’s eyes wandered down to Richie’s toned chest and the thin trail of hair that disappeared into his towel. He felt heat build in his stomach, especially as Richie took another step closer, looking pleased with himself. He must have correctly read the look on Eddie’s face.</p><p>“No,” Eddie said, pulling his eyes up to Richie’s face. It wasn’t much better. Richie’s bright eyes were focused on him, a smile stretched on his face. He forced himself to continue talking, “I was waiting for everyone else to leave. Unfortunately you were here.” He turned to put his clothes back on, deciding that he could shower in the dorms.</p><p>He felt a hand on his shoulder and turned to look. Richie was even closer, trapping Eddie between himself and the lockers. “I was waiting for you.” Richie looked nervous, something that Eddie had never seen.</p><p>“Why? To make fun of me for the game?” He asked defensively.</p><p>Richie shook his head, making wet droplets fly everywhere. “I’ve been trying for months. You’re never alone.”</p><p>Eddie furrowed his brows, trying to decide what Richie wanted. He tensed. “Are you going to beat me up?” It’s not like it hadn’t happened before Hogwarts. Eddie was small and had been an easy target. He had learned how to defend himself early on. “Because you’re in a towel.”</p><p>Richie’s eyes softened and he reached a hand out to Eddie’s arm, patting it gently. Eddie wanted to jerk away but didn’t. Richie’s hand was warm on his arm and he liked it. “Bloody hell Eds, who hurt you? No. I wanted to ask you to Hogsmeade.”</p><p>“What?” Eddie snapped. Richie’s question was so unexpected he couldn’t process it.</p><p>Richie just chuckled and closed the rest of the gap between them, keeping the hand on him while raising the other one and leaning on the lockers. “You. Me. Hogsmeade. We can go to that terrible tea shop everyone loves. Or just gets a shite ton of candy at Honeydukes and walk around. I don’t care.”</p><p>“Really?” Eddie was still incredulous.</p><p>Instead of answering Richie leaned in and kissed Eddie gently. It was a light kiss but still left Eddie breathless. And very aware of how little they were both wearing. “Eds, you’re a keeper.”</p><p>“You’re the corniest bloke I’ve ever met.” Eddie scoffed and hit Richie’s chest. He was still in disbelief that this was happening, even with Richie standing so close. Richie’s eyes trailed down like he was noticing for the first time how little Eddie was wearing and Eddie wished they were somewhere much more private. </p><p>But first they had a date to go on. Eddie realized Richie was still waiting for his answer. “I’ll go with you.”</p><p>Richie grinned again. “Brilliant. It’s a date.”</p><p>Tag- <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@notsugarandspice</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mb28mSCWoRwg18Ts7CGpbtw">@studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mxxK1w8XLOrIuvXUAORssgg">@beepbeepbitchard</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a></p>
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BEAUTIFUL PERSON AWARD] 💖🏆💖 Once you get this award, you&#039;re supposed to past it in the ask box of 8 people who deserve it. If you break the chain nothing will happen, but it&#039;s nice to know that someone thinks you&#039;re beautiful inside and outside. 😌
<p>THANK YOUUUUUU.</p><p>You’re fantastic!! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="331" data-orig-width="498" data-tumblr-attribution="mai-fanblog:PwhPABWOKCCS1cyJwX1_1Q:ZYtUck2Iqqcrm"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7d2f1653de3b123d917436f151276f23/tumblr_olvvownBVp1uuib7ho1_500.gif" data-orig-height="331" data-orig-width="498"/></figure>
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BEAUTIFUL PERSON AWARD] 💖🏆💖 Once you get this award, you&#039;re supposed to past it in the ask box of 8 people who deserve it. If you break the chain nothing will happen, but it&#039;s nice to know that someone thinks you&#039;re beautiful inside and outside. 😌
<p>Awwwww </p><p>THANK YOU! YOU ARE THE BEAUTIFUL PERSON</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400" data-tumblr-attribution="different-landscapes:M7bVsdMCD6wMtU4mUMGLlQ:ZQTZUf2X80dY_"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/0ff81a3a63f959a3ad247d34edf4dc83/tumblr_p7ardnJcId1vk26fvo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="225" data-orig-width="400"/></figure><p>Actual footage of me being floored by this compliment. </p>
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chap 13 literally just.... killed me
<p>IM SORRY!!!!!</p><p>This is the other reason it took me so long to post. I feel so bad for Richie (and Eddie) :( </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="180" data-orig-width="320" data-tumblr-attribution="cartoonssad:LWyediXYuDbNIPSo6XC7vg:Zy6gRf2V6qkiW"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/945ed15a706fa0368bd86c14f74a1490/tumblr_p43nj4zLFC1vkvtypo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="180" data-orig-width="320"/></figure>
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share your thoughts on their similarities, if you&rsquo;d like! i would read a whole essay about it lol
<ul><li><p>Okay, so here’s how I see it. Eddie has a lot in common with bunnies. </p></li><li><p>When people think of bunnies they think ‘awww’ because they’re tiny and fluffy. And then people assume that they’re sweet and innocent. </p></li><li><p>Much like our Eds. First glance, people think he’s just smol and kind. </p></li><li><p>(ha) </p></li><li><p>Also, big doe eyes? Hi, yes. </p></li><li><p>But bunnies are actually tiny, furious monsters. If you pet them the wrong way or do something you don’t like they will bite.</p></li><li><p>(with tiny sharp teeth)</p></li><li><p>Same with Eddie. When he’s angry/annoyed he lashes out quickly and furiously.</p></li><li><p>(“DO NOT FUCKING TOUCH ME”)<br/></p></li><li><p>Then both go back to normal- adorable and innocent again. </p></li><li><p>(The mood shifts so quickly that you might think you imagined it.)</p></li><li><p>And anyone who has bunnies know that they have quite the attitude (or rab-itude in the crazy bunny circles). </p></li><li><p>They are stubborn and will not listen to you. They are chaotic and will chew through cables like nobody’s business.</p></li><li><p>This is totally Eddie. </p></li><li><p>(minus the cables, probably) </p></li><li><p>He’s a headstrong monster that will snap at you if you try to tell him what to do or if you try to help him. </p></li><li><p>Seriously stubbornness going on here. </p></li><li><p>But, at the end of the day, everyone loves bunnies. And Eddie. Because how can you not?</p></li></ul><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="281" data-tumblr-attribution="beverlymarshisabadass:HLd5UAxNdoJU5xgv1COUew:Zbt-ic2SUsebm" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3764c9bd877f46b6aed2b65dc9bc1ba3/tumblr_p07760pvO41wbegpao1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="281"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="317" data-orig-height="317" data-tumblr-attribution="gobunyourself:5GkX8unoarBaXsJgJW9j5Q:Z-dPYw28ul0PA" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7c01e92403c5f8c3ec0e9e3060cf4a27/tumblr_o9vniwTzV11r6aun5o1_400.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="317" data-orig-height="317"/></figure>
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I read your tag and saw Eddie bunny essay and I don&rsquo;t know what&rsquo;s going on but I&rsquo;m ready to read it!!!!!
<p>Hi Anon! </p><p>I got another ask requesting the essay so I am working on it! Promise!</p><p>For context, it’s from the latest chap of P<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14315013/chapters/33030486">artners in Crim </a></p>
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I&#039;d also like to request perma tag list like I have intensely fallen in love with your stuff!
<p style="">Okay! Thank you!! &lt;3 &lt;3 <br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="353" data-orig-width="200" data-tumblr-attribution="everythingstarstuff:L68w-ReQbQW-nXhvbTv2zg:ZMvb2k2M12L1W"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/973f3276460cb76951ce950aeb97aee4/tumblr_oqjfs6tFsl1uauof6o1_250.gif" data-orig-height="353" data-orig-width="200"/></figure><p>(I just liked the dog, it really doesn’t relate to your question- but he’s cute!) <br/></p>
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Reblog name: 
if you have a perma tag list can i be added to it? i love all your work!!
<p style="">Aw, thank you!! <br/></p><p>I do have one and I would be happy to add you!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="290" data-orig-width="386" data-tumblr-attribution="plumkat:sQsljkzCh3xTuvd-1hJlHg:Z8Nuqx23hfjKU"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/b5d4e920e36ed352c04e1022a1a922c5/tumblr_o4cpnx6Jaf1qgf1i8o1_400.gif" data-orig-height="290" data-orig-width="386"/></figure>
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Reblog key: hW1fJaBE
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
You&rsquo;re so right! Eddie and Rabbits do have a lot in common!
<p>Anon, I think about this all the time.  I could probably write an essay on it. 
</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-width="400" data-orig-height="225" data-tumblr-attribution="im-a-bird:O-Gt_GSsEGJKNF9JylrOOA:Z9Eqqb2U_YJAi"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f9482362de0673b378cbf74c6c7426e1/tumblr_p3wrkpcD311wkwuqso1_400.gifv" data-orig-width="400" data-orig-height="225"/></figure>
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Reblog url: https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/174598589328/can-you-pretty-please-make-a-part-two-of-the
Reblog name: belbys
can you pretty please make a part two of the morning after of that drinking game, drunk eddie au?
<p>this is super messy bc i just wrote it in a couple hours today but here u go ! part two of <a href="https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/174528836933/random-teen-au-idea-the-losers-are-all-at">this short lil fic i wrote</a>. u can basically just call this: richie is a bi Disaster</p> <p><a href="https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/174598589328/can-you-pretty-please-make-a-part-two-of-the" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reblog url: 
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whens the next chap of this safe place?:(
<p style="">Hiiii anon,</p><p>I felt bad for how everyone reacted to Eddie in the previous chapter so I’ve been debating adding/changing something in the next chap. So it’s written but I’m being indecisive. <br/></p><p>To answer your actual question, probably sometime this week! I just need to figure stuff out. <br/></p><p style="">Thank you! <br/></p>
Tags: 
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Reblog key: UHJfppwE
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Reblog name: 
HI YES YOU ARE AN AMZING WRITER AND I LOVE EACH AND EVERY ONE OF YOUR STORIES SORRY IF THIS SEEMS LIKE IM YELLING IN YOUR FACE BUT I JUST REALLY HAD TO LET YOU KNOW 💗💗❤️❤️💜💜💖💖💕💕✨✨💫💫🌈🌈
<p>OMG THANK YOUUUUUU.  THATS SO INCREDIBLY NICE. <br/></p><p>You can always yell kind things at me :) <br/></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="280" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="samisoffthewall:-3ZNIf0HvpgB9AXKMM5KAQ:Z-of3q20nC158"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/d3ffb6750636f4476afe3b5c6a7f3461/tumblr_o1k2lsD4NX1smqfiko1_500.gif" data-orig-height="280" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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Reblog url: 
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you are such an incredible writer and i am in love with everything you write 😊😊😊😊😊😊😊😊
<p>OMG WHY ARE YOU THE NICEST PERSON IN THE WORLD. I DON’T DESERVE THIS. </p><p>THANK YOU!!!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="187" data-orig-width="250" data-tumblr-attribution="usedpimpa:u3EBFk2jrpmZIGqJF6Azvw:ZOdZes2TNTZZ9"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/12887ebfa60ae0d5da0c9610a57ae91b/tumblr_p1l3oaPX9x1s9a9yjo1_250.gif" data-orig-height="187" data-orig-width="250"/></figure>
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Reblog key: g98aoGrG
Reblog url: https://streddiesworld.tumblr.com/post/174373911071/hc-ben-has-to-babysit-his-baby-cousin-so-the
Reblog name: streddiesworld
HC: Ben has to babysit his baby cousin so the losers come over to keep him company. But pretty soon the baby just won&#039;t stop crying and they don&#039;t know what to do. They try everything they can think of and somehow Richie gets ahold of the baby. At first the losers are like &quot;RICHARD STOP! BE CAREFUL.&quot; but almost instantly the baby stops crying when their trashmouth holds him. That&#039;s how the losers find out that Richie is good with kids. (Eddie&#039;s heart melts and thats the tea)
<p>richie: hush, little baby, don’t say a word, papa’s gonna buy you a big di — </p>

<p>stan: *rips the baby from his hands and pushes richie over*</p>

<p>eddie: *still staring dreamily* isn’t he lovely, guys?</p>
Tags: 
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Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174372047697/strange-question-but-i-want-your-opinion-do-you
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Reblog key: W2iRFsZU
Reblog url: http://ao3tagoftheday.tumblr.com/post/174371927576/strange-question-but-i-want-your-opinion-do-you
Reblog name: ao3tagoftheday
Strange question but I want your opinion, do you think the AO3 staff should add incest as an archive warning? I can&#039;t tell you how many times I have stumbled across untagged incest and had a panic attack. I sent them an email asking them to add it in the future but I feel like the only person who cares.
<p>I really think so. I’ve actually often wondered why it isn’t an archive warning. I also think suicide/self-harm should be one. Hmm. I’ve got a pretty big audience here. Want to start a movement?</p>
Tags: look a nice respectful informative discussion on the internet, its a May miracle, but also all of this is interesting and important
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Pynch and 24/82
<h2><a href="http://blaisezabini.tumblr.com/post/174275707819/fanfiction-trope-mash-up"><b>{ prompt. }</b></a> || (24) soulmate au <i><b>&amp;</b></i> (82) second love</h2><ul><li><small>falling out of love with blue is hard in itself but to know that she has fallen out of love with him first fucking <i>sucks</i></small></li><li><small><i><b>&amp;</b></i> he knows it’s not her fault at all, that she cannot help it just as he could not help falling in love with her, but it doesn’t mean it doesn’t <i>hurt</i></small></li><li><small>adam met blue when they were fourteen and freshmans in their math class at mountview high and they were friends in that hesitant way at the beginning where adam was trying to keep his head down and do well whilst blue just generally hated most the population</small></li><li><small>it’s not anything profound, just that before they knew it, blue’s soulmate mark of the constellation of andromeda on her shoulder appeared one day on his own shoulder, and his intricate soulmate mark of a vined plant of some sort scatters itself across the left side of her ribs too</small></li><li><small>and blue’s his person, the only one who even came close to understanding him, the one who’s always there</small></li><li><small>but one day she’s wearing a normal ripped crop top that she’s sewn together with some sort of mesh and his soulmate mark on her is faded, like a bleach stain that tried to be scrubbed away but never really kept away</small></li><li><small>and he’s like. a minor disaster and blurts it out and asks her what happened</small></li><li><small>and blue didn’t even NOTICE djkhg she’s like?? what are u talking about?? oh my god.</small></li><li><small>and adam has to check his shoulder to make sure that hers is still on his shoulder and it’s like. yep still there</small></li><li><small>it’s v embarrassing and blue thinks it’s a mistake like it faded in the sun or smth but adam KNOWS that that’s not it. she’s v clearly,,,, falling out of love with him and it SUCKS</small></li><li><small>but anyways it’s fine they try for a few months but it just doesn’t <i>work</i> anymore and it sucks and they break up and adam’s. fine. it’s fine they were clearly not meant to be</small></li><li><small>the day after they break up, blue’s rib only has the outline of adam’s soulmate mark but dfkjhg at least hers is starting to fade on his shoulder</small></li><li><small>anyways they’re still best friends bc blue’s still the only one who Gets Him (at the moment, ha hah ha) </small></li><li><small>along comes. ronan fucking lynch</small></li><li><small>he’s dropping his car at boyd’s bc it’s got a busted engine or smth idk anything about cars and he’s Also got this monster of a tattoo across his whole back,,, it’s distracting</small></li><li><small>naturally, they’re huge dicks to each other at first <i><b>&amp;</b></i> then it turns into funnier banter <i><b>&amp;</b></i> ronan’s <i>still</i> coming back even tho his damn car is fixed</small></li><li><small>‘is that ur soulmate mark,’ adam asks one day, gesturing to ronan’s back, and he sounds awkward doing it but . he Has To Ask<br/></small></li><li><small>ronan <i>snorts</i>, the absolute fucking nerve, ‘no’ <i><b>&amp;</b></i> like. that’s it. adam’s gonna fight him one day</small></li><li><small>fdghjd adam doesn’t rly look in the mirror at himself, he doesn’t have one except for that tiny one in his apartment bathroom but he’s wiping his face and turns away but catches a glimpse of something and has to turn away bc what the Fuck is that on his lower back</small></li><li><small>u guessed it folks. ronan’s soulmate mark is a tramp stamp of raven wings. i’m literally dying i hate myself</small></li><li><small>but adam can’t even ask bc fkjhg how is he supposed to say Oh Yes i rly want to see ur massive back tattoo bc seeing the edges and sneak peaks of it turns me on but also i want to know if i have ur soulmate mark</small></li><li><small>also the poor boy thinks it’s an unrequited thing at first like. ofc he ends up falling for him this is dumb as shit </small></li><li><small>fast forward a few months where they’re friends and being disasters about it and ronan’s picking adam up from his shift at the garage and adam’s in those mechanic overalls You All Know The One and it’s tied at his waist and ronan’s basically dying this is the worst</small></li><li><small>it gets WORSE bc the t shirt adam is wearing is riding up so u can see a bit of his stomach and ronan changes his mind, he wants to die now </small></li><li><small>and then he stretches, popping his bones and making that fuck ugly sound, and the shirt rides up more so he can see adam’s vine soulmark (ronan knew djkhg this boy fell in love with adam so quick it’s on his own damn ribs) but there’s something black peeking around the side and it looks…. suspicious</small></li><li><small>anyways these human messes finally figure themselves out and live a happy life bc god knows this au needs some peace Too Much has happened to them</small></li></ul>
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2, 7, 13 &lt;3
<p>

2. What’s next on your ‘to-read’ list? (Fan fiction or otherwise)</p><p>I need to read <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12786678/chapters/29178738">Bright as Yellow</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDB92J7TjQ5VuWx4TquuKnA">@speakslowtellmelove</a> because I haven’t yet and it’s a <i>problem</i>. </p><p>Outside fanfiction, Opal (a short story from the Raven Cycle that I’m super excited for) </p><p>

7. What’s the last thing you read that made you cry? </p><p>I honestly don’t know. Probably Harry Potter? Then end always gets me. </p><p>13. Exes or established relationship? <br/></p><p>Ohh, tricky. I don’t like writing established relationships (because I’m all about the slow get together) but I do love reading them! </p><p>Thank you muh dear! </p>
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Multiples of 5 💕
<p>Math! Again! We talked about this! lol I’m kidding. I can handle 5′s </p><p>5. 

What’s a crackship you love?

</p><p>Hiccup (from how to train your dragon) and Merida (Brave). Not necessarily romantically but as friends? Yes. </p><p>

10. Mutual pining or enemies to friends to lovers?

<br/></p><p>I love a good enemies to lovers fic but mutual pining will win every time. </p><p>

15. Post the last line you wrote without context.

<br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>“It’s alright, if he was this sexy and then smooth on top of it, I wouldn’t be able to keep up.”</p><p>	“Uh, thanks?”</p><p>

20. Do you have a favorite fanfic or author? If so, tag them/post a link and share the love!

<br/></p><p>A favorite? No way, there’s wayyy too many talented people in this fandom. </p><p>But here are a few fics that I really like (not at all a complete list, there’s so many amazing ones!):</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14411091/chapters/33282768">I’ll let you set the pace </a> by RainbowRain17 (I dont think they have a tumblr)- Open relationship AU that will rip your heart out in the best way possible. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13819029/chapters/31778493">Beating Soul</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@creamy-brown-eyes</a> - Slow burn with DJ Richie and Photographer Eddie that makes me want to travel the world. </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13640031">I’d rather cut out my tongue than let you kiss me with yours</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ">@namingtheruins</a>- College AU, Eddie and Richie slept together once years ago and then they end up at the same party. </p><p>Thanks for the ask!! </p>
Tags: I could recommend dozens of fics, there's no end to good ones
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19 with eddie for the fanfic questions
<p>19 

What’s your favorite character headcanon?

</p><p>This is hard! I have a lot. You’re getting a sorta NSFW one. </p><p>I love the HC that Eddie is a whimpering mess during sex. Like, he doesn’t talk a lot but he just <i>groans</i> and makes all these little noises anytime they start making out and he keeps getting louder the heavier it gets (especially if they need to be quiet. Eddie does not understand the concept of keeping it down). </p><p>Thanks for the ask! </p>
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3 &amp; 14 ❤️💜💙
<p>Hello darling!</p><p>3. 

Do you prefer canonverse or AUs?

</p><p>Generally AUs, I think they’re more fun to read and write- but I’m pretty easily persuaded. </p><p>14. 

Post a line of dialogue from one of your WIPs without context.

</p><p>

“We just need to find the serum. 

Then we’ll be fine.” <br/></p><p>Thank you! </p>
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THIS SAFE PLACE CHAPTER 12 OH MY GOD BIYCH WHY IM SO SAD I LOVE YOU BUT THIS MADE ME WANT TO RIP MY HAIR OUT WHY IS EDDIE BEING THIS WAYUAAYYAYAYAYAY
<p>I’M SORRY. Eddie is just a sad confused little gay who’s afraid of rejection! </p>
Tags: this safe place, fic asks, I am sorry!, but Eddie is just scared and BAD AT FEELINGS
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Reblog key: kdNhGpbu
Reblog url: https://mikehopper.tumblr.com/post/174291123876/richie-has-a-sweet-tooth-and-runs-his-mouth-and
Reblog name: mikehopper
Richie has a sweet tooth, AND runs his mouth, AND likes to suck at Eddie&#039;s neck, so Eddie wears those candy necklace chokers and has Richie straddle his lap, chest to chest and lets Richie eat the candy off his neck during movie night so the loser don&#039;t get irritated by them talking, and so Eddie can watch the movie (until Richie more or less starts sucking a hickey into his neck and he gets just as distracted) while petting at Richie&#039;s back and occasionally pecking his cheek. maybe??
<p>Maybe yes. </p>
<p> <b>a/n:</b> oh wow this got big. Okay let’s go:</p>
<p><b>Warnings: </b>college-aged losers; nsfw-ish ;)</p>
<ul><li>So Went&amp;Maggie have always been careful with their son’s diet;</li>
<li>Especially when it came to eating candy, having a dentist parent was not easy on Richie;</li>
<li>Growing up, Richie wasn’t allowed to eat sweets regularly;</li>
<li>Which only made him want it <i>more</i>;</li>
</ul><p><a href="https://j0ys.tumblr.com/post/174291123876/richie-has-a-sweet-tooth-and-runs-his-mouth-and" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: this is soooo good!, ahh!, read it read it!
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If someone was new to the It fandom, where would you direct them?
<p>This is… a really hard question? I don’t know if you mean specific fics or specific tumblrs or specific people, but I’ll do my best. </p>

<p>The best general resource is <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mZ34l1yO4EZ_tHpjy4OWs2g">@fyeahreddie</a>. They have a page devoted to reddie writers and their links, and they constantly reblog and post new content. They are the backbone of this community, and for that, we thank you. </p>

<p>I don’t have a particular list of fics that I’d like to recommend because all I do in my spare time is read fic and it would take me a year to think of all the good ones. I can, however, recommend specific people. </p>

<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mGI8doBzxPTb2ynUy-duDlg">@themightychipmunk</a> is my favorite person in the It fandom, and one of my favorites in general. My wife calls her my west coast girlfriend. All of her meet-cute fics give me full life (esp Must Love Dogs) and as a person she’s just the absolute nicest. We’re actually writing something together right now, so get excited for that. </p>

<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mj5Ac5_3T63JvNTGyQ_uOfg">@stellarbisexual</a> is super nice, and super talented. I know I said I wouldn’t recommend specific fics, but read Zero Characters Left. Just do it. </p>

<p>I’ve never talked to them personally because I’m super awkward about initiating conversation, but <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mhfI1DiowoutxRlyQY8XnWw">@kitschyrichie</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mUeeymzDfGkbcxOcwHOgZQA">@skeletonscribbles</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> are all amazing and wonderful and perfect. Read their stuff, like their stuff, live their stuff. </p>

<p>There are about ten million people I’m forgetting cause I’m on the spot, but here’s a start, I guess? Sorry if this is no help at all lol.</p>
Tags: everyone is so nice, and I can't deal
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do you know any fake relationship reddie aus?
<p>sure thing! here are some for y’all:</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14393946">Lipstick </a>- (T) Complete by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-unesOcaSO25wovf8Z74VQ">@trash-the-tozier</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12634944">Steady Feet, Don’t Fail Me Now</a> - (M) Complete by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12826554">Lies</a> - (T) Incomplete by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mI7ra4lwKmHLDa51Znmzy8Q">@stansbill</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12327069">go west</a> - (T) Incomplete by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6h0ZiFN_xkUmPhj1GnsARA">@oneangryshot</a> (it<i> just</i> gets away w/ fake dating) </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12698409">i’m gonna sleep cause you live in my daydreams</a> - (T) Complete by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m4JG-fHu0twquvMDLy3ULKQ">@eddykaspbraks</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13769328">Are You Reddie For Prom?</a> - (M) Complete by Unknown</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13870899">This safe place</a> - (M) Complete by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13115946">a craigslist story</a> - (M) Incomplete by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/myhDDqTkCdFnx3fYsRE_-Ag">@tossertozier</a></p>
Tags: reddie, faking dating is everyone's fav AU

Post id: 174279588162
Date: Sat, 26 May 2018 14:47:14
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174279588162/do-you-plan-on-selling-any-of-your-artwork-i-love
Slug: do-you-plan-on-selling-any-of-your-artwork-i-love
Reblog key: TYWbub1s
Reblog url: https://liliemm.tumblr.com/post/174279362245/do-you-plan-on-selling-any-of-your-artwork-i-love
Reblog name: liliemm
Do you plan on selling any of your artwork? I love your art, and your art style and it&#039;s just really amazing.
<figure data-orig-width="1972" data-orig-height="1688" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/16df1c62087eb1ae48e4a4bdfb002ec3/tumblr_inline_p7jp9gBspE1u2gchq_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1972" data-orig-height="1688"/></figure><p>Actually! I have an etsy shop where I sell a bunch of silly
IT related stuff like polaroids of the losers or stickers!</p><p>Acually! I need money for college stuff so if anyone would
buy something from me, that would mean the world! Did I sound desperate? Good.
Because I am. :’))</p><p>&gt;&gt;<a href="https://www.etsy.com/shop/Liliemm">HERE IS THE LINK TO MY SHOP</a>&lt;&lt;</p><p>Thank you!

❤

</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174486922602
Date: Fri, 01 Jun 2018 22:29:44
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174486922602/hiiii-i-just-wanted-to-say-im-reading-your-reddie
Slug: hiiii-i-just-wanted-to-say-im-reading-your-reddie
Reblog key: l5dxTxxM
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hiiii I just wanted to say I&rsquo;m reading your reddie law school fanfic right now and I sent it to my sister and her boyfriend (who are in law school right now) and we all love it!!
<p>Awww!! Thank you!! That&rsquo;s super awesome to hear! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="367" data-tumblr-attribution="no-se-lo-digas-a-nadie:eMOKf2HDnMdnVvAROUIufg:Zpx5Dg2SpOodi"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/f547df859f6e5a94e5931fad501523aa/tumblr_p0plu4NBCs1vcfcp9o1_500.gifv" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="367"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174477821342
Date: Fri, 01 Jun 2018 16:25:17
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174477821342/hey-eddie-whats-your-idea-of-romance
Slug: hey-eddie-whats-your-idea-of-romance
Reblog key: 0v5aGDeu
Reblog url: https://hoeziertozier.tumblr.com/post/174477807964/hey-eddie-whats-your-idea-of-romance
Reblog name: hoeziertozier
Hey Eddie what&rsquo;s your idea of romance?
<figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/e1d7fdbd3de170524728c10ddf2b925e/tumblr_inline_p97r34Rhyx1vulr2e_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="500"/></figure><p>I don’t even know anymore because apparently that’s it.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174434428962
Date: Thu, 31 May 2018 08:21:57
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174434428962/hi-this-safe-place-es-my-favourite-fic-that-is-all
Slug: hi-this-safe-place-es-my-favourite-fic-that-is-all
Reblog key: CspKzyLK
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
hi this safe place es my favourite fic that is all goodbye
<p>Ahhh!! Thank you! That’s so wonderful to hear! (even after the last chap?)</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="227" data-orig-width="400" data-tumblr-attribution="sooper-dee-dooper-natural:EdeWnwqd3YFreGJf0_BGvg:ZWLrfi2Gvhl1c"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7b9752a1d70808e6c273fac97d56b092/tumblr_ojh79dMOjf1v1p15bo1_400.gif" data-orig-height="227" data-orig-width="400"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174418425442
Date: Wed, 30 May 2018 19:15:04
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174418425442/what-are-your-top-reddie-fics-the-stuff-u-reblog
Slug: what-are-your-top-reddie-fics-the-stuff-u-reblog
Reblog key: S9hDYaIy
Reblog url: https://skeletonscribbles.tumblr.com/post/174416781087/what-are-your-top-reddie-fics-the-stuff-u-reblog
Reblog name: skeletonscribbles
what are your top reddie fics? the stuff u reblog is always great so I&rsquo;m curious
<p>my sweet friend….this is the question I was freaking BORN to answer.</p><p>this is a long and unwieldly list, and contains one or two non-Reddie IT fics for your perusal in case you get bored. I also tried to steer away from the stuff that other people rec all the time. That’s not to say that I don’t love the big fics in this fandom (they’re popular for a reason!) but this is something of a ‘Sara’s Underrated Fics’ list, so strap in.</p><h2><b>REDDIE FICS:</b></h2><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14675382/chapters/33905406">Paris, 1983</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzjaA70UgqOU9vZEdhEeR6w">@gay-for-roxane</a> (oopsiwroteathing on Ao3).</b></p><p>Paris gang AU! This is my gay Parisian Peaky Blinders DREAM, and it’s written exquisitely. This is one of many fics I adore by Maddie, who is a brilliant and prolific author. Make sure to check out the rest of her works while you’re perusing her Ao3 - her most popular fics to date (I’m pretty sure) are those in her Maggie Tozier/<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/923415">family bends and bleeds</a> series…buuuuut this Paris AU is my personal favorite :) </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14199408/chapters/32731746">Running Up That Hill</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDB92J7TjQ5VuWx4TquuKnA">@speakslowtellmelove</a> (speakslow on Ao3).</b></p><p>Okay, we all love <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12786678/chapters/29178738">Bright as Yellow</a> and <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13601067/chapters/31223295">Wrapped in Blue</a>, and that <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13866126/chapters/31897311">Surfer Boi AU</a> is also pretty great - - basically, if C puts it out, it’s perfect, original, spectacular, amazing, etc., but the one I really love right now is her boarding school WIP. It’s got a distinctive Dead Poets Society vibe, and I love the way she writes Reddie amidst the other Losers. </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12841593/chapters/29681427">maybe, maybe</a> by lysscor on Ao3 (does this user have tumblr? folks are gonna have to fill me in on who is or isn’t on this platform I don’t know anybody anywhere ever)</b></p><p>AU where Reddie live in the same hall of an apartment building and are insomniacs together. It’s a WIP, technically - I think there’s like 1-2 chapters left? But it’s sweet, well paced, very in character…and it makes me smile!</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/849696">The Skin &amp; Earth Series</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-FE9-DHk7XNef8bXzPwHdQ">@namingtheruins</a> (inoubliable on Ao3)</b></p><p>First of all, read UP AND DOWN THIS Ao3 LIST, because this author is everything to me. Everything! I recommend Skin and Earth specifically because that, along with <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/852234">Lovesong</a> (which I also rec) are the two primary reasons why I write for this fandom. It’s that good, folks.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14539509">Walk Alone or Run Away</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/myTbLZ8amls4JiNHEu2V9uQ">@lanekim</a> (tozier on Ao3)</b></p><p>This fic is like POETRY. It somehow manages to capture the exact feeling of slowly falling in love - like dipping yourself into a warm bath, like stepping outside on a beautiful spring day. I’ve reblogged it on tumblr twice. I will probably reblog it again.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13819029/chapters/31778493">Beating Soul</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@creamy-brown-eyes</a> (creamy-brown-eyes on Ao3, also)</b></p><p>Laura’s got some bomb-ass fics out there, but my fave has to be this one. Richie’s an up and coming DJ, and Eddie has been hired to take photos of him. Eddie’s already got a boyfriend, though. What follows is some sweet, sweet conflict. Sign me the fuck up.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13593369/chapters/31203315">the years go by like days</a> by Ao3 user georgiestauffenberg (I hear tell that this user does NOT in fact have tumblr. correct me if I’m wrong.)</b></p><p>I think people are finally catching on to the fact that this is one of the best gosh dang fics in the fandom. Can you believe user georgiestauffenberg invented characterization?</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14164689">Of Worries and Windows</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/muCiosHZtr5xx_5TpmpyKtA">@reddie-to-write</a> (the_original_starfruit on Ao3)</b></p><p>This is my fave Richie climbing through the window fic in the fandom, and that’s saying something, because there are eight billion and two Richie climbing through the window fics in this god damn fandom</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14227218/chapters/32801976">with or without you</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@bitchin-eds</a> (alliegaga on Ao3)</b></p><p>I know this isn’t the fic people think of right off the bat with Allie, but I fell in love with it right away. I’m a sucker for a ‘reuniting years later’ piece, and this one is near perfect. Allie is a gift to this fandom.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13442796/chapters/30810561">young, dumb &amp; broke</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mafOzdGfiJOWBc5THnuWhOA">@anxiousbich</a> (anxiousbich on Ao3 as well)</b></p><p>This fic, man! I don’t know how it manages to be 100% sweet and 100% sexy at the same time but it fucking does, man! Richie sells sex, and Eddie’s looking for something, but isn’t sure what. He hires Richie, shenanigans and love ensue. </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14118906">knee socks</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjCRYEmHVb0iYlPULfavJYw">@spazzatura-xiii</a> (SpazzaturaXIII on Ao3 as well)</b></p><p>A perfect depiction of a college party featuring a fuckboy bisexual Richie that I absolutely adore. Don’t get turned off by the Bevchie. It’s all for show.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12977403/chapters/29667585"> A Muse Me</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m-Q-skulS84fNmRuiqyVcVw">@foureyestozier</a> (eddiespegnerti on Ao3)</b></p><p>I’m a sucker for artist AUs and college AUs, and this one blends both of them gloriously. Richie and Eddie meet in an art gen-ed, and sparks fly. Cute as FUCK.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13495062/chapters/30948050">Far Too Young To Die </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mgRRVgbv-ZBpNrTDgN9cOdQ">@delicateloser</a> (delicateloser on Ao3 as well)</b></p><p>BITCH I love a Hunger Games AU! I love it! Serve up that angst! And when it’s well written, too?? Holy SHIT!!!!</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13978821/chapters/32183691">for blue skies</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/muw9KoTAI8o_yaWf4GrI3XQ">@sunsetozier</a> (sunsetozier on Ao3 as well)</b></p><p>online boyfriend Reddie AU. I’m old and crotchety, so usually I’m like ‘meh’ for these, but I actively waited for chapters of this to be posted. Richie posting covers of songs on Twitter is so fucking cute. also a healthy dose of our fave, Insecure Richie &lt;3 </p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12809109/chapters/29238591">To The Guy at the Bus Stop</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mgrBJrXeM-ZSq6wX6VyUJfA">@arrephoros</a> (Ragno on Ao3)</b></p><p>Eddie is studying abroad. He falls in love with a British Richie who can’t sing for shit. It’s charming and sad and everything in good measure! WIP with one chapter left, last I checked!</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/889581">Meet Cute AUs </a>by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGI8doBzxPTb2ynUy-duDlg">@themightychipmunk</a> (TheMightyChipmunk on Ao3 as well)</b></p><p>You wanna feel great??? Huh????? Read these!!!!!!!!!!!</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13301220/chapters/30441624">come one, come all</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mPiEA7n1R1CH3zFlOdVnpFw">@didsw</a> (didsw on Ao3 as well)</b></p><p>Didi finish COCA challenge…..<br/>no but I LOVE this fic. Groundhog Day premise with some of the sweetest and most heart wrenching Reddie you’ll see anywhere. (and if you’re wondering where you’ve heard of Didi before…does <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14326011">fellas, is it gay to jack a bro off </a>ring any bells…)</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13490928/chapters/30937587">Grown Wild</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> (tinyarmedtrex on Ao3 as well)</b></p><p>it was a real fuckin’ Sophie’s choice picking just ONE Amelia fic because I love them all but Grown Wild and Teacher Richie own my ass. I never thought of hiking a trail with another person as romantic, but boy was my mind changed literally forever!!!!</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13490928/chapters/30937587">finis (a tragedy in three acts)</a> by Ao3 user youllbeadentist (Tumblr unknown)</b></p><p>[Stefon voice]: Book Eddie, older Eddie, Eddie dealing with the AIDS crisis of the 80s in a jarringly realistic way, beautiful prose, captivating action - this fic has it all, folks. you heard it here first. stop sleeping on it.</p><p><i>More popular Reddie fics I’m not writing blurbs for bc everyone knows them but am rereading near constantly</i>: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12182691/chapters/27656295"><b>Whenever I’m Alone With You</b></a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mj5Ac5_3T63JvNTGyQ_uOfg">@stellarbisexual</a>, <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/848619"><b>The Greater Fool Series</b></a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtgF6z5aOCPSQii7tnApncQ">@yallreddieforthis</a>, and <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12316803/chapters/28002027"><b>&amp; That’s For All Time</b></a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/myhDDqTkCdFnx3fYsRE_-Ag">@tossertozier</a></p><h2><b>STENBROUGH FICS</b> <br/>(I don’t ship this much anymore, but went on a research bender a while ago and came back with these two dope fics)</h2><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13160382/chapters/30783846">Ain’t eez-eh</a> by Ao3 user simplerplease (Tumblr unknown)</b></p><p>Stan’s friends write his number on the bathroom wall of a club as a joke. Bill, our dear, idiot Bill….fucking just…texts the number I guess oh my god. I LOVE this Stan, and I do not say that lightly, because we all know, Sara, we get it, you love Stan. I. LOVE. THIS. STAN.</p><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12652230/chapters/28833642">i am no bird; and no net ensnares me</a> by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mk7CCaQU0ZPN80d54yiiqtA">@drippingcandie</a> (drippingcandie on Ao3 as well)</b></p><p>Another good Stan. I’m a sucker for good Stan writing, obv. Stan and Bill are in college and dancing around each other - Stan thinks Bill’s a fuckboy, Bill is…probably a fuckboy, but they’re soft for each other of COURSE.</p><h2><b>STOZIER FICS</b> <br/>(I know, oh my god, Sara, aren’t you a Reddie shipper….but there’s ONE here, okay??? O N E, and I wouldn’t rec it if I didn’t love it)</h2><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13012086/chapters/29756952">untouched (need you so much)</a> by @stonedzier (breathplayed on Ao3)</b></p><p>The premise of this is that Stan is absolutely consumed by thoughts about the size of Richie’s fucking monster dong after seeing it one (1) time. If that doesn’t sound like a good time to you then…I dunno man. This fic is fucking sexy.</p><p>—-</p><p>okay wow that was more of an undertaking than I thought - well worth it though! Reblog this ish. Tell your friends about these fics. <a href="denied:data:image/jpeg;base64,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">They’re good fics, Brent.</a></p>
Tags: lots to read and not enough time to read it, reddie

Post id: 174401003492
Date: Wed, 30 May 2018 07:24:46
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174401003492/um-so-its-the-1950s-and-richie-and-eddie-are
Slug: um-so-its-the-1950s-and-richie-and-eddie-are
Reblog key: YUIHFOha
Reblog url: https://happytozier-deactivated20180820.tumblr.com/post/174392656406/um-so-its-the-1950s-and-richie-and-eddie-are
Reblog name: happytozier-deactivated20180820
UM so it&#039;s the 1950s, and Richie and Eddie are odd-couple-type business partners at a magazine publishing company and Richie&#039;s kind of that seemingly playboy-esque guy always flirting with the other dude&#039;s/gal&#039;s secretaries (not his own cause I&#039;m just gonna come out and say he&#039;s a good person and won&#039;t pressure his and Eddie&#039;s secretaries, okay) and #noangst but Eddie&#039;s constantly dragging him into their office like &#039;LEAVE THEM ALONE, RICH&#039; but it&#039;s cause he&#039;s in love with Richie. (1/?)
<p>(2/?) And they have dinner-business dates a lot, and they work on presentations together, and pull in advertisers and even travel on business trips together. Like true-blue partners. Staying in hotel rooms together while they’re away and pulling all-nighters over scotch while they’re in their boxers and white undershirts and socks and sock guards and Eddie’s always too busy trying to remember how to act straight around Richie that he doesn’t even recognize that the same smiles he throws at<br/></p> <p><a href="https://happytozier.tumblr.com/post/174392656406/um-so-its-the-1950s-and-richie-and-eddie-are" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174375229022
Date: Tue, 29 May 2018 12:25:35
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174375229022/ok-so-this-might-be-a-weird-question-but-im
Slug: ok-so-this-might-be-a-weird-question-but-im
Reblog key: c9BnT9ix
Reblog url: http://ao3tagoftheday.tumblr.com/post/174374345701/ok-so-this-might-be-a-weird-question-but-im
Reblog name: ao3tagoftheday
OK so this might be a weird question, but I&#039;m trying to get back into writing, particularly fanfic, but I can&#039;t get the inspiration or motivation sooo (pulls out pen and paper) what are your favorite fanfic tropes?
<p>Time travel AUs (particularly when the time traveling character is really really unsubtle)</p>

<p>AUs that use the setting of another fandom  (Pacific Rim AUs seem to work particularly well, though I’ve never been sure why)</p>

<p>Anything with fake media (like newspaper articles or thinkpieces or Twitter fights)</p>

<p>Characters who really couldn’t care less what’s happening so they just sit there and make fun of everything</p>

Now that I think about it, these are all pretty complicated and since you’re trying to start writing again, you probably want something simpler. So, simpler tropes I like: Everyone is poly with everyone else without any explanation, characters being really good at something that no one had any idea they could do, trans characters existing, background characters and background objects POVs, slightly older teenagers parenting slightly younger teenagers, people arguing about stupid shit for fun, characters watching/reading things from other fandoms
Tags: now I want a pacific rim Reddie AU, it really does work well

Post id: 174077754077
Date: Sun, 20 May 2018 06:33:22
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174077754077/i-hope-we-get-some-single-fathers-au-when-it
Slug: i-hope-we-get-some-single-fathers-au-when-it
Reblog key: P2b2KGNC
Reblog url: http://edsbrak.tumblr.com/post/174072816275/i-hope-we-get-some-single-fathers-au-when-it
Reblog name: edsbrak
i hope we get some single fathers AU when IT chapter 2 gets released next year
<p>why wait anon? have I got the fics for you! (although, you may have read them already) but here are some fics you might enjoy, most of them pertaining to one of them having a kid and/or are single at some point: </p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13773060">Parent Teacher Association (PTA) </a> - (M) Complete by <a href="https://tmblr.co/md95RrAKLRvk4Ztmh082akA">@reddie-bitch</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12882237">Georgie has two daddies </a>- (M) Complete by <a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14083506">heartbreak, ya know, drives a big black car</a> - Complete by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzjaA70UgqOU9vZEdhEeR6w">@gay-for-roxane</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13396230">(AP) Parent Trap</a> - (G) Complete by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mGI8doBzxPTb2ynUy-duDlg">@themightychipmunk</a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12977634">from the dining table</a> - (M) Incomplete by @willtoziers</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14595102">How To Raise a Child With Your Best Friend/Long-time Crush: An Inaccurate Guide by Eddie Kaspbrak</a> - (M) Complete - by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqI6XIdo9KzYSxo80ASkbNQ">@reddie-trashgetti</a></p>
Tags: sings all the single fathers to the tune of all the single ladies

Post id: 174048949742
Date: Sat, 19 May 2018 08:32:06
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174048949742/beautiful-person-award-once-you-get
Slug: beautiful-person-award-once-you-get
Reblog key: aRsSz5vs
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
BEAUTIFUL PERSON AWARD ♡✧( ु&bull;⌄&bull; ) once you get this award, you&rsquo;re supposed to paste it in the ask box of 8 people who deserve it. If you break the chain nothing will happen, but it&rsquo;s nice to know that someone thinks you&rsquo;re beautiful inside and out ( ◜◒◝ )♡
<p>Aw shucks! Thanks!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="460" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="mistress-gif:aj2Wpf_y5o_gw9K132UkAw:ZPigid2VVhf2o"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3e39236d82d2c962a7a1767cb6f3382f/tumblr_p4os2qvpMV1wrh2j3o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="460" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174048385867
Date: Sat, 19 May 2018 08:02:51
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174048385867/beautiful-person-award-once-you-get
Slug: beautiful-person-award-once-you-get
Reblog key: fpFlFT4r
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
BEAUTIFUL PERSON AWARD ♡✧( ु&bull;⌄&bull; ) once you get this award, you&rsquo;re supposed to paste it in the ask box of 8 people who deserve it. If you break the chain nothing will happen, but it&rsquo;s nice to know that someone thinks you&rsquo;re beautiful inside and out ( ◜◒◝ )♡
<p>Oh wow, thank you!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="350" data-orig-width="245" data-tumblr-attribution="kathestuckyforever7u7r:4TeqLoFbAy-O0IBYWkYAqg:ZEWOzj2UlAuwH"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/7159d9778c08533c85c0bf5e177ab6fd/tumblr_p3k49nfzMK1ubnytho1_250.gif" data-orig-height="350" data-orig-width="245"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174002138412
Date: Thu, 17 May 2018 17:58:07
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174002138412/beautiful-person-award-once-you-get
Slug: beautiful-person-award-once-you-get
Reblog key: NrFeLady
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
BEAUTIFUL PERSON AWARD ♡✧( ु&bull;⌄&bull; ) once you get this award, you&rsquo;re supposed to paste it in the ask box of 8 people who deserve it. If you break the chain nothing will happen, but it&rsquo;s nice to know that someone thinks you&rsquo;re beautiful inside and out ( ◜◒◝ )♡
<p>Aww shucks! Thanks!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="178" data-orig-width="250" data-tumblr-attribution="poorbroketherapist:ePpku9Rji0hq_nOFC1_0hw:Z9u-ml1sONRAt"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/b7f51c4b9812820b7a527d3c4c968c68/tumblr_ntcqg3p1iy1u68mfwo1_250.gif" data-orig-height="178" data-orig-width="250"/></figure>
Tags: 
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Date: Wed, 16 May 2018 19:28:23
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173973279482/hey-im-kicking-myself-for-not-asking-sooner-but
Slug: hey-im-kicking-myself-for-not-asking-sooner-but
Reblog key: XWNyrzPO
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hey, I&rsquo;m kicking myself for not asking sooner, but can I be added to your perma taglist???? I just read the latest chapter of this safe place and it is amazing. I wanna fight Eddie&rsquo;s grandmother so bad honestly.
<p>Yeaaa she’s the worst. Don’t worry she gets her just desserts :P </p><p>Consider yourself added! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="274" data-orig-width="300" data-tumblr-attribution="maggiekempt:lV7hw-rQACUKpTYYoWgH8A:Ze8guh2240rXI"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/cad39ecd1147c519a646c5446217ef75/tumblr_o2udqqrXW21v90oi8o1_400.gif" data-orig-height="274" data-orig-width="300"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 173971845732
Date: Wed, 16 May 2018 18:29:41
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173971845732/this-safe-place-update-yes-yes-yes-finally-t-h-a-n
Slug: this-safe-place-update-yes-yes-yes-finally-t-h-a-n
Reblog key: ZP55FpRL
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
THIS SAFE PLACE UPDATE YES YES YES FINALLY T H A N K Y O U
<p>I hope you like it!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="288" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="usedpimpa:u3EBFk2jrpmZIGqJF6Azvw:ZOdZes2ITbqLs"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/cb5c7c6745a5aeef3858216a5b33e1f8/tumblr_olehm4eZJi1s9a9yjo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="288" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 173963019542
Date: Wed, 16 May 2018 12:50:18
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173963019542/hey-i-heard-it-was-illegal-to-write-porn
Slug: hey-i-heard-it-was-illegal-to-write-porn
Reblog key: V0CZQOhO
Reblog url: http://italiangirlwithanenglishheart.tumblr.com/post/173962959892/hey-i-heard-it-was-illegal-to-write-porn
Reblog name: italiangirlwithanenglishheart
Hey, I heard it was illegal to write porn depicting underage sex in the US. How is it that AO3 is able to host this stuff and not get censured? Thanks!
<p>Hey anon! In light of some recent Discourse™ I have been seeing the last few days, I’m going to take a short break from silly tags to talk about censorship!</p>

<p>Ok. It is illegal in the United States (and in most other countries I think) to produce, distribute, or possess pornographic <em>images</em> of minors. A thing that is not illegal: writing.</p>

<p>Why is that, you may ask? Why would we want it to be legal to write about adults having sex with children or children having sex with each other? Well, a variety of reasons. First of all, if we treated writing about children having sex the way we treat images/video of that, a large percentage of YA literature would suddenly be illegal. So would writing about adolescent sexuality in other ways, including potentially educational literature or even studies about adolescent sexual health. That would be really bad.</p>

<p>But what about writing about full-on sexual abuse, statutory rape, pedophilia? Shouldn’t that be illegal? No. Banning such writing would risk censoring research and education about sexual abuse. It would also prevent survivors from writing about their own experiences. And it would ban works of real literary merit, like, say, Lolita, which deconstruct and address the psychology of sexual abuse in a literary setting.</p>

<p>Fundamentally, the reason that society bans images of child pornography is that, in order to make them, you have to put children in a sexual context and take pictures/video of them. In other words, to make child pornography, you have to harm children. That’s why it’s illegal. Writing, on the other hand, harms no one in its creation. The only harm it can do is to those who read it, which literally no one has to do. Freedom of speech means we have the freedom to say what we want, so does everyone else, and we don’t have to listen to them if we don’t want to.</p>

<p>So no, AO3 isn’t breaking any laws. And if they were, it would be because the law was wrong.</p>

<p>If you have comments, complaints, or want to scream at me, you can find me at my personal <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mZJL6-4yNkcNABHdATQCRFA">@boytranscending</a>. I won’t be addressing this subject any further on this blog.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 173956799117
Date: Wed, 16 May 2018 08:11:00
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173956799117/i-was-about-to-sleep-when-i-thought-of-this
Slug: i-was-about-to-sleep-when-i-thought-of-this
Reblog key: J29OIXbL
Reblog url: https://richietoaster.tumblr.com/post/173956698595/i-was-about-to-sleep-when-i-thought-of-this
Reblog name: richietoaster
i was about to sleep when i thought of this: imagine eddie having a crush on richie ) in high school / college ( where he is 18+ ) but being too afraid to say something, so he does nothing until one day, he accidentally sends richie almost nude selfie lmao and boom... shit goes down. 👌
<blockquote><p><i>got inspired and decided to write a lil something on this! i hope you don’t mind hunnybee 💗💗 i hope you enjoy!</i></p></blockquote>
<p>The term <i>roommates</i> bothers Eddie much more than it should; when he looks at Richie, he doesn’t want to be just <i>roommates</i>: someone Richie texts occasionally for the math homework or for tomorrow’s weather. It isn’t even that Eddie wants to be so much more; he at least wants to be <i>friends.</i> And sure, maybe his roommate being ridiculously hot affects Eddie’s desire for more conversation, but he would never admit that. Especially not to his friends, Ben and Mike, who constantly probe and prod at Eddie’s <i>something</i> on Richie Tozier.</p> <p><a href="http://finnwolfhard.tumblr.com/post/173939618781/i-was-about-to-sleep-when-i-thought-of-this" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 173927270072
Date: Tue, 15 May 2018 10:02:49
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173927270072/you-are-such-an-amazing-writer
Slug: you-are-such-an-amazing-writer
Reblog key: Dhk7PRXj
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
you are such an amazing writer 🧡💗❤️💓❣️💓❤️💗💜💖💚💘💛💗🧡❤️💞❤️💜💗💙💛❣️💛🧡💞💜❣️💕
<p>Thank you thank you thank you!!! </p><figure data-orig-width="262" data-orig-height="200" data-tumblr-attribution="samisoffthewall:-3ZNIf0HvpgB9AXKMM5KAQ:Z-of3q20tJIai" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/a32032ed8285b20338b9cc90ace7d955/tumblr_o1lhm9Hx361smqfiko1_400.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="262" data-orig-height="200"/></figure><p>For you? A teaser for the next chap of ‘This Safe Place’. </p><p><b>

“Was I a good pretend boyfriend?”

<br/></b></p><p><b>Eddie propped himself up on his elbow, looking down at Richie. “The best.” He said firmly, his other hand running through Richie’s hair. </b></p><p>

<b>Richie closed his eyes, feeling pleasantly drunk and enjoying Eddie’s touch. He eyes flew open when he felt Eddie’s lips on his. He saw that Eddie’s eyes were squeezed shut as he kissed Richie. </b>

<br/></p>
Tags: this safe place, reddie, wonderful compliments!!

Post id: 173845677107
Date: Sat, 12 May 2018 20:39:35
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173845677107/oh-and-follow-up-for-those-that-ask-for-a
Slug: oh-and-follow-up-for-those-that-ask-for-a
Reblog key: w6fYau6T
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
oh and follow up - for those that ask for a specific fic, pick any story you wanna talk about ! :)
<p>Ok! I forgot one&hellip; <br/>
35. Do I share my stories? Not normally. But <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@creamy-brown-eyes</a> did help me with the end of what doesn&rsquo;t kill you when I got stuck  ( thank you again!)</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 173845646092
Date: Sat, 12 May 2018 20:38:19
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173845646092/multiples-of-7-for-the-fic-writer-ask
Slug: multiples-of-7-for-the-fic-writer-ask
Reblog key: fH5uuqIn
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
multiples of 7 for the fic writer ask!
<p>Omg I can&rsquo;t believe you made me do math. Rude. <br/>
7. Time to write? I usually write after work bc I&rsquo;ve been thinking about it on the drive home. <br/>
14. Picking titles? Songs sometimes or things I like. Idk there&rsquo;s no rhythm or reason really<br/>
21. Authors I admire? <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@creamy-brown-eyes</a> And <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/moueoYqCzHbdvOZeLsFzLtw">@jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a> because English isn&rsquo;t their first language and I freaking love their fics. Its so impressive!!! <br/>
28. Know before writing fanfics? I was so scared when I first posted. I wish I had known that people were nice? Idk no one has left overly rude comments. <br/>
42. Song fic- I don&rsquo;t write song fics. I don&rsquo;t like them. Idk why. <br/>
49. The first one I read for the it fandom was a super cute tattoo/flower shop au where Eddie was trans and I loved it. It was so soft and happy. I left a very long comment on it after I posted my first fic about how inspiring it was for me.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 173845340722
Date: Sat, 12 May 2018 20:24:57
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173845340722/6-16-georgie-has-two-daddies-3
Slug: 6-16-georgie-has-two-daddies-3
Reblog key: sALbp46D
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
6 &amp; 16 (Georgie Has Two Daddies) &lt;3
<p>6- if I had to delete some of my works which ones? <br/>
Jokes on you I delete my old stuff sometimes. If I don&rsquo;t like it or something I&rsquo;ll delete it once it&rsquo;s done. <br/>
But for the ones that are up? Probably knight in shining armor. Idk I don&rsquo;t like it anymore. <br/>
16- how did I come up with the idea for Georgie has 2 daddies?<br/>
It started as a prompt, character a sees character b on a bus with a screaming kid and it just&hellip;spiraled from there lol</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 173840140537
Date: Sat, 12 May 2018 16:57:37
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173840140537/i-just-read-the-latest-update-of-tsp-my-phone
Slug: i-just-read-the-latest-update-of-tsp-my-phone
Reblog key: 529HtcZ1
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
I JUST READ THE LATEST UPDATE OF TSP ((my phone has been broken)) AND ITS SO GOOD I LOVE THIS STORYYYY
<p>Ahh! Thank you!! Glad you liked it!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-width="340" data-orig-height="191" data-tumblr-attribution="ihiphop:h2zWJCh5RkQWu9U_JOR0Gw:Zmj3ei2Q7Mm-P"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/bb186c8acc34bb7b4badc3dc28186ed2/tumblr_ow9ftbbSOu1v1z098o1_400.gifv" data-orig-width="340" data-orig-height="191"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174271315602
Date: Sat, 26 May 2018 08:59:13
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174271315602/whens-the-next-tsp-chap-not-to-rush-you-or
Slug: whens-the-next-tsp-chap-not-to-rush-you-or
Reblog key: Pq4eeFeY
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
whens the next tsp chap?? not to rush you or anything but i love it
<p>Hey Anon!</p><p>It’s your lucky day! I’m updating it right nowwww :D </p><figure data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="272" data-tumblr-attribution="justalittletumblweed:952-RpBfjIklC34vZU535Q:Zaq0_w239nQ-_" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/62fa24336cacf897d63e7bba2262938e/tumblr_o3uk6mzElB1r2pp2to1_500.gif" alt="image" data-orig-width="500" data-orig-height="272"/></figure>
Tags: not gonna promise that you'll like the update, but it's coming

Post id: 174189619692
Date: Wed, 23 May 2018 16:32:11
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174189619692/we-have-the-same-birthday
Slug: we-have-the-same-birthday
Reblog key: V6CPvxxK
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
We have the same birthday!!
<p>WHAT!!! </p><p>You mean, we have the <i>best</i> birthday. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="269" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="izayadragon:tVlVCPwbyJXsDvTliwXMag:ZLTxFq2LBLInS"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/df46e314864031789b4a8c89b9bab6af/tumblr_op98vdXXj81sktgg3o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="269" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174173884257
Date: Wed, 23 May 2018 04:22:00
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174173884257/why-does-everyone-say-eddie-and-stan-die-wheres
Slug: why-does-everyone-say-eddie-and-stan-die-wheres
Reblog key: KT9R212q
Reblog url: https://eddieseleven.tumblr.com/post/174173622879/why-does-everyone-say-eddie-and-stan-die-wheres
Reblog name: eddieseleven
why does everyone say eddie and stan die? where&#039;s the information from?
<p>I’m as confused as you are, anon. It’s not even in the book!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1200" data-orig-width="1600"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/3977602d3c8c1a715ded443574d9797b/tumblr_inline_ozbplzNEcZ1si797o_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1200" data-orig-width="1600"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1200" data-orig-width="1600"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/500c1e485b79350ae0499ab7848177b1/tumblr_inline_ozbpm5pxNr1si797o_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1200" data-orig-width="1600"/></figure>
Tags: 

Post id: 174150076077
Date: Tue, 22 May 2018 11:41:36
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174150076077/heyy-girl-for-the-meme-which-scenes-were
Slug: heyy-girl-for-the-meme-which-scenes-were
Reblog key: lBOHwxbv
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
heyy girl! for the meme: which scenes were cut/added in &quot;georgie has two daddies?&quot;
<p>Hello hello friend!</p><p>Good fic pick! I changed this one a bunch as I wrote it. <br/></p><p>I removed a ton of scenes- like Eddie dying (thankfully since people got upset when I even <i>mentioned </i>it), a big blow out fight between Richie and Stan (which ended with both of them as friends but it didn’t quite fit) and a sex scene with Eddie topping (also didn’t quite jive). <br/></p><p>Added- nearly everything after like, chap 5 could be considered an add. It ended up so much bigger than I intended. But the Holiday chap was def a semi-last minute thing.</p><p>Thanks for the ask! <br/></p>
Tags: reddie, georgie has two daddies, I save all my deleted scenes in a document, because damnit, they're a lot of work

Post id: 174119953907
Date: Mon, 21 May 2018 13:24:30
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174119953907/1-3
Slug: 1-3
Reblog key: g0CdLvVX
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
1 ! &lt;3
<p style="">Hi darling!</p><p style="">
1. Of the fics you’ve written, which is your favorite and why? <br/></p><p>This changes every time someone asks me because I am indecisive AF. <br/></p><p>Either Grown Wild (soft trail boys!) or What Doesn’t Kill You (just because it’s different).</p><p style="">Thanks for the ask! <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 174119436457
Date: Mon, 21 May 2018 13:03:31
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174119436457/7-who-was-your-favourite-character-to-write-in
Slug: 7-who-was-your-favourite-character-to-write-in
Reblog key: mBBtGREf
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
7. Who was your favourite character to write in What doesn&#039;t kill you?
<p>Ooohh that’s a good question. Probably Mike, because I’ve never written him before and I like that he’s just like ‘fuck this house and these ghosts’.</p><p>Thanks for the ask!! <br/></p>
Tags: but really I liked writing all of them, Mike just has a special place in my heart

Post id: 174119339697
Date: Mon, 21 May 2018 12:59:51
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174119339697/hi-love-9-which-idea-came-to-you-first-in-this
Slug: hi-love-9-which-idea-came-to-you-first-in-this
Reblog key: SmqYVnDJ
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hi love! 9. Which idea came to you first in This Safe Place? &amp; 10. What are some facts readers may not know about Turn The Page?
<p>Thank you for the ask!! &lt;3 <br/></p><p>
9. Which idea came to you first in This Safe Place? I wanted to do a fake dating fic for a while so that was the first idea. And then I wanted to something different- and a family reunion is always a fun time (ha) :P <br/></p><p>
 10. What are some facts readers may not know about Turn The Page?
    I usually have some vague outline for fics before I start publishing them and for that one I had <i>nothing</i>. So it didn’t have an ending for a while. And then I totally ditched the first ending (we’ll see if people like this one!) <br/></p>
Tags: I am very distracted today, so please add to my inability to get anything fruitful done

Post id: 174111000747
Date: Mon, 21 May 2018 06:38:51
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/174111000747/prompt-richie-has-to-stay-over-at-eddies
Slug: prompt-richie-has-to-stay-over-at-eddies
Reblog key: 4zsYllII
Reblog url: http://richiefuckfacetozier.tumblr.com/post/174108158691/prompt-richie-has-to-stay-over-at-eddies
Reblog name: richiefuckfacetozier
prompt: Richie has to stay over at Eddie&#039;s apartment/house (your choice for the reason), and they&#039;re not dating but obvi into each other
<p>I wrote this fast and furious, babydoll! Enjoy!</p>
<p><b>IT fandom / Reddie *nsfw</b></p>
<p><i>permatag list: <a href="https://tmblr.co/mgABSdRO47ONWxElxEvJtOQ">@reddie-to-fight</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mSKySU6MFTBNGg21RfF2sGg">@hurleyhugo</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m9CiKEezwm5jbXgWoT66Xvw">@raspberrywind</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m7lUEC6-fis_OpIJf9kgymw">@rebel-eds</a> @losver-kaspbrak <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrztTEmbdPhy9y2cBEzZUZQ">@lilgeorgie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mv50cam99MDq659udUtM6sA">@geckolover001</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mioWjJNP7ApDsDT7huIiu-g">@gazebo-motherfucker</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mbmFxFSPJhlzdkrC80RrhWQ">@waypunsarelife</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@reddietofall</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mWnlcLEBwcs3dQYY_5VI6EQ">@happytozier</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m72xg5b9RtMTOaKCFMalrhg">@librablossom</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mt3xD6wLRW1ZDyDLlv0QTVQ">@creamy-brown-eyes</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mU9p1s_wL5Gjk8t5LZIsj3g">@aesteddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mg1gLw2Fsi9wk25CkTXna1A">@tapetayloe</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mQZsIwfkS3Kw8SIE7dmjNjQ">@spagheddi-kaspbrak</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEHctDzpEmvLDQd3kMNRhgQ">@sadhelianthus</a></i></p>
<hr><p><b></b></p>
<p>Sleepovers feel different in college.  This is all Eddie can think as he watches Richie shuffle out of the bathroom and over to his duffle bag, sitting unzipped by the foot of Eddie’s bed, toothbrush protruding from his mouth.  He fishes out a tiny bottle of mouthwash, glances up at Eddie, and winks just before he starts moving the brush in and out of the inside of his cheek again, turning playfully on his heel and disappearing through the open bathroom door. </p>
<p>Eddie can remember so clearly how this felt in Derry, especially when they were at his house.  Richie’s pre-bed routine was starkly different then: no headband, no toothbrush, and certainly no mouthwash.  He’d rarely even bring pajamas or a change of clothes; he’d just slip his jeans off of his long legs and land face-first on Eddie’s bed, arms around the pillow with a simple, “‘Night, Eds.”  </p>
<p>The spectre of Eddie’s mother was ever-present, too.  Even though she never had much interest in interacting with Richie over the years, she seemed to always be observing the two of them, as if waiting for something.  All indulging had to be in secret, the two of them grabbing an armful of junk food from the cabinets and retreating to Eddie’s bedroom to read comics, watch movies on low, and giggle quietly at Richie’s dirty jokes. </p> <p><a href="http://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/174101590179/prompt-richie-has-to-stay-over-at-eddies" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 173653983242
Date: Sun, 06 May 2018 19:14:50
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173653983242/its-been-over-a-week-since-infinity-war-came-out
Slug: its-been-over-a-week-since-infinity-war-came-out
Reblog key: aiAku03r
Reblog url: https://mikehopper.tumblr.com/post/173653749356/its-been-over-a-week-since-infinity-war-came-out
Reblog name: mikehopper
It&rsquo;s been over a week since Infinity war came out I think it&rsquo;s safe to post the fic now (if u want tho)
<p>Okay here you go! </p>
<h2><b>MAJOR SPOILERS FOR INFINITY WAR AHEAD. YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED!!!!</b></h2>
<hr><p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/173632765453/its-been-over-a-week-since-infinity-war-came-out" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: well fine i didnt need those feelings anyway, ow

Post id: 173636889207
Date: Sun, 06 May 2018 08:38:57
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173636889207/hi
Slug: hi
Reblog key: 5Qoyq0Wx
Reblog url: https://ahoybyeler.tumblr.com/post/173636414123/hi
Reblog name: ahoybyeler
Hi!
<p>I hear the drums echoing tonight<br/></p><p>Darling you got to let me know<br/></p><p>Oh, to see without my eyes<br/></p><p>I made it through the wilderness<br/></p><p>All I am is a man<br/></p>
Tags: song poem, love this!

Post id: 173635491667
Date: Sun, 06 May 2018 07:28:26
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173635491667/ok-this-is-a-lot-what-if-richie-has-a-little
Slug: ok-this-is-a-lot-what-if-richie-has-a-little
Reblog key: rqulDZAj
Reblog url: https://strange-reddie-loser.tumblr.com/post/173635136085/ok-this-is-a-lot-what-if-richie-has-a-little
Reblog name: strange-reddie-loser
ok this is a lot - what if richie has a little sister. and there is some situation where their parents leave town for a couple of days and richie is out for the night too like at a concert with bev or something. so they hire a babysitter (eddie) until richie comes home (richie doesn&#039;t meet him when he arrives bc he&#039;s already left) so when he gets back he&#039;s suppose to pay eddie and say thanks but when he sees him his like JAKAHDUAOAJEBYAPHF
<p>im using georgie for this but this is.. a cute idea!!! i made it a mini fic instead of hcs im sorry</p>
<p><br/></p>
<hr><p><br/></p>
<p>“I’ll m-meet you guys at the truck, he should be here any minute,” Bill let them know, and Richie let out an overly exaggerated sigh. It brought forth a laugh from Beverly and an eye roll from Stan.</p>
<p>“What kind of babysitter is <i>this</i> late, Billiam?? It could be an emergency. Hell, it IS an emergency, we’re gonna miss the opening band!” He complained, and Bill gave him a look. “Fine!” He exclaimed, “I’ll wait in the truck.”</p>
<p>When he arrived to where Mike and Ben sat, already in the truck, his only greeting to them was to flop himself into the backseat in true, dramatic, Tozier fashion. He didn’t see when the babysitter for Georgie actually did arrive, he only knew that eventually his friends piled back in and they were off.</p> <p><a href="https://delicateloser.tumblr.com/post/173603533734/ok-this-is-a-lot-what-if-richie-has-a-little" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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You&rsquo;re the kind of person that Carrie Fisher would be proud of.
<p>I want to be the kind of person that Gary Fisher would snuggle.</p>
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7 (for the prompt thing!)
<p>This is short and fluffy and I hope you like it!! (sorry that this took so long!!) </p><p><br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>Eddie lay miserably in Bill’s bed, staring longingly at his phone. He was in the worst mood and hadn’t slept well in almost three days. Richie was in Florida all week visiting his grandmother and Eddie missed him so much that he wanted to scream. He picked up his phone for what was probably the 20th time and sighed, curling up and crushing his face into Bill’s pillow.</p><p>Bill sighed, “Eddie…”</p><p>“Don’t tell me to forget about it. How would you feel if Stan left for a week?” Eddie mumbled, curling further in on himself, “and he hasn’t answered his phone all day.”</p><p>Bill smiled a little, “F-follow me. I wa-want to show you something.”</p><p>Eddie reluctantly lets Bill manhandle him off the bed, and out into the hallway. Bill faced him, messing with Eddie’s hair,</p><p>“What are you doing?” Eddie looked up at him, the exhaustion clear in his voice. The few days without Richie had been hard, not just because he missed Richie, but without Richie, Eddie had a hard time sleeping. The comforting warmth of Richie next to him made him feel safe and relaxed no matter what was happening around them. Without him, Eddie felt like he was missing apart of himself.  </p><p>Bill grinned, “T-trust me?” he pulled him down the stairs and settled him on a chair in the kitchen, “W-wait right here.” he gave Eddie a fond look and darted out of the kitchen, closing the door behind him.</p><p>Eddie sighed again, slumping down in his chair. Bill was being so fucking cryptic and Eddie didn’t have the energy or mental capacity to deal with it. He curled up, pulling his sweater sleeves down over his hands. He pouted slightly, shuffling over to the cabinet to get a cup of water. He looked over his shoulder as Bill slipped back into the kitchen, shutting the door again.</p><p>Eddie gave him another weary look, “Bill what the fuck. I’m not in the mood for this.” he put his glass down on the counter.</p><p>Bill grinned, “F-follow me, I’ll s-show you a magic trick.” he took Eddie’s hand leading him over to the door. Eddie shot him a curious look, as Bill held the handle. He pulled the door open and revealed the sight on the other side.</p><p>Eddie’s jaw dropped. Standing in the Denbrough’s hallway, hair sticking up in a million directions, was Richie Tozier, eyes wide behind his glasses and a shit-eating grin on his face.</p><p>“Hiya Eds.”</p><p>Eddie ran into the hallway, jumping into his arms and tackling him to the ground, “You ass! Why the fuck didn’t you tell me you were coming home early?” He sat up, still in Richie’s lap, arms wrapped around his neck. He tangled his fingers in the curls at the base of Richie’s neck.</p><p>“Surprise Spaghetti baby,” Richie whispered, leaning in a little closer, lips inches from Eddie’s.</p><p>Eddie leaned in, “You asshole,” he whispered, closing the gap and pressing their lips together, “I’m so glad you’re here…I missed you so fucking much…” he whispered.</p><p>Richie rested their foreheads together after pressing a gentle kiss a kiss on Eddie’s lips, “I’m not going anywhere baby. And next time…I want you to come. She wants to meet you…”</p><p>Eddie grinned, “Really!?” he squeaked in excitement. He had never been on a plane before and had always wanted to travel, even if it was just to another state.</p><p>Richie nodded, a sunny smile on his face, “Eds I want you with me everywhere. Of course really.”</p><p>Eddie snuggled closer, “Bill… I think you should go into magic…” he whispered, drawing Richie in for another loving kiss, sealing Richie’s promise between them.</p>
Tags: awww!!
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lately i&#039;ve been thinking about reddie in a relationship but sometimes when eddie gets tired or grumpy or something he just makes small noises to try and communicate with richie and richie thinks its super cute while the losers are like &#039;what the hell is he saying?&#039; lol
<p>omfg, that is some adorable shit right there! I’ll add on:</p><p><b>Richie: </b>*at the quarry with the Losers, on the tail end of one of his jokes, and then Eddie walks over to them and plops down next to him, nuzzling into Richie’s neck softly*<br/><b>Eddie:</b> mmhurmmerr<br/><b>Richie: </b>aha, nice one babe! I’ll be done here in a bit *kisses his forehead*<br/><b>The Losers:</b> ????</p><hr><p>*all of them are watching a movie, it’s kind of scary and Eddie and Richie have been whispering through it since it started*<br/><b>Richie:</b> it’s obvious that guy is gonna die first<br/><b>Eddie:</b> hurrmm<br/><b>Richie:</b> what are you talking about? the guy is literally a walking trope in the form of the jock that dies first<br/><b>Eddie:</b> hrssuu<br/><b>Richie:</b> him being cute does not add to the survival percentage<br/><b>The Losers: </b>oh my god shut up!</p><hr><p><b>Richie:</b> hey babe, if you could live on either had to pick between only having food or sex for the rest of your life, which would it be?<br/><b>Eddie:</b> mhyyymm<br/><b>Richie:</b> what the hell do yo mean you don’t know?? obviously you’d give up food right? and miss out on all of this?<br/><b>Eddie:</b> hommmhhrr<br/><b>Richie: </b>my god, it’s like I don’t even know you anymore..<br/><b>The Losers: </b>,,, wut</p>
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PASS THE HAPPY! 💜💜💜 When you see this, reply with 5 things that make you happy and send this to the last 10 people in your notifications :)
<p style="">Yay!</p><p>1. The snow is gone! It’s green outside and I love it!</p><p>2. I’m flying out to AZ with some friends tomorrow to surprise another friend. She’s graduating from her master’s program!</p><p style="">3. Iced coffee. Om nom all the iced coffee.</p><p>4. It’s finally Friday!</p><p>5. Westworld is back!</p><p>Okay, here’s the thing about these. I really only interact with like, 5 people and they already also asked me this. Tumblr assumes that I have wayyy more friends than I do. So I’m not sending this to anyone. But I appreciate the asks! <br/></p>
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I love your new icon, lady!! coincides with Dwayne&#039;s post (he&#039;s been roasting everyone on Twitter and I loooove it) &lt;3
<p>Thank you!! It makes me really happy.</p><p>And I love that man. We seriously don’t deserve him. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="716" data-orig-width="460" data-tumblr-attribution="jupiter2:kuIiYCyfUKtQ46lBT_3__Q:Z4xyqo2RofU3W"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/10d959b61abfe386de1d0938c14292a1/tumblr_owgf6tD9LY1toamj8o1_500.gif" data-orig-height="716" data-orig-width="460"/></figure>
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cry baby and beaches
<p>

<b><i>cry baby:</i></b> list the concerts you have been to and talk about how they make you feel.

<br/></p><p>I’ve been to a bunch, I go to musical festivals with friends so there’s just a mess of bands there. Some of my favorites were Mika, Barenaked Ladies, Ani Difranco, Paramore, They Might be Giants and Cloud Cult (my fav band!). </p><p>I love the energy at concerts. It’s always a sorta random group of people and I love it. Everyone is just so happy to be there and listening to music. It’s awesome </p><p>

<b><i>beaches:</i></b> if you had to dye your hair how would you dye/style it and why?

<br/></p><p>Yoooo I dye my hair all the time. I’ve had it pretty much every color under the rainbow. Right now it has some cute magenta-y streaks in it. </p><p>I really want to have galaxy hair but I am lazy and that is a lot of upkeep.</p><p>Thanks for the ask &lt;3</p>
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white bed sheets and combat boots hehe 💜
<p><i>

<b><i>combat boots:</i></b> are you a very forgiving person? do you like being this way?

<br/></i></p><p>I’m not. I guess I would like to be? I try not to hold grudges but I fail at it. </p><p>

<b><i>white bed sheets:</i></b> what is your night time routine?

<br/></p><p>Oof, I strive to be the type of person who has a night time routine. lol. I have nothing. I try to read before I got to sleep, that’s as  close as I get. </p><p>Thanks for the ask!! </p>
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moodboard &amp; 11:11 &lt;3
<p>(I posted this and forgot about it immediately. That was confusing) </p><p>

<b><i>moodboard:</i></b> do you feel you had a happy childhood?

<br/></p><p>Uhhh this is hard. I didn’t have a bad childhood by any means. But when I hear about other people’s I dont think mine was happy but it just was? So it was fine. </p><p>

<b><i>11:11:</i></b> name three wishes and why you wish for them.

<br/></p><p>I’ve seen wishmaster too many times. Assume that all of these are brilliant fool proof wishes :P </p><p>1. Trump and his administration out and replaced with someone good (can we bring Obama back?). Lots of reasons but I’m really sick of looking at cheesy voldemort every damn day.</p><p>2. For people to just believe POC/Women when they talk about their experiences. Maybe just for more empathy in the world? Wouldn’t that be cool? </p><p>3. A bunch of money. I’d love to pay off my student loans and some loans for my family. </p>
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THE NEW UPDATE WAS SO GOOD THAT CLIFFHANGER OH MY GOD IM SO WXCITEX FOR CHAP 11 AAAAAHHHH
<p>THANK YOUUUUUUUUUUUUUU</p><p>Glad you liked it!! </p><p>I’m super excited for 11 too! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="185" data-orig-width="237" data-tumblr-attribution="shaffylovespudding:-fw8Keu2iaXlfshLVQCaYg:Z8ObNl1u8V_7m"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/850ce97f8db520854e02935e0a171c92/tumblr_numanoRE4i1un7fp4o1_250.gif" data-orig-height="185" data-orig-width="237"/></figure>
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omg you&#039;re taking prompts?! Can I get some established Reddie? Maybe newly established Reddie?  Suuuper into each other Reddie? Thanks in advance!
<p>I can do this thing for you, and I can also put Eddie into an outfit you like. </p>
<p>This is a combo prompt with <a href="https://tmblr.co/mWnlcLEBwcs3dQYY_5VI6EQ">@happytozier</a> - <i>oh my i have so many
prompts but like anything based on jealous reddie i like. hehe some cute
jealous richie or somethin maybe</i></p>
<p><i><a href="https://tmblr.co/maxpXFWupRDd9EMvpHdcy5A">@shoelesskayla</a></i></p>
<p>I am still working through my 200 followers prompts, sorry it takes me a while 💜</p>
<p>Set in Bay/Wib verse because it’s easier. A couple weeks after new years eve, they’re newly back together, back at school and
can’t keep their hands off of each other. Richie is jealous of a first-year student who
keeps knocking on Eddie-the-RA’s door. Rated M for language, mildly NSFW; they are 20/21</p> <p><a href="https://speakslowtellmelove.tumblr.com/post/173702576851/omg-youre-taking-prompts-can-i-get-some" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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yoooo dude i loved that little blind date prompt. would you ever consider doing a part two? i&rsquo;d definitely read it!!! xx
<p>Welp, this became a full one-shot. I can’t be stopped now. I’m very attached to this storyline. I don’t know what to do with that. Anywayssss</p>
<p>I included the first part of this here because I changed a couple of things since I posted pt 1 a while ago.</p>
<h2><b>Switch?</b></h2>
<p><i>Read it on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14578431">AO3</a>.</i></p>
<p><b>Tooth-Rotting Fluff, Blind Date, First Date, Stupid Boys!!! (what else can I even say, this is very cute)</b></p> <p><a href="https://creamy-brown-eyes.tumblr.com/post/173693861858/yoooo-dude-i-loved-that-little-blind-date-prompt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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hi i cant wait for chap 10 of this safe place
<p>Hey! Thanks! Glad you like it!</p><p>The next update might be a bit delayed- this week is super busy and I haven’t edited the next chap yet.  But stay tuned! :D<br/></p>
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I don&#039;t know why it took me so long because I read and love all of your fics but... can I be added to your tag list? :) ❤
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Could you write a headcannon about Eddie and Richie adopting their first kid? Family dynamics are always so cute to me!
<blockquote><p>OH YES I CAN! Also with the help of <a href="https://tmblr.co/md8-wcTvT-vOQKqg3KrM18w" target="_blank">@reddies-spaghetti</a> and <a href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q" target="_blank"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjbn-PQ4hKr8UUH2EyH2E_Q" target="_blank">@richies-trashglasses</a></p></blockquote>
<h2><b>Family dynamics</b></h2>
<p><b></b></p>
<ul><li>So Richie brings it up first, over dinner one night. He just casually says, “Eds, how do you feel about adopting?”<br/></li>
<li>Eddie chokes on his spaghetti<br/></li>
<li>Afterward, he agrees because, hell yes, Eddie definitely wants a family with Richie<br/></li>
<li>They go through the process of getting a surrogate<br/></li>
<li>Richie likes to tell everyone that they put their sperm in a blender and out popped their baby<br/></li>
<li>Eddie says he is an idiot<br/></li>
<li>When the surrogate mother went into labor Richie wore a fedora, a three-piece suit, and brought cigars<br/></li>
<li>When he tried to lite one a nurse came over and told him he had to leave<br/></li>
<li>He pointed at his stomach and shouted that he was having a baby!!<br/></li>
<li>Eddie is pacing and trying not to cry because he is PANICKING<br/></li>
<li>Richie: “Eds, it’ll be fine. I’m sure the baby will have all its limbs and toes and fingers. And even if it doesn’t, we will love it so much.”<br/></li>
<li>Eddie: “I don’t care about that! I care about the fact that we are about to be fathers. We don’t know how to be fathers! I didn’t even have a dad. I CAN’T DO THIS!”<br/></li>
<li>Richie: “Well it’s a little too late for that, I’m pretty sure I just heard the midwife scream, ‘I see the head’”<br/></li>
</ul><p><a href="http://thetheatregal.tumblr.com/post/173433847586/could-you-write-a-headcannon-about-eddie-and" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Any prediction on the next IT movie? Do you have any ideas what will happen or will they change something in the story?
<p>The only
thing i’m sure of is that i will be so disappointed when the scene where Mike
calls Eddie won’t happen like this:</p><p>Mike: IT is
back Eddie.</p><p>Eddie: Oh my…</p><p>Mike: Yeah I
know… Please come. I need to call Richie now so …-

</p><p>Eddie: Oh you don’t need to. I’ll tell him when he gets home.</p><p>Mike:</p><p>Mike:</p><p>Mike: Wait.</p><p>Mike: Are you guys…living together???</p><p>Eddie: Umm</p><p>Eddie: I uhh…I gotta go now Mickey.</p><p>Mike: What? No! Don’t try to hang up the phone Eddie! How did this…?</p><p>Eddie: I…I have to pick up the kids from school bye!!!</p><p>Mike: WHAT KIDS??</p><p>Mike: EDWARD!</p><p>Mike: You little shit</p>
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lady, I need to be tagged in all of your works, or I&#039;ll cry??? plz and thank you &lt;33
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Patrick Hockstetter &amp; Richie? :)
<p>

<i>Patrick Hockstetter</i> : have you ever accidentally burned yourself? if so, do you have a scar?

<br/></p><p>I burn myself all the time. Like, whenever I take something out of the oven I move too quick and end up burning my hands. So yes, a nice variety of semi-healed scars. (like the least badass scars ever, I have them bc I wanted my cookies faster!) </p><p>

<i>Richie</i> : are you more talkative or quiet?

<br/></p><p>I’m pretty talkative. I’m the person who if there’s an awkward silence I see it as my personal mission to fill it with whatever comes to mind. And my friends and I tend to talk over each other a lot (in a good way). So yes, I talk. Abundantly. </p>
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Eddie, Stan, Richard
<p>Eddie: 

have you ever broken a bone?

</p><p>I have! I used to do Tae Kwon Do and I was doing a fancy jump kick and landed on my ankle. I broke a piece off (my mom told me I was overreacting and refused to take me in until the next day. It was insanely swollen). </p><p>Stan: 

do you have any hobbies?

</p><p>Board games. I own a lottttt of board games. Writing (duh) podcasting is a new hobby. Hopefully chicken keeping will soon be added to this list! </p><p>Richard: 

 have you ever accidentally let a secret slip? if so, how did you cover it up?

</p><p>I’m really bad at keeping happy secrets- like pregnancy, engagements, getting into a college/master’s program. So I always end up letting those slip. I just get really excited and it comes out! I usually try to cover it up but it’s useless- at least it’s good news though! </p>
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<p>Mike: 

were you ever the mom friend? if so, did you deny it or wear it pridefully? </p><p>I’m not the mom friend. At all. I’m so not a caretaker. I’m like the weird uncle friend- bringing cheap beer and fireworks to the get together. </p><p>

Pennywise: do you fear clowns?

<br/></p><p>Not really. I don’t like them. And they can be creepy but I don’t inherently fear them. </p><p>IT: 

what is your biggest fear?

</p><p>Everyone I love dying. </p><p>My less rational/stupid fear is snakes and needle. I know, snakes are lovely little guys but I just can’t. Things without legs should not be able to move fast. </p>
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Can you tag me in your fics!?
<p>Of course I can you beautiful human you! </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="345" data-orig-width="500" data-tumblr-attribution="saki-yama-hime:fUExYGnIUDjqKb98jnyYMA:ZEVjuc2Ra-kKc"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/872eb0f595c07b6280dc22aa38b41e6a/tumblr_oyrh08yC6P1wzl06zo1_500.gif" data-orig-height="345" data-orig-width="500"/></figure>
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either one of them walking on each other jacking off sounds good idk if youve done this before
<p>Did you mean rival yet pining FBI agents unwilling forced into an undercover role where they’re pretending to be a married couple and the tension is ramping up and up until it all comes to a head when Richie walks in on Eddie?</p>
<p>Yeah I can write that. I hope it’s good!</p>
<hr><p>To say that Eddie was looking forward to the end of the assignment would be a dramatic understatement. He was desperate for it. Never in a million years did he think he’d find himself actually lusting after Richie fucking Tozier. Until now, the other man served only as an obnoxious coworker with a foul mouth and a frustratingly great solve rate. </p>
<p>But throw them into a small one bedroom apartment with one another and it’s like the world flipped on its axis.</p>
<p>It wasn’t just a crush, though. He couldn’t stop thinking about Richie. These past few weeks gave Eddie a glimpse into the man that he never wanted to know before now. How he looked when he first woke up, riotous curls even more wild than usual and eyes soft as he blinked away the remnants of sleep. How he laughed over the comics in the Sunday paper, his eyes crinkling at the corners.</p>
<p>How he sang over the meals he would make because Eddie couldn’t cook worth a shit, his voice just slightly husky as he crooned along with the likes of David Bowie and Don Henley. How he pushed away all the blankets when he slept, which was fortunate for them both since Eddie tended to hog them all. How he communicated through touch even more than through words.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieforlove.tumblr.com/post/173342603973/either-one-of-them-walking-on-each-other-jacking" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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OKAY PROMPT: CUTE FLUFFY THING OF REDDIE BASED OFF OF &ldquo;kiss the boy&rdquo; by keiynan lonsdale PLEAASE
<h2><b>Kiss The Boy</b></h2>
<p><b>WARNING</b>: PURE FLUFF, TEENAGE BOY STUPIDITY</p>
<p><i>Read it on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14444382">AO3</a>.</i></p> <p><a href="https://creamy-brown-eyes.tumblr.com/post/173329895643/okay-prompt-cute-fluffy-thing-of-reddie-based-off" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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riverdale is twin peaks written with buzzfeed articles and night vale is buzzfeed articles written with twin peaks quotes
<p>-Socrates</p>
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prompt: Reddie at the bowling alley :D
<p>Thank you for the prompt m’dear! &lt;3 &lt;3 &lt;3 </p><p>This is like the least edited thing ever so hopefully it doesn’t suck.</p><p><b></b></p><p>Richie knew how competitive Eddie was. It wasn’t a secret among the losers. One time, when they were 15, Mike had challenged him to a ping pong game and Eddie refused to stop playing until he won. Three hours later they finally put the paddles down.</p><p>	So when Richie bet his boyfriend that he could beat him in bowling he thought he knew what to expect. He knew that Eddie would be intense and focused. What he hadn’t anticipated was the lengths Eddie would go to win.</p><p>	“Richie, love that way you handle that ball.” Eddie whispered in his ear as Richie started to throw his ball. “But I think I’d rather see you with two.” The comment threw him off and made him throw a gutter ball. </p><p>	He turned around to see a very satisfied Eddie. “You’re a terrible, terrible little man.” Richie said. </p><p>Eddie just grinned and winked at him. “All’s fair in love and bowling.” He said as he picked up his ball. </p><p>Richie’s other mistake was making the best yesterday, it gave Eddie time to think through his strategy. Like wearing those too small red shorts that rode up as he bowled. Richie was distracted every time Eddie played a frame, unable to tear his eyes away.</p><!-- more --><p>Much to the chargin of the others. “Richie, you’re practically drooling.” Bev said, pushing her fingers under his chin and closing his mouth. “And your mouth is hanging open.”</p><p>“Hm?” He hadn’t really heard her, Eddie had been bending over, trying to convince his ball to tilt left.</p><p>She rolled her eyes. “Oh, nothing.” She said as she turned to talk to Stan.</p><p>Richie turned back to watching Eddie, thinking how unfair it was that Eddie looked so good. And he knew it. Richie knew he was wiggling more than necessary as he backed up before threw his second ball, trying to pick up a 7-10 split.</p><p>“Gee babe, looks like you’re losing.” Eddie said, sliding next to Richie and looking up at him from under his lashes. He glanced up at the scoreboard. He was losing, 69 to 87.</p><p>“I might just stay here. I’ve already got the ideal score.” Richie said, winking at Eddie as he put an arm around him.</p><p>Eddie looked up at him, shrugging. “Then you lose the bet.”</p><p>“But you wouldn’t really make me go through with that, would you?” He asked, leaning in to kiss Eddie.</p><p>Before their lips touched Eddie smirked. “Hell yes I will.”</p><p>“Edddsss,” Richie groaned, putting his head on Eddie’s shoulder. “No, that was a stupid bet we made when I was half awake. You love me too much to actually make me do that.” They had been cuddling on Eddie’s bed when Eddie had brought up bowling and how good he was at it. Richie had made a joke about never striking out and Eddie had hit his shoulder before rolling onto him. Everything was a little hazy after that.</p><p>“Richie, Richie, Richie. I would make you do it because I love you.” Eddie had an evil smile that he knew too well. He had to win this bet or suffer the consequences.</p><p>Richie turned to him, arching his eyebrow. “Well then Eds, I’ve got to go, I have a game to win.”</p><p>Eddie shrugged. “You can try.” He told Richie before walking over to talk to Ben.</p><p>Richie went to Mike. “Mike, my main man, I need a favor.”</p><p>He looked up from his wings. “No.”</p><p>“I’d be wounded if I knew you weren’t kidding.” Richie said, stealing a wing. “I just need to distract Eddie when I bowl. What do you say?”</p><p>“And why would I do that?”</p><p>“Because you love me?”</p><p>Mike shook his head. “Try again, Eddie told me about your bet and I’m all in for him winning.”</p><p>“Because I’ll promise not to text you or Stan next time you’re on a date asking if you’ve rolled in the hay yet?”</p><p>Mike thought for a beat before nodding, “Deal.”</p><p>For the rest of the game Mike would wander over to Eddie and ask him about classes, his job at the diner, anything whenever Richie bowled. Eddie definitely knew what he was doing and tried to move past Mike but wasn’t able to.</p><p>Richie, for his part, started giving Eddie shoulder massages as he bowled, reminding him to keep his mind out of the gutter as he pressed soft kisses into his neck. Eddie made a small annoyed harumph every time but Richie knew he secretly liked it from how he leaned into Richie’s hands.</p><p>All the distractions only helped Richie a little. At his core, he wasn’t a very good bowler. But with his patented granny bowling technique he managed to get within a few pins ahead of Eddie.</p><p>“Alright Eds, last bowl. Don’t mess this up.” Richie said, kissing Eddie’s cheek. Eddie needed 5 of his 7 pins to win.</p><p>Eddie locked eyes with him. “Richie, you should know, I never lose.” He turned and, with perfect form, picked up the spare. He ended up winning the game by five pins.</p><p>He turned back to Richie, a very self satisfied smile on his lips. “Looks like you lost.”</p><p>Richie pulled Eddie onto his lap, Eddie curling into him. “Really going to make me do this babe?”</p><p>Eddie nodded. “Yes, for Halloween we are going as Danny and Sally from Grease and you will let me slick that hair back and we will sing and be very adorable.” He said, placing kisses on Richie’s cheeks between his words.</p><p>“I really can’t convince you to go as Mia and Vincent from Pulp fiction?” He asked, nuzzing Eddie’s neck.</p><p>“Nope.” Eddie said, popping the p. “If you wanted that you should have thought before making the bet.”</p><p>Richie sighed, resigned to his fate but really not that upset about it, as long as it was him and Eddie in the end.</p>
Tags: yo dawg i heard you like bad pick up lines and puns, i used all my bowling knowledge on this
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How does anyone take John Bolton seriously? Every time I look at him, I start to laugh.
<p>You take him seriously the same way you take a guy in a clown suit who is waving around a loaded gun seriously.</p>
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Reddie prompt: they go to uni together as a couple, and while eddie is always the jealous one in the relationship bc girl cling onto richie at parties, richie is always relaxed (bc everyone is straight in Derry). They go to their first nyu party and richie finally understands jealousy&trade;️ as most guys check eddie&rsquo;s shorts out and tried to flirt with him. (Cute no angst tho).
<blockquote><p>Thanks for the prompt, anon. This was just what I needed to get my writing back on track. I hope you all enjoy this!</p></blockquote>
<h2><b>

Oh, how the tables have turned

</b></h2>
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Eddie Kaspbrak x Richie Tozier</p>
<p><b>Words: </b>3,316</p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14403642">Located on AO3</a></b></p>
<hr><p>Richie had
never considered himself to be a jealous person.</p>
<p>When it
came to his family, he was an only child, which meant his parents’ undivided
attention had always been his. Since he was a baby, Maggie and Wentworth Tozier
had eyes only for him. Sure, sometimes that meant he couldn’t get away with
half the things he did, but that also meant he never had to worry about the
jealousy that came with having a baby brother or a baby sister steal the
spotlight from him.</p> <p><a href="http://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/173207702555/reddie-prompt-they-go-to-uni-together-as-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Hey could you do a one shot where richie plays hockey and he&rsquo;s in the state finals his senior year and he&rsquo;s a goalie. The game is in overtime and they&rsquo;re tied up and then the other team gets the point and richie cries and Eddie watches the whole thing and Eddie comforts richie the whole rest of the night telling him it&rsquo;s okay and I.T wasn&rsquo;t his fault and allows him to lay on him and sob and then Eddie makes him feel a lot better
<p>ok. this was literally sent to me <i>ages</i> ago. like <i>ages. </i>and i started writing it, got halfway, lost motivation and then…found it again yesterday and decided to finish it. </p>
<p>i changed it up a bit and made it so much longer than it needs to be but here it is. 3.2k words of me being extra:</p> <p><a href="https://belbys.tumblr.com/post/173190493833/hey-could-you-do-a-one-shot-where-richie-plays" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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peach &amp; blueberry &lt;3
<p>Peach- piercings or tattoos- I don’t have any piercings. Needles piercing my skin freak me out. I have 9 tattoos! (I know, it’s weird. But tattoo needles don’t bug me, it’s something about them just piercing some of the layers)</p><p>Blueberry- Halloween- Oh man, Halloween is my fav holiday and I change my costume like, 67 times. My dream costume is to go as Mrs Lovett &amp; Sweeney Todd. </p><p>Thank you!</p>
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lemon &amp; strawberry ❤
<p>lemon- pets? Yes! I have 1 adorable bunny. Her name is Tonks (and it really fits her personality!)</p><p>Strawberry- fav desserts? ooohhh I really like tiramisu. And choc chip cookies! :)  </p>
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<p>Coconut - I don&rsquo;t wear perfume so I don&rsquo;t have a fav. Sorry!</p>

<p>Apricot- when I&rsquo;m sad. It kinda depends. If it&rsquo;s a small sad I can usually convince myself to go work out and then I feel better. If it&rsquo;s a big sad I play video games or read fluffy fanfiction. I also bake. </p>

<p>Thanks for the ask!</p>
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I just came across the board game geek website and thought of you! I&rsquo;m sure you&rsquo;ve heard of it before. What do you think?
<p>They hate me and they hate Tabletop, so I don’t bother reading BGG anymore. It’s a real bummer.</p>
Tags: how can you hate tabletop?, its so pure
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BEAUTIFUL PERSON AWARD!!♡✧( ु&bull;⌄&bull; ) once you get this award, you&rsquo;re supposed to paste it in the ask box of 8 people who deserve it. If you break the chain nothing will happen, but it&rsquo;s nice to know that someone thinks you&rsquo;re beautiful inside and out! ( ◜◒◝ )♡&hearts;
<p>Thank you!! &lt;3 &lt;3 &lt;3 </p>
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Do you plan on selling any of your artwork? I love your art, and your art style and it&#039;s just really amazing.
<figure data-orig-width="1972" data-orig-height="1688" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://66.media.tumblr.com/16df1c62087eb1ae48e4a4bdfb002ec3/tumblr_inline_p7jp9gBspE1u2gchq_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1972" data-orig-height="1688"/></figure><p>Actually! I have an etsy shop where I sell a bunch of silly
IT related stuff like polaroids of the losers or stickers!</p><p>Acually! I need money for college stuff so if anyone would
buy something from me, that would mean the world! Did I sound desperate? Good.
Because I am. :’))</p><p>&gt;&gt;<a href="https://www.etsy.com/shop/Liliemm">HERE IS THE LINK TO MY SHOP</a>&lt;&lt;</p><p>Thank you!

❤

</p>
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Why isn&rsquo;t my otp a cannon yet.
<p>Because a cannon is a weapon of mass destruction mostly known for being used on like, pirates ships or something. Also I don’t know, blame the content creators.</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 173138504797
Date: Fri, 20 Apr 2018 16:44:57
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/173138504797/so-i-am-finally-catching-up-with-night-vale-i
Slug: so-i-am-finally-catching-up-with-night-vale-i
Reblog key: wLZBWwml
Reblog url: https://wilwheaton.tumblr.com/post/173138025084/so-i-am-finally-catching-up-with-night-vale-i
Reblog name: wilwheaton
So I am finally catching up with Night Vale, i know I&rsquo;m late to the party, but I was happily surprised to see you had a role in it. I just hope you stay out of the dog park!
<p>I stay out of the dog park and the library, and I never go outside on street cleaning day.</p>
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CHAPTER 8 IS SO G O O D IM SKSBSKJSS YES
<p>Thank you!!!!!!!!!!!!! :D :D :D :D<br/></p>
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Your writing is amazing and I look forward to it all the time! I&rsquo;m so v happy follow you!!!! &gt;:D
<p>Thank you!! That’s so awesome to hear!! :D :D :D </p>
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nsfw reddie prompt! the two of them have been away from each other for a bit (due to work or somethin) and have mini reunion sex???
<p><b>NSFW AHEAD (sorry if this is trash, wrote it at the speed of light)</b></p> <p><a href="https://creamy-brown-eyes.tumblr.com/post/172676737403/nsfw-reddie-prompt-the-two-of-them-have-been-away" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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yo wtf im in love w ur writing pLeAsE i need more reddie hc&#039;s like .... idk.... richie works at the cinema and once in a while a cute guy (eddie) comes there with his friends and YEAH come up with the rest wow im a FAN
<p>my buddy,, my guy,,, ily</p><p>aged up because when are they not in these things lmao,, like 19/20</p><p>- richie’s new in town and the first day he moves there he goes and gets a job, and the first thing that comes along just happens to be at the cinema</p><p>- this is fine, he’s pretty decent with customer service and doesn’t mind the long hours (boys got energy for days), also the perks of free movie tickets and discounted snacks is enticing</p><p>- the uniform is his least favourite part, he has to wear black slacks, dress shoes, and a horribly fitted bright purple vest (but he’s allowed to put pins on it so he bedazzles the fuck outta himself)</p><p>- he’s been working there like a week and they mostly just have him doing the shitty cleaning jobs (not really what he wanted but he’s getting paid so whatever) and this group of six walks in, all about his age</p><p>- he’s sweeping over behind the confection stand and he can hear they’re arguing about what film to see from across the establishment, so naturally he starts eavesdropping and watches them (he’s been here for five hours he needs some sort of entertainment, and these people look interesting)</p><p>- and then the all walk up to the ticket stand and,,, richie does a double take </p><p>- there’s this guy that’s quite a bit shorter than the rest of them, and was kinda standing behind them all before so richie couldn’t see him properly, and<i> holy fuck</i> he’s pretty</p><p>- <strike>fuckn,, taylor swift is playing over the speakers and it’s ridiculously fitting as the chorus from ‘enchanted’ starts playing,, richie’s heart just about leaps out of his chest</strike></p><p>- so he gawks after them as the buy their tickets and he’s leaning on his broom and it slips out from under him so he trips, he catches himself before he faceplants but it still draws attention</p><p>- <i>fuuuck now they’re all looking and wwooOAAH wAIT he’s smiling at you be cool man be cool</i></p><p><i>- </i>so he tries to play it off like ‘<i>hhaaha yep totally meant to do that</i>’, giving a weak salute over to the group who have mostly all gone back to talking amongst themselves</p><p>- except for the short guy, who laughs and bites his lip at richie, then turns back to his friends</p><p>- richie realises they’re all heading over to the snack counter and there’s no one at the register so he sprints there before someone else can serve them (he’s not supposed to be doing register today but like,, his manager’s not here atm so suck it)</p><p>- he’s slightly out of breath and aware he probably looks like a maniac and they’re kinda giving him weird looks but honestly he can’t see anything but this one guy,, holy shit he’s wearing a pink sweater holY SHIT</p><p>- they walk up to the counter and the one girl with red hair come up first and leans on the glass</p><p>- “HIWHATCANIGETFORYOU”</p><p>“…..uh, hi, one large popcorn.. please?”<br/><br/>“YEAH TOTALLY NO PROBLEM”<br/></p><p>“…..cool… thanks…..”<br/></p><p>- he’s never put in orders as fast as he does now because shorty’s at the back of the line</p><p>- when the rest of them have their orders and he finally gets to the front richie like,, tries to be suave but it just kinda comes off awkward and lowkey cringy</p><p>- “hey there”</p><p>- “hi”</p><p>- “what can i get for you, hot stuff?”</p><p>- and then this kid <i>snorts </i>and giggles<i> </i>and scrunches up his nose and richie is gone,, <i>dear god help me i’ve died and gone to heaven,, this is the cutest person i’ve ever seen in my life</i></p><p>- he puts in the order and hands the food over and the rest of the group are probably like,, <i>why the fuck is this geek-ass bitch trying to flirt with our friend who does he think he is</i></p><p>- “enjoy your movie guys!”<br/></p><p>- “thanks! you too”</p><p>- richie laughs and the kid goes red and turns heel and the group disappears into the cinema, leaving richie standing there grinning like a dork (until his manager comes back and tells him off for not sweeping)</p><p>- when the film lets out richie is cleaning around the arcade and the guy with the red flannel comes up behind him and shoves a piece of paper into his hand </p><p>- “he d-didn’t shut up about you for the whole fucking m-movie”</p><p>- he returns to the group and they leave and richie looks at the paper,, and its a phone number with ‘~eddie :)’ written underneath it,, richie could pass out right here and now </p><p>- he immediately pulls out his phone and sends him a text like </p><p>- &gt;’i really like your laugh’</p><p>- <strike>boy wtf thats so gay</strike></p><p>- he gets an instant reply that’s just a smiley face and a heart and ,, fuck</p><p>WHOOP there it is,, might do a part two but for now have this</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 172664659892
Date: Fri, 06 Apr 2018 14:33:18
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/172664659892/that-update-was-so-good-yeth-i-cant-wait-for-the
Slug: that-update-was-so-good-yeth-i-cant-wait-for-the
Reblog key: hsMe7ePe
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
THAT UPDATE WAS SO GOOD YETH i cant wait for the next one i love this story + your writing
<p>Ahhh!!! Thank you! </p>
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this safe place is so Fucking good you&rsquo;re going amazing sweetie
<p style="">Omg thank you!!</p><p>I put this in one of the notes for my fic but I was worried about it and didn’t love where it was going- but hearing people like it makes me so happy! (and makes me want to keep writing it!) <br/></p>
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whens the next this safe place update pleathe i need
<p>Ahhh my first anon ask about my fics! Hello!</p><p>Probably next week? I’ve got others to update too..but I’ll try to get it out sooner!! </p>
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Hey! Once you get this you must say 5 things, publicly, about yourself that you like! Then send it to ten of your favorite followers! (Positivity is non-negotiable and cool)
<p style="">Alright anon, this was freaking hard but okay.</p><p>1) I’ve been doing HIT (high intensity interval training) for like 8 months now and I’m stupidly proud of how many burpees I can do. <br/></p><p>2) I’m blunt. It comes from being incredibly impatient but I like that. (other people may not but whatevs).</p><p>3) I’ve got a strong pun game :P <br/></p><p>4) I like my hair. It’s curly and I hated it for a really long time but I’ve finally accepted this mop of curls. <br/></p><p>5) I like my friends (this counts!). I have really excellent taste in friends. :P <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 172571612687
Date: Tue, 03 Apr 2018 19:29:09
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/172571612687/3-8-18
Slug: 3-8-18
Reblog key: KzCGLeYC
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
3, 8, 18!!
<p>3- tucked out! </p><p>8- Nope. My sister got all the adorable traits, including freckles.</p><p>18- I’m not a big music person? But I’ve been digging the cover of ‘heart shaped box’ in the new westworld trailer. It’s so haunting and amazing. </p>
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PASS THE HAPPY!💜 When you see this, reply with 5 things that make you happy and send this to the last 10 people in your notifications!😊
<p>Fridays, watching my SO with our bunny, making plans with friends, reading good books, more sunlight! </p>
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Established relationship.  Eddie wakes Richie up in the middle of the night from grinding on him. Eddie incredibly horny and wanting to fuck at fucking 2am
<p><i>So here is the first of whatever this NSFW binge I’m going on. I got so many good prompts yesterday so I’m going to try to post something every day. </i></p><p><i>Thanks to <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> for helping my think of things for this, love you!!</i></p><p><i>also as always, this is aged up!!!!</i></p><p><i>Enjoy!!</i></p><hr><p>Eddie and Richie sharing a bed was nothing new. Richie basically lived at Eddie and Stan’s place, and most of the time didn’t feel like driving home late at night. He could have taken the couch, but where was the fun in that. He and Eddie would stay up and talk about basically everything anyways.</p><p>That night Richie had watched a movie with Stan while Eddie did school work. Stan had left them in the living room at 9. They stayed in the living room for a little while longer before migrating to Eddie’s room.</p><p>Richie and Eddie’s cuddling was also not anything new. The two would usually fall asleep pressed against each other. This particular night Eddie had chosen to face away from Richie. As he turned he grabbed Richie’s arm and pulled it with him, pulling Richie up against his back.</p><p>That was how they fell asleep.</p><p>Richie didn’t stay asleep for long.</p><p>Richie groaned awake as he felt Eddie wiggling beside him. he slowly opened his eye’s, the room was too dark to see anything so he just lay there and stared into the darkness at where Eddie would be.</p><p>He still had his arm wrapped around Eddie’s waist and he was flush up against him back. Eddie was making soft noises and shifting his legs around. Richie still couldn’t see but he could feel. One of Eddie’s legs would brush against Richie’s and the noises he was making would get slightly louder.</p><p>Richie figured Eddie was just restless, so he flattened his hand against Eddie’s stomach and pulled him closer, trying to stop him from moving.</p><p>Richie couldn’t have been more wrong about Eddie’s cause for moving.</p><p>As soon as Eddie was pulled back against Richie his legs stopped moving, instead, he pushed his ass back to rub against Richie.</p><p>Richie let out a shaky breath</p><p>“Fuck… Eddie?” He quietly asked into the darkness. Eddie didn’t reply with words but by grinding his hips back into Richie.</p><p>Richie grabbed a handful of Eddie’s tee-shirt and held him in place. He didn’t have to move, Eddie eagerly moved against him. the soft sounds he was making earlier evolving into full-on moans as he rubbed his ass harder against Richie’s quickly growing cock.</p><p>Leaning his head forward to lean on the back of Eddie’s neck, Richie slowly rolled his hips forward to meet Eddies small thrusts backward. This pulled a high pitched whine from Eddie which encouraged Richie to grind into him harder.</p><p>They kept up this back and forth until Richie was fully hard and needing more than just the teasing feel of the fabric of his pajamas rubbing against him.</p><p>Richie propped himself slightly up on one arm and tried to look around at Eddie’s face. His eyes had adjusted to the dark and he could make out the features of Eddie’s face.</p><p>His eyes were closed and his brows were raised. His mouth hung open as moans and whimpers poured out. As into everything that was going on as he was Eddie appeared to still be sleeping.</p><p>Richie dropped his forehead to rest on the side of Eddie’s head, right beside his ear.</p><p>“Fuck, Eddie. Seriously.” He signed. As much as it pained him, he stopped the rhythm he had going with his hips and pulled himself away from Eddie. Eddie whined loudly and frantically thrust his ass back. Richie sighed as he released the hold he had on Eddie’s shirt and went to lift his arm off of him.</p><p>“Richie…” Richie heard Eddie moan out softly. Richie froze.  Eddie’s hips had stopped bucking back but his legs still shifted uncomfortable, trying to relieve the pressure between his legs.</p><p>Eddie reached a hand back to grasp at Richie side. He tugged on his shirt lightly, trying to pull him back. Richie hesitantly shifted forward, pressing up against Eddie again.</p><p>“Richie…” Eddie moaned again louder this time. He could feel Richie’s still hard dick pressed up against his ass. Eddie slowly moved so he was rubbing along the length of Richie.</p><p>Richie swallowed down the lump in his throat and began moving with Eddie again, using the hand on his stomach to hold Eddie as he rocked against him.</p><p>“Eddie?” Richie whispered into Eddie’s ear, his voice low. He felt Eddie shiver against him. Richie smiled and maneuvered his hand under Eddie’s shirt and gripping onto his hip bone.</p><p>“Richie please” Eddie placed his hand on top of Richie’s and slowly pushed it down along his body until his fingertips were on the hem of Eddie’s pajama shorts. Richie stopped his hand from moving any lower and pressed a light kiss on the back of Eddie’s neck.</p><p>“Are you sure you want this… Are you sure you want…me…” Richie cautiously asked pressing another kiss just under Eddie’s Ear.</p><p>Eddie’s breath caught in his throat and he dug his nails into Richie’s hand. He rotated his shoulders so he was semi facing Richie. He raised his hand from Richie’s up to the back of Richie’s head and pulled him forward to messily slam their lips together.</p><p>Richie didn’t waste any time and plunged his tongue into Eddie’s mouth. Eddie moaned against Richie’s lips, grinding his hip back again.</p><p>Richie ran his hand down under Eddie’s shorts and hooked the Waistband with his thumb, pulling at it lightly.</p><p>Eddie understood and shifted his hips up off of the bed to allow Richie to tug Eddie’s shorts down to rest low on his thighs.</p><p>Eddie had been relatively quiet since waking up, not wanting Stan who was a room over to hear them. He completely forgot about Stan when Richie wrapped his hand around his dick. He drew in a harsh breath and moaned as Richie started to stroke him, timing each pull of his hand with the movement of his hips.</p><p>Richie kissed along Eddie’s shoulders, biting softly every once in a while. Eddie reached his hand back between them and palmed at Richie through his pants. Richie gasped and bite harder into Eddie’s shoulder.</p><p>Richie pulled his hand away from Eddie, who let out a quiet whimper at the loss of contact. He moved his hand to grab Eddie’s and the two of them pushed Richie’s pants down his legs. both gasped when Richie’s cock rubbed against Eddie’s ass, the skin on skin contact sending a shiver down Richie’s spine.</p><p>Eddie turned his body slightly so he could get a better angle and tentatively took him in his hand. Richie sighed into Eddie’s shoulder as Eddie used his fingers to spread pre-cum all over the head of Richie dick.</p><p>Richie moaned Eddie’s name into his ear, he moved his hand to grip onto Eddie’s hip and turned him so he was on his side again. Eddie watched Richie over his shoulder with half-lidded eyes. Richie tilled his head up and pressed a kiss to Eddie’s lips.</p><p>“Do you have a condom in here?” He asked as he broke the kiss.</p><p>“Fuck, No… Stan might…” Eddie trailed off. the thought of going to Stan in the middle of the night asking for a condom sounded like a complete nightmare.</p><p>Richie laughed and kissed at Eddie’s neck.</p><p>“That’s okay babe. There’s other stuff we can do. We can do that another time. I’m hoping there will be another time?” Richie started off confident but ended somewhat doubtful. Eddie blushed at Richie’s pet name and slowly nodded his head.</p><p>He felt Richie smile against his neck and press his fingers deeper into Eddie’s hips.</p><p>Eddie raised his hand up to tangle into Richie’s hair as Richie raised his hand to his mouth and spit into it. He lowered his hand and coated his cock with spit. Eddie trembled when he felt the tip of Richie’s dick rub against the back of his thigh.</p><p>Richie slid his hand down from Eddie’s hip to grip at his Inner thigh. He used his hand to spread Eddie’s thighs apart and slowly pushing his dick between them. Richie let out a hitched breath</p><p>Eddie shuddered at the mixed feeling of Richie’s breath on his neck and cock between his legs. He reached his hand down to stroke himself as Richie thrust against him faster.</p><p>Richie moved his hand to wrap around Eddie’s making sure to match paces.</p><p>Eddie’s moans grow louder as he got closer to the edge. Richie kept quiet, wanting to hear every single noise that Eddie made.</p><p>Richie nipped at the bottom of Eddie’s ear.</p><p>“Are you going to cum for me?” He whispered, speeding up his hand movements.</p><p>Eddie cried out when he came. His breathing sporadic as he covered his and Richie’s hands. Richie was so close but he stopped moving and let Eddie calm down. he kissed down his neck, trying to help him relax.</p><p>Once Eddie felt like his body wasn’t made of liquid, he gently rolled his hips back, rubbing his inner thighs along Richie’s shaft.</p><p>Richie groaned and thrust his hips forward into Eddie’s tight thighs. He had been so close before that it only took a few thrusts to have him coming over Eddie’s legs.</p><p>They didn’t move for a while, it wasn’t until Eddie felt Richie’s cum start to drip down his thigh and onto his bed that he insisted that they go shower, now.</p><p>Eddie winced as he pulled his shorts back up, his thighs sticking together as he stood. Richie laughed at the way Eddie walked to the door, trying not to let his legs touch at all. Eddie flipped him off as he slowly opened his door.</p><p>He looked down the hallway, searching for any sign that Stan was awake. He jumped when Richie came up behind him and wrapped his arms around his waist.</p><p>“don’t worry Ed’s, Stanley probably went to bed at 10 o’clock like the good little boy scout he is.” Richie whispered into his ear. Eddie turned in Richie’s arms and wrapped his arms around Richie’s neck. Richie leaned down and kissed Eddie deeply. Eddie melted into the kiss and pulled Richie down closer.</p><p>“You better do this at Richie place next time.”</p><p>Eddie broke away from Richie and spun around. Stan had just passed by him holding a glass of water. Eddie blushed and stared at the back of Stan’s head as he walked down the hallway.</p><p>“What, are you thirsty from all that eavesdropping Stanley.” Richie called out as he threw his arm around Eddie’s shoulder and stuck his head out into the hallway.</p><p>Stan shook his head as he turned to enter his room. He rolled his eye’s to look back at them a slight smile on his lips.</p><p>“it’s about time.”</p><hr><p>Perma Tag</p><p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mHfDGCxN28NLFjEVDmbajig">@smol-and-annoying</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m72RIxui_wYmrLIYvrBKojg">@donvex</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mlEQtjEnqh_oriWpP_EWjyw">@reddieornotasshole</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYXFnbPANm7HKoB6BKqk9cg">@richietoaster</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnU17I1OBchxT2kEMW1wbvQ">@willbyersisaloser</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m8dO457pCQ4NlxJq5xq9B_w">@eds-trashmouth</a>  <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m3yKO80pSGo3dkY6010zOuA">@curlylemonhead</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mcBprspg13WBxzmPArnIFcQ">@gazebo-reddie</a> <br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m90zHVn6oRoJLtaB4uIB1Bg">@fourtccn</a>  @kylieee827-blog <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m3_cqYyldeUqNCr032eQ_7Q">@bxxpbxxprichie</a> <br/><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mD1-WniLiKRv_euz__l274A">@flowersiren</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m84BcKWmiQAzEVciF66huRw">@bitchierrichie</a> <br/></p><p>NSFW Tag List (Let me know if you wanna be on this temporary list)</p><p><a href="https://itslifelongthoughts.tumblr.com/" title="itslifelongthoughts"></a><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mNF87U8T-i9-ef1VZ_YV0KQ">@itslifelongthoughts</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mJLGDX1tjI1ySFusTAX__Rw">@decentgarbage</a><br/></p>
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hey if ur making a tag list put me on it!! i love this safe place its becoming one of my favourite fics ever
<p>Added!! </p><p>Thank you! :D</p>
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Okay, I freaking love your &#039;This safe place&#039; fic. IT&#039;S SO BEAUTIFUL AND I LOVE IT SOOOO MUCH. I was curious if you have a taglist of sorts or not ??
<p>Thank yooouuuuuu!!! </p><p>Um, making a taglist never occurred to me but I could start one. You may be the only person on it but I will happily tag you! </p>
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<p>ohmygosh thank you!!! I’m glad you liked it!! </p>
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Hestia + Hades
<p>Hades- studpuffin beat you to this one :P</p><p>Hestia- ideal house? Huh. That’s hard. Like, a tree house with a giant library and gorgeous kitchen? And a movie theatre because why not? </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 172880808727
Date: Thu, 12 Apr 2018 22:06:48
Post url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/172880808727/hades-and-zeus
Slug: hades-and-zeus
Reblog key: g0zrw3Lk
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Hades and Zeus
<p>Hades- life after death? No. I don’t. I’m an atheist so I’m pretty into the ‘when you’re dead you’re dead so make the most of this’ philosophy. </p><p>Zeus- 3 places to travel? Um, anywhere. But Japan, Poland (my family is polish) and Greece! </p>
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pass the happy! 💛 when you get this, reply with 5 things that make you happy and send this to the last 10 people in your notifications!
<p>1. This really nice glowing orb has appeared in the sky? and it’s nice? and warm? I really missed it. </p><p>2. My bunnyyyyyyy</p><p>3. My SO. He’s pretty awesome. </p><p>4. Trump’s lawyer getting raided by the FBI is kinda amazing. </p><p>5. I have a job interview next week and that’s super exciting. I’ve wanted to leave my current job for a while.  </p>
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when is the next this safe place update not tryna rush u but its so g o o d
<p>Thank you!!!! Later this week most likely! (I really like the next chap so I hope everyone else does too!) </p>
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